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PART FOUR

What She Wanted

CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

Previously on The Catalonian Candidate copy

“If we can locate her would you be willing to contact her again?” asked Harry 
Forbes. “It would really help us if you could somehow coax her into completing 
the handshake.” 

Senator Morton finished his beer and smiled. 
“I think you should,” said Kaplan, putting down his phone. 
Walter’s eyes widened. Morton turned his attention to his campaign manager.
“I know you don’t think she was involved in any of this,” said Kaplan. “In 

terms of the campaign, my concern has always been recordings of those two 
phone calls hanging out there. I know we have a strategy to deal with them if 
they come out, but I like this better. If there’s any area where we unfairly 
underperform the Republicans, it’s national security. If you’re right about Desiree 
Perez, if it was all an innocent misunderstanding, there’s no harm done in 
leaving things on more amicable terms. But if you’re wrong, we’re golden.”

CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

Helen

Was this the face that launched a thousand ships
And burnt the topless towers of Ilium?
Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss.

Christopher Marlowe, Dr. Faustus

CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN
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If You Had a Body and a Face Like That

Harry Forbes returned to Portland with Walter and Jane Greer. When he had 
called that morning to arrange the meeting in Seattle, Walter offered to put him 
up for the night to give them a chance to hang out. 

On the drive home, Walter was keen to know how Greer intended to track 
down Desiree Perez. Before offering an answer, she asked to review the 
“Habanera” video that had sent Senator Morton off the deep end.

“Okay,” said Greer. “After I watched the video of the Miss Pink Lady contest 
last night, I thought that Ms. Perez had fed Senator Morton a story. I 
underestimated his B.S. detector. Now I believe what she told him.” 

“How do you square the migrant worker story with the Trojan horse file 
showing up on the phones of six other officeholders?” asked Harry.

“Ms. Perez said that she and Mama moved around a lot. Perhaps they spent 
time in Washington, D.C.”

“Where Edouard and Mateo picked fruit?” asked Walter.
“No.” 
“She entered karaoke contests?”
“Warmer.”
They stopped at a gas station in Castle Rock to fill up. Jane Greer called up 

the video from the Miss Pink Lady talent contest to show Harry and Walter. 
Walter’s reaction was as intense as Greer’s had been, but for a different reason. It 
wasn’t the sensuality of the dance that got to him.

“What?” Greer asked.
“I’ve seen that woman somewhere before,” said Walter. “That dance is 

familiar.”
“Maybe they’re just traditional flamenco moves,” said Harry.
“And where would I see traditional flamenco moves?” 
Harry shrugged. “OPB?”
“What sports do they show on public television?” asked Walter.
“Does Anna watch OPB? Maybe you saw it before you changed the 

channel.”
Walter shook his head.
“If you could dance like that,” said Greer, “if you had a body and a face like 

that, and maybe you didn’t have a green card, where would you look for work?”
Neither of the brothers ventured a guess.
“Gentlemen’s club, anyone?” she asked. “I know there are a lot of them in 

the D.C. area and around here, but I’ll bet you can pull a still or two from that 
‘Habanera’ video. Maybe the NSA can do a facial recognition search to speed 
things up?”

CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT
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A Rosa by Any Other Name

Walter and Harry Forbes drank beer together in the basement, Walter’s man 
cave, having successfully agreed to disagree on the outcome of one of the day’s 
football games. Walter did his best to live by game day schedules, but when he 
couldn’t, his DVR was not without its advantages. A commercial came on for the 
upcoming installment of a franchise action movie featuring a fifty-something 
male box office draw and his barely thirty-something love interest. Walter fast 
forwarded through it.

“Do you ever wonder why so many politicians self-destruct by chasing after 
women?” asked Walter.

“No,” said Harry, “we’re animals.”
Fast forward truck commercial.
“Right,” said Walter, “but I have to assume that politicians are animals with 

the capacity to weigh the risk of losing everything they have.” 
Fast forward through erectile dysfunction drug commercial, network show 

promo, and back to the game.
“Politicians know all about the– Yes! See that? Told you!”
The game came back on. Harry’s team ran a punt back twenty-three yards. 

After the replay looped a couple times, giving him sufficient opportunity to 
gloat, he returned to the subject. “Politicians understand the risks. If they could 
stop themselves, believe me, they would.”

“So you’re saying they’re incapable of self control?”
“No, most of them have much more self control than we do, but their status 

as alpha males supersedes their status as elected officeholders.”
Walter realized that he should have known better, that his younger brother 

always thought he knew the answer. He was frequently wrong but seldom 
uncertain. 

“In my experience,” said Walter, “extramarital affairs aren’t limited to alpha– 
Boo-yah!” 

Walter’s linebacker threw Harry’s quarterback for a twelve-yard loss. Harry 
drank his beer.

“True,” Harry said, “but you didn’t ask me why men have extramarital affairs. 
You asked me why politicians did. Senator Morton chased Desiree Perez 
because Selina can no longer pass on his genes.”

“So you’re saying that politicians have affairs because they want children?”
“If our species were dependent on men who wanted children, we’d have 

died off long ago. You can’t go around thinking tens of millions of people will 
vote for you to lead them if there’s not something a little special about your 
DNA.”

Walter laughed and shook his head.
Harry smiled. “Laugh all you want. It’s my job to understand why powerful 

people do asinine things.”
“Okay, if we’re all animals, and our only concern in life is to pass along our 

genes, how do you account for suicide bombers?”
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“They’re not the alpha males. The alpha males have three responsibilities: to 
make sure their tribe keeps its numbers up, to keep the number of young men in 
check to maintain some semblance of social order, and to cull the populations 
of other tribes. They kill two birds with one stone by sacrificing young men to 
cull the numbers of other tribes.”

“Yeah, but how do you convince the suicide bomber?”
“Convince him that x number of virgins await him in heaven. Give him the 

chance to fight for something greater than himself. Give his boring, marginalized 
life a sense of meaning. You can’t teach him to love someone, but you can sure 
as hell show him something exciting to do with his hate.”

Walter took this more seriously. “I’m a little bit worried about you, bro. How 
do you get out of bed in the morning with such a cynical outlook?”

“It’s not a problem without a solution. Whenever I get the chance, I vote for a 
woman.”

That too familiar Sternwood Auto Group ad came on at the local station 
break. Walter hit the fast-forward button. 

“Whoa!” said Harry. “Go back!”
“What?”
“Go back!”
Walter reversed to the start of the commercial. The Sternwood Auto Group 

Auto Man Empire campaign was built around local celebrities pretending to be 
sleazy, gimmick-driven used car salesmen. This made the group’s actual 
salesmen shine by comparison. The ads promised much more if the viewer went 
to the group’s website to view what they couldn’t show in a TV commercial. The 
promise, in this instance, was more of the comely flamenco dancer who looked 
an awful lot like Desiree Perez.

Walter followed the link to the online commercial. Ms. Perez performed her 
act pretty much as she had at the apple festival, but with the crucial difference 
that she occasionally lost an article of clothing. The spot’s title was “Just 
Looking,” and it demonstrated just how frustrating the experience of “just 
looking” could be when the face of a car salesman, played by a local comedian, 
repeatedly popped in at strategic moments when the customer’s attention might 
well be drawn to various parts of Desiree’s uncovered anatomy. 

On a previous assignment, Walter Forbes had been tasked with keeping tabs 
on an employee of the Sternwood Auto Group’s advertising agency, H-L-S. It had 
taken some time to hack into their system for that investigation, but getting back 
in was gravy. He found the talent payments for the “Just Looking Spot” within 
minutes. It didn’t take Sherlock Holmes to deduce that Desiree Perez had 
received payment for her performance under the stage name Señorita Rosa.

A routine internet search was enough to give Walter the entertainer’s website. 
Her appearance schedule offered up evidence to support Harry Forbes’s theory 
that she had been the vector for hacking the phones of the other officeholders. 
After performing once a week at some of the more high profile clubs around 
Portland for the past several months, she was currently featured at a gentlemen’s 
club named Desire in Washington, D.C. Unfortunately, when Harry inspected 
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her website’s source code, he didn’t find a trace of the Trojan horse script that 
would have given him probable cause to report her to the FBI.

Harry argued that since they knew where Ms. Perez would be performing 
tomorrow night, and when she would be performing, immediately after Monday 
Night Football (according to her website), that Morton should meet her at her 
place of business. Walter suggested that Morton’s wife might not be too keen on 
the idea. Harry countered that it was a matter of national security. As it turned 
out, Morton had no objection. Since Selina was in London for the week with 
several of her friends from her Bennington College days, this was the ideal time 
to put the matter to bed.

CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE

Desire

Walter and Harry Forbes, Jane Greer, and Senator Morton watched the first 
three-and-a-half quarters of the Monday Night Football game at Morton's 
townhouse. Walter, who understood how to translate football time into civilian 
time better than the others, decided the appropriate commercial break for them 
to depart for Club Desire. As Agent Butterfield drove, the others were able to 
catch the end of the game from the Chevy Suburban while in transit.

Butterfield wasn't worried about Morton's safety inside the club. There were 
metal detectors at all the doors. They dropped Morton off at the private VIP 
entrance, strategically blocked from the prying eyes of passersby. He wasn’t the 
only man to enter the club wearing mirrored shades. He might have been the 
only one with his smartphone microphone activated so that the rest of his party, 
waiting in his vehicle, could listen in. 

Morton hadn't thought it necessary to consult George Kaplan but was sure he 
wouldn't object. Club Desire was lousy with security cameras and two-way 
mirrors. Since the gentlemen’s club was frequented by members of both parties 
and paid for through the expense accounts of big business’s finest lobbyists, 
there was a rare consensus around the law that what happened in Club Desire 
stayed in Club Desire. The bouncers explained that anyone seen taking pictures 
with their phones would lose their phone before ejection. It was up to the 
patrons to guess what would happen to them if they tried to upload images 
before they were caught.

The showroom was configured much like a traditional night club. A group of 
men gathered around the stage up front where the dancers took turns performing 
their solos, and tipping was mandatory. The other patrons sat at tables where the 
dancers would pull up a chair and start conversations in order to solicit a table 
dance, or better yet, a visit to the VIP area. 

During the football game, the club's largest screen, mounted on the wall 
behind the stage, was the main attraction. The dancers had to work around 
commercial breaks. Only one man left his stage side seat when the screen went 
dark, and Morton grabbed it.  
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The booming voice of the unseen announcer introduced Señorita Rosa. She 
took center stage to a much more enthusiastic reception than she had received 
at the apple festival. She didn't acknowledge it at all. She stood in perfect 
stillness. Her eyes closed, her face devoid of expression. Her costume differed 
from the one she had worn as a Miss Pink Lady candidate. She wore the peasant 
blouse and skirt last seen in the YouTube video she’d sent the senator. Much less 
señorita, much more Gypsy. It surprised Morton that his vantage point was 
almost exactly the same as it had been the first time he’d watched her dance. 
Yes, now he could see a trace of the Arab race in her face, but she could so 
easily be mistaken for Spanish.   

On the cue of the recorded rippling guitar, she slowly, deliberately turned to 
face away from the men. She wore flowers in her hair, fastened in the back in a 
bun. The skirt clung to her tiny waist but did not hug her hips the way her dress 
had. 

The reason for this costume alteration became apparent in the first variation 
to the dance. She approached the men at the foot of the stage, all of whom were 
extending bills toward her. She bent at the waist, as if blissfully unaware of the 
cleavage she displayed in her off the shoulder peasant blouse. Then she slowly 
lifted the hem of her skirt until it revealed a stockinged leg, secured at the top by 
a garter lined with currency of twenties, fifties, and a couple of conspicuous 
hundred dollar bills. As she walked slowly along the perimeter of the stage, it 
was clear that she wasn’t looking at faces, only denominations, and a kind of 
bidding war broke out. 

Morton admired Señorita Rosa's marketing strategy. While many of the 
women here knew how to strip, Rosa understood the art of the tease. By 
appearing only once a week, she decreased supply and increased demand. 
While sweetening the pot wouldn’t win the men so much as a glance in their 
direction, they competed with each other not to be outbid. They knew that this 
one was hard to get. If she deemed a man’s offer insufficient, all they’d get from 
her was a little shake of the head or a disappointed pout. When she deemed an 
offering worthy of her attention (Morton couldn’t clearly see how much it took), 
she knelt before the man so that he could insert it in her garter. She beckoned 
the man close with a crook of her finger and caressed the side of his face with 
her hand, but though he looked intently at her face, she kept her eyes on the top 
of his balding head. The second time she knelt, for the garter on the other leg, 
she tugged the man’s tie, drawing his face to her breasts. This led the other men 
to reach into their wallets and add to their offering, but it was too late for them. 
It was time to resume the dance. 

Morton sat transfixed by the power she had over these men. It seemed much 
stronger than the formidable power she had exerted over him. At the second 
variation in the dance, she allowed the man to insert the bills, then took his 
hand, guiding him to his feet. She turned around, knelt on the stage, and guided 
his hand to the buttons at the back of her peasant blouse. He undid them, and 
she clutched the open blouse to her breast as she returned to center stage. 

With her back to the men, her arms slowly rose like wings, and the blouse 
fell freely to the stage. She stood before them naked from the waist up. As she 
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turned, she gracefully maneuvered her elbows and wrists, just as birds 
sometimes do to dance with the air current to achieve their desired direction. 
Morton took in the faces of the men as they caught their first glimpse of her 
breasts, the breasts that she had pressed against him, that he had touched. Her 
hands closed on the castanets. Her arched back, coupled with the sound, 
conjured a rattlesnake ready to strike. And money flew through the air, fluttering 
to her feet. 

When next she paused to survey her supplicants, she guided two men to 
center stage and knelt with one on either side of her. And after lifting the sides of 
her skirt for them to make their deposits, she lifted the sides all the way to her 
waist, revealing the drawstrings to her panties. She glanced first at the left 
drawstring, and the man timidly untied it, then to her right. The second man 
obeyed. She lowered her skirt and returned to center stage, leaving her panties 
behind. 

The recorded guitar shifted from its rippling to percussive strumming, and 
Rosa began to play the castanets at breakneck speed. Her feet began to strike the 
floor with force. She kicked up her heels and made a violent turn. Her skirt lifted 
to reveal the tops of her currency-laden stockings. 

Rosa’s eyes opened in a flash, and when they did, they were fixed directly on 
Morton's. She appeared startled to see him, and once again, he wondered how 
she did it. His was the first face she had looked at. 

As the tempo of the music hastened, she threw off the castanets and began to 
clap her hands. More money flew through the air and landed at her feet. She 
breathed more heavily. The subtlety and grace of her earlier movements gave 
way to sheer physicality. She lifted her skirt with one hand and threw it from side 
to side with seeming abandon, revealing glimpses of what her panties had 
concealed. She stamped the floor with greater violence. 

Then, with her elbows cocked, her hands at her waist, she began to twirl. The 
skirt lifted higher, revealing more, revealing all. She made a slight adjustment at 
a waist button and stopped moving a second or two before her skirt did. It 
continued its momentum and swirled away to the floor. The recorded guitar 
strummed its final chord. She stood perfectly still, utterly exposed, breathless, 
her head back, not unlike a woman in the throes of ecstasy. Every man stood 
and applauded. Morton slowly rose with them.

CHAPTER FORTY

I Know All the Rules

The announcer urged the men to give it up for Señorita Rosa, but they were 
already drowning him out. Finally, a bikini-clad assistant ascended the stage, 
handed the star a lacy bra and panties, and held a robe open to shield her 
momentarily from view. Rosa slipped into the robe while her assistant did the 
grunt work of picking up all the lower denomination bills. Several men held up 
large wads of cash, and Morton did likewise, though he realized he didn’t have 
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enough. This time, she didn’t look at the bills. She looked only at Morton’s face. 
She descended the stairs amid the groans of disappointment and took the money 
from his hand without looking at it. She took his hand in hers and led him away 
through a short corridor. He felt her slip the money back into his hand and her 
warm breath in his ear. “Put the money back in your pocket.”

He did as he was told.
“I cannot let anyone see that I do not accept your money, Guy. There are 

rules.”
“Somehow, I doubt that you follow them,” he said.
“There you are wrong. Laws I may follow or not follow as I choose. Rules I 

obey. Especially the rules of the house.”
“That’s disheartening for a lawmaker to hear.”
The mirrored private VIP area had a plush, dark carpet and a sectional red 

leather sofa lined the perimeter. She positioned him on the sofa. He was a little 
taken aback by the cash haul she had made from the dance as she slipped the 
money from her garters to a zippered money pouch in her robe.

“What happens to the money you left on stage?” he asked.
“That goes to the house in exchange for the time slot. It is good to be the first 

dancer after the game. Men are quite generous when they win a bet and 
sometimes more generous when they lose. Now, I need you to lean back, relax, 
and spread your arms along the back of the sofa.”

“Yes, Señorita Rosa.”
“Desiree.”
“Is that your real name?”
She did not answer. She pressed the inside of his feet with her shoes. “Scoot 

forward a little and spread your legs,” she said.
“Are these the rules?”
“These are the rules enforced by very muscular men.”
“As opposed to laws, written by we scrawny legislators?”
Her knee came swiftly toward his groin. He flinched. She smiled as it came 

to rest against the sofa just beneath his privates. She leaned forward and let 
down her hair, her face close to his, looking into his eyes, her hair shielding 
their faces from the mirror. “This is not the place for us to play. This is my job. I 
never give private dances, so I can assure you we are being watched.”

“Then let me take you away from this,” he said. He couldn’t believe that 
those most clichéd of words had escaped his lips. “Call me. Do you still have 
my number?”

“I have your number, all right. I have had your number from the beginning.” 
The song that had been playing when they entered the room came to an end. 
She leaned in to whisper in his ear. 

“You must pay me for each number. I will give the money back to you later, 
but they must see you pay me.”

He looked into her eyes, reached in his pocket, and held out the money 
again. She took some of the bills and whispered. 

“Save the rest for the next dance.” 
He put it back in his pocket.
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“You risk a lot by coming here, too,” she said. “Here, I know all the rules. You 
do not. If I ask you to break them, we will both be thrown out, and not through 
the VIP entrance. How would that look?”

“I trust you,” he said.
She nestled in beside him, opening his jacket, running her hand along his 

chest, putting her face close to his. She took off his sunglasses.
“There you are,” she said, like a young girl playing peek-a-boo with a baby.
He wanted so much to take her in his arms. 
“You must not move your arms,” she said somewhat mechanically. “I am 

allowed to touch you, but you are not allowed to touch me, understood?”
He nodded. These were non-negotiable terms. 
“We must appear to be dancer and client,” she said. 
He nodded. She let the robe slip from her shoulders and stood before him in 

the lacy bra and panties. She kicked his feet together with hers, and put one 
knee to either side of his lap so that her breasts were inches from his face.

“Do you know how close I can bring these to your face before we get in 
trouble?”

She pulled the fabric of her bra to the side to expose her nipples. He knew 
she was playing with him, but she seemed to be enjoying it, too. What he 
couldn’t tell was whether she was getting turned on or relishing her power over 
him.

“I don’t know,” he said.
She dismounted, sat beside him again, and clapped a hand on his knee. 

“Remember when it was not considered sexual harassment for a man to do 
this?”

“No,” he said.
She ran her finger along his inner thigh. “How far can I go, I wonder, before 

the bouncers come and throw us out.”
He just looked at her helplessly. She straddled him again, placing her hands 

on his shoulders, shifting her weight to them, shielding them both from view 
with her hair. “It’s unfair of you to come here like this, Guy. A girl only has so 
much self control.” 

He tried to kiss her. She did not jerk away, but she expertly pulled back just 
enough that his lips merely grazed her cheek. He got it. Not allowed. She 
lowered herself so that she hovered a mere six inches above his crotch. 

“You see, when you visit me here, this is as far as I can go.” She bobbed up 
and down between six inches and a foot above him, moaning, touching her 
neck down to her breast bone, pretending she was riding him. “If I went further, 
I would be fired and you would be thrown out. I would no longer be able to 
work.”

“You could find other work,” he said. 
She gave him a disappointed look. He understood that the laws he had 

written, the ones that she refused to obey but could not entirely escape, made it 
impossible for her to earn this much money doing anything else. 

“This city is expensive,” she said. 
“There are clubs like this closer to where you lived before.”
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She looked disappointed at the suggestion. She stood up, turned around, set 
her legs apart and bent over, running her hands from her feet up her stockinged 
legs to her bare thighs. “Do you like my legs? I never asked you that.”

“Yes.”
“Not too muscular?”
“No.”
She bent over again and looked at him between her legs. “And my ass is 

okay?”
He nodded. She stood and faced him again, swaying to the music. 
“I know there are other places I could work. Mama thinks I am foolish, but I 

must live near the man I love, even if he does not treat me as I should be 
treated.” 

She paused and searched his eyes. He knew that she’d move on to someone 
else. He didn’t have to enjoy hearing about it. She smiled. “You pout like a little 
boy. You are jealous?” 

“Maybe just a little,” he said.
She returned to the sofa beside him and leaned in to rest her chin on his 

shoulder. “I am glad I make you jealous. I am jealous of your wife. Jealous, and 
a little bit sad for her.”

She caressed his cheek with her smooth, soft hand. He brushed his lips 
gently against her palm. That was allowed. He was surprised by how she 
trembled when he did. It didn’t seem fake. 

“I am a little sad because she never got the chance to see you as I see you. 
She might have loved Congressmen Morton, then Senator Morton, but she never 
loved my Guy. Not this guy.”

She pinched his cheek, then ran her fingers through his hair. He kept gazing 
into her eyes, those gray lupine eyes, and she kept looking into his. He tried 
hard to remember why he was there. He had come to this place to entrap her. 
And yet, it was she who’d entrapped him. If she was lying to him his career was 
over because he could read no hint of a lie in what she said. As a lifelong 
student of human nature and a career-long student of politicians, he found 
himself helpless in the face of such guilelessness. 

“You said you were Spanish.”
“Yes. From Barcelona. Did I not already tell you that?”
“I don’t remember,” he said.
“You lie to me, Guy. You remember.”
“Edouard and Mateo. Are they from Spain, too?”
The song ended and another one started. She stood and gestured to her 

garter. 
“The song is over. You must pay.”
He took the remaining money from his pocket and inserted it.
She took his tie in her hand and stroked it suggestively. He shook his head. 

She came back and sat beside him. “What is the matter?”
“This is frustrating for both of us. You knew I wanted to be with you. Why 

wouldn’t you let me–”
“Keep me?” she asked. “Because that is what it would have been, no?”
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“That’s not what I intended.”
“Mama is not entirely on our side. I am not in love with this business, but I 

must do what I can. When Mama met Papa, she was very young. She was not 
yet making her own way in the world. The last time we were together, you did 
not love me.”

“You knew how much I wanted you,” he countered.
“Ah, wanted yes. But when we were together in your car, I could see in your 

eyes that you loved me. You know it is true. Why did you not come to me? Why 
did you hesitate? By the time you came to me, I looked in your eyes again, and 
that love had turned to lust.” 

“What do my eyes tell you now?”
She looked at them and smiled. Tears came to her eyes. His eyes flooded, 

too. She embraced him as thoroughly as she could without incurring the wrath 
of the bouncers. “I only dance once a week,” she whispered. “Come and see me 
in an hour.”

She whispered the address.
“Can you text that to me?” he asked. 
“That is against the rules.”

CHAPTER FORTY-ONE

What if She's Telling the Truth?

“I think that I should meet her,” said Senator Guy Morton when his Chevy 
Suburban came around to the VIP entrance to pick him up.

Agent Butterfield drove the vehicle, but the protective glass isolated him from 
the conversation between Morton, Walter and Harry Forbes, and Jane Greer. 
They started back toward the senator’s townhouse. “I’ll have to tell Butterfield 
that I’m staying in for the night,” Morton continued. “He doesn’t mind dropping 
me off at a public club, but he may have issues with a private residence.” 

“I’m afraid Butterfield may have a point,” said Harry. “It’s possible that you 
blew your cover.”

“What cover?”
“You asked her if she was from Spain,” said Greer. “That suggests you’re 

suspicious. Also, when you emphasized that she should text you the address, 
she declined.”

Harry said, “We don’t know what her instructions are if she thinks you’re on 
to her. If you meet her in private, you could be in for an ambush. She could 
abort her original plans and go for a kidnapping or hostage standoff.”

“If she wanted to take me hostage, the night of the kidnapping would have 
been her best shot,” said Morton. “I admit that asking her if she was Spanish was 
a mistake, but although I’m not up on my Washington, D.C. gentlemen’s club 
rules, I’ll bet that texting your clients to arrange private meetings is verboten.”

“So you still think she’s telling you the truth?” asked Walter.
“I do.”
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“Do you think she is?” Harry asked Greer.
“Why are you asking me?” 
“You’re the woman.”
“You’re the spy.”
Harry said, “If it were up to me, I’d chance it.”
“If I meet her, and she doesn’t try to activate the Trojan horse, will that put 

the matter to rest?” asked Morton.
“I wouldn’t ask you to keep seeing her if this second meeting isn’t fruitful,” 

said Harry.
Morton said, “Ms. Greer, what do you think?”
“You’re the one who looked in her eyes,” she said. “If she was lying, you’d 

know better than I do. There’s one other question.”
Morton leaned in.
“What are you going to do if she’s telling the truth?”

CHAPTER FORTY-TWO

The Spy Who Loved Me

As soon as the party arrived at Morton’s townhouse, the senator told Butterfield 
that he could go home for the night. Morton felt safe enough with Walter and 
Harry Forbes and Jane Greer for protection. The address Desiree Perez had given 
Morton was located in a D.C. neighborhood of modest post World War II 
homes. The only things that distinguished these bungalows from those one could 
find in anywhere USA were the iron bars in the security doors and windows, a 
reminder of what the neighborhood had been like before gentrification. 

No one was out and about when Harry's car pulled up out front. It would be 
another several hours before the sleepy neighborhood stirred to life. 

Morton felt a rush of anticipation as he rang Desiree’s bell. No answer. After 
a time, he rang it again. Again, no answer. He began to wonder if she’d just 
given him a random address the way a woman at a party gives out a wrong 
phone number if pressed by an unwanted suitor. A woman in her early forties 
answered the door.

“Do you know what time it is?” she asked.
Morton had rarely felt so unsure of himself but decided to brazen it out. He 

imagined that he noted a resemblance between this woman and the alleged spy.
He said, “Desiree asked me to come.”
“Desiree is a working girl. She needs her beauty sleep.” The woman began to 

close the door. 
Before it closed completely, Morton heard Desiree. “Who is it, Mama?”
“Some horny old man followed you home from the whore house.”
Desiree shuffled to the door in a well-worn terry cloth robe and big fuzzy 

slippers. Mama glared at Senator Morton but yielded to Desiree and walked off 
shaking her head. 

“What do you want, old man?” Desiree asked. 
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Her coldness stifled his response. Mama’s was understandable, but Desiree’s?
“Oh,” she remembered. 
She shuffled away and was gone for about thirty seconds before returning 

with a wad of bills. 
“I promised to give your money back.” 
She slid it between the bars. He let it fall to the ground. 
“Okay,” she said, starting to close the door.
“Desiree.”
“Yes?”
“You told me to come see you.”
“I have returned your money. What else do you want, old man?” 
He looked at her helplessly.
“Shall I tell you how ashamed I am?” she asked.
“You shouldn’t be ashamed. I know how hard it is for someone in your 

position to get by.” 
She looked at him incredulously. “I am not ashamed of what I do. I am 

ashamed of you.”
Now he was incredulous. “Excuse me?”
“How could you sit there and watch me take off my clothes before all those 

strange men? Why did I not make you jealous? Why were you not filled with 
rage?”

Fair question.
“Is it because you think I am beneath you?” she asked.
“Beneath me?”
“You doubted I was Spanish. Did you look me up? Were you not jealous 

because I am half Persian? Because I was born in Tehran? Am I not good enough 
to be your lover? Only your whore?”

“I never said that.”
“Is it because you think we hate you? Many Persians love America more than 

the Spanish do. Probably more than many Americans do. We know what it’s like 
to live without the freedoms that you take for granted.”

“I couldn’t care less where you were born.”
He could see these words did not assure her. She began to close the door.
“Wait.”
“What else do you want?”
“You don’t believe me? I said I don’t care where you were born.”
“I know. That means Mama was right.”
“What did she say?”
“You were not jealous because you are too old, Guy. If you are too old for 

jealousy, you are too old for passion. No man who still has passion would ever 
try to buy a woman. That’s what old men do.”

She closed the door. He immediately rang the doorbell again. She did not 
answer. He rang the doorbell again. No answer. He rang the doorbell again. The 
door reopened, and Desiree showed him her phone. “You see I have dialed 
nine-one,” she said. “Shall I press one again? I do not know how quickly the 
police will come, but I can wait to find out. Can you?”
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He could have said that if he’d flown into a rage and grabbed her off the 
stage they would have both been thrown out. She wouldn’t have been able to 
work again. She had said as much. He could have said that if he got caught up 
in a scandal at this point, he could kiss his presidential bid good-bye. But he 
realized that these were exactly the things a man governed by reason instead of 
passion would say. Maybe Mama was right. 

Instead, the old man said, “Good night,” and returned to Harry’s car.

CHAPTER FORTY-THREE

Something You Never Forget

As Harry drove back to Morton’s townhouse with Walter beside him, Jane Greer 
and Guy Morton in the back, no one said a word. 

“I’m sorry,” said Harry. 
Walter looked to his brother, who made eye contact with the senator in the 

rearview mirror. 
“Don’t be,” said Morton. “At least we cleared her name.”
After a pause, Harry said, “I’m not one-hundred-percent sure that we did. I’d 

like you to keep using your compromised phone for a day or two.”
“Come on,” said Walter. “Let it go.”
“I’m not saying I like our chances, but it’s still possible.”
Walter turned toward the senator and was about to apologize for his own 

role in the evening’s debacle when he noticed that Guy Morton looked ten years 
older than he had ten minutes earlier.

“You know,” Morton said, “when I was a little boy, every once in a while I 
would catch the girls looking at me. And when I did, they would look away, 
embarrassed that I’d caught them. And they’d giggle. Then one day, I caught a 
girl looking and I was the first to look away. A few years later, a beautiful girl 
caught me looking, and neither of us looked away.”

He turned to Greer. “If you’re a guy, and you’re famous, or rich, or powerful, 
you can never be sure why a beautiful woman looks at you that way. You have to 
be wary. But, if there was ever a time when you weren’t famous, or rich, or 
powerful, and beautiful women looked at you that way– That’s something you 
never forget. You don’t want to forget!”

He looked at Walter. “And it can trip you up. Because our eyes see youth and 
beauty as we always have, right? When a woman looks back that way, we have 
to remember that her eyes see us as we are, not as we were.”

Morton shook his head and smiled. “I may be a washout as a spy, but I still 
have my day job.”

During his brief career as a cloak and dagger man, Monday night had given 
way to Tuesday morning. By Tuesday evening, he’d be a senator again, 
schmoozing with Israeli and American businessmen and dignitaries at a dinner 
in the Space Needle.
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CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR

4 U 2 Remember Me

Alone again at his townhouse, Guy Morton went to bed. His perpetual state of 
near exhaustion usually made it possible to nod off at a moment’s notice, 
wherever he was, not unlike a cat. Tonight, he couldn’t shake the memory of 
Desiree’s teary eyes.

His smartphone notified him that it was time to get out of bed. He checked 
his text messages as he shuffled into the kitchen. His automatic coffeemaker had 
done its job, so at least he’d have some caffeine to get him going. 

One message was from Desiree. Subject line: “4 U 2 Remember Me.” He 
had checked his infected phone first. 

The text message said, “Dear Guy, I wanted to leave you with this memento 
of the night we shared. XOX.” It linked to a video. The still frame showed 
surveillance footage of him and Desiree together in the VIP area of Club Desire. 
He pressed play. 

He watched as Desiree slipped off his mirrored shades so the camera would 
get a good, clear shot of his face. He watched the involuntary movement of his 
arms to embrace her before she admonished him not to. He saw how sheepishly 
he had acquiesced. He watched as she let the robe slip from her shoulders and 
stood before him in the lacy bra and panties. He confirmed that he had never 
taken his eyes off her face because when he watched the video he couldn’t take 
his eyes off his own face. She obscured it with her back when she straddled him. 

He now understood the impulse that made lazy television and movie writers 
show so many actors smash their smartphones to the ground and smithereens. In 
real life, few people ever did. But he couldn’t stop watching. Politicians loved 
seeing themselves on camera, didn’t they? Even if they were watching the end of 
their careers.

He looked at the address in the browser window. He wasn’t watching the 
end of his career. It wasn’t YouTube or some other video sharing site. It was a 
numerical IP address, which likely meant that Desiree wasn’t out to disgrace him 
but to blackmail him.

Well, just let her try! He looked in the mirror to shave. He didn’t see an old 
man. He saw a man at the height of his power, and if that wasn’t enough for 
Desiree, he’d show her what the FBI and INS could do.   

The doorbell rang. He looked at his watch. It was too early for Butterfield, but 
perhaps one of his aids had something for him to read on the plane. He toweled 
off the last of the shaving cream, threw on his shirt, and buttoned it as he went 
to the door. The closed circuit monitor showed Desiree Perez standing there 
alone. He buzzed her through the security door.  

He opened the front door with a thoroughly practiced smile on his face. 
“Come on in. I have to be leaving soon, but I believe there’s still some coffee. 
Would you like some?”

“If it’s not too much trouble.”



Cantwell / THE CATALONIAN CANDIDATE / 92

“No trouble at all.”
The senator closed the door behind her and escorted Desiree through to the 

kitchen, passing the living room, Selina’s office, his office, the bedrooms, the 
bathrooms, the library, the music room, and the dining room along the way.

“So, have you had a chance to check your messages?” she asked.
“Yes, I have,” he said. “I haven’t picked up the phone yet, but…”
“Do your worst, old man!” She stuck her tongue out at him.
He instinctively raised his hand and struck her as her father should have. She 

pulled back, but he caught her nose and bloodied it. 
“Hit me again,” she said.
He stepped forward and obliged her. 
“Again.”
Her gray lupine eyes flashed that look again, and her full red lips curled in a 

gratuitously sexy smile. Was she actually mocking him?
“You think this is funny?” 
He came after her. She turned on her heels and ran. For the first time, he 

noticed how she was dressed. She wore a chic, sheer designer blouse and short 
skirt, high-heeled shoes to show her legs to best advantage. As she looked back 
over her shoulder to see he was chasing her, he noticed she’d taken time with 
her hair and makeup. Except for the blood dripping from her nose and her 
swelling face, she’d never looked better. He caught up with her in his bedroom. 
She tore open her blouse and undid the front clasp of her bra. She pressed her 
hot mouth to his. 

“Now you show passion!” she said breathlessly, kissing him again.
Passion? She hadn’t mentioned blackmail. She hadn’t mentioned money. Had 

she sent him the video merely to get a rise out of him? Could she possibly be 
that guileless?

“Mama was wrong. You are not too old!” 
He took her in his arms. She tore open his shirt, undid his belt, loosed his 

trousers, pulled down his boxers. He felt like a teenager. She maneuvered herself 
to the edge of the bed and hiked up her skirt, revealing the tops of her lace 
stockings and something else. “Take me,” she said. 

And he levitated two feet above her. Nothing magical in this. Just the FBI 
agents carrying him to safety and subduing the enemy combatant. 

“Take your hands off me! Let me go! Don’t touch her! Don’t you touch her!” 
he yelled as they yanked him away. 

The FBI agents were not so obliging as Desiree.

CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE

It Didn't Make Sense

Walter Forbes and Jane Greer were in the air just north of Rapid City when the 
FBI raided Senator Morton's townhouse. A message from Harry awaited Walter 
when he got home.
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“He wants you up in Seattle. Call me.”
Walter called him back on his landline phone immediately and asked, 

“Why?”
“Perez sent Senator Morton to a site to complete the handshake. I initiated 

tracking on her phone and traced her to the senator’s townhouse where the FBI 
apprehended her.” 

“Why did she go there if she’d already hacked his phone?”
“Don’t know. According to the FBI, they had to separate the two. There were 

signs of a struggle. Torn clothing, Desiree’s face was bruised.”
Walter shook his head. He couldn’t work out why Perez had risked seeing 

Morton. It didn’t make sense.  
Harry continued. “I’m staying here to monitor activity on his smartphone and 

to assist with the interrogation. He had no time to brief the FBI, and frankly, you, 
Greer, and me are the only ones who are up to speed on this. He’d like to keep 
it that way.”

“What about Butterfield?”
“He doesn’t know about the phone hacks or what happened after the club 

last night.”
“And he didn’t tell Kaplan about last night?”
“Right.”
Walter didn’t like the sound of any of this. “I’ll do it if we keep Greer in the 

loop.”
“Of course Greer stays in the loop,” said Harry. “You’ll both want to take a 

look at the video. I’ll send you the link.”

CHAPTER FORTY-SIX

A Blueprint for Terrror

The dinner took place at the Space Needle’s Skyline event space, one-hundred 
feet above the city of Seattle. Walter Forbes stood beside several other security 
personnel, Israeli and domestic, at the intersection of the Puget Sound and Lake 
Union rooms. Jane Greer had come up to Seattle with Walter, but they had 
decided she’d be more useful keeping an eye on the campaign’s network activity 
as they awaited updates from Harry. With possible blackmail footage in play, the 
threat could just as easily be political as international.

Senator Morton arrived and immediately sought Walter out for an update.
“She cooperated when they asked her for passwords to her laptop and 

phone,” Walter said. “Nothing on the questioning yet.”
“Thanks,” said Morton. An assistant signaled the senator that they were ready 

to get underway. 
Walter watched Morton, who looked very natural in black tie, take his place 

about ten feet away beside the blonde fashion model in the hand-beaded black 
lace cocktail dress at the head of the reception line. He admired the man’s 
ability to compartmentalize. No one would ever guess all he’d been up to in the 
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past twenty-four hours. 
“I hope you’re not too disappointed that I’m standing in as hostess tonight,” 

said the fashion model as she shook hands with the high-ranking Israeli Cabinet 
Minister. 

“On the contrary, Mrs. Sternwood, I’m utterly charmed.”
Okay, she’d done something different with her hair again. It swept down over 

her left shoulder and partially covered that side of her face, but Walter still felt a 
little miffed with himself that he hadn’t recognized the woman in black. 

It had been a while since Walter’s work had required him to wear black tie. 
His trousers seemed tighter around the waist than they had the last time he’d 
worn them. Apparently, he’d made some progress with his weightlifting, too, 
because the jacket was tight in the shoulders. He always thought it was funny 
when security folk tried to blend in. Sure, they wore similar clothes, but they 
were the only ones aside from the very hard of hearing who wore earpieces, 
they always wore their jackets open for easy access to their weapons, and they 
always had their eyes on the spectators instead of the main event.

As the software executives and dignitaries from both countries began to take 
their seats for dinner, the monitors in both rooms displayed a greeting from the 
president of the United States via video conference. Walter’s earpiece crackled 
to life.

“Update. Are you both there?” asked Harry.
Walter and Greer both affirmed that they were. Walter walked through the 

Lake Union room to the empty Seattle room to receive the update. 
“Perez says she doesn’t know anything about the Trojan horse,” said Harry. 

“She claims that she emailed Mateo to upload the video to his web server 
because she didn’t want to risk it going public.”

“Do you believe her?” asked Greer.
“We’re just establishing a narrative right now, we’ll see how consistent she 

keeps it when we question her again.”
“Did you ask her about her connection with Edouard and Mateo yet?” asked 

Walter.
“She claims Edouard is a distant cousin, and Mateo is his friend. She doesn’t 

have a current address for them. We’re looking for messages from Edouard on 
Perez’s phone and computer,” said Harry. “She says they usually communicated 
face to face.”

“What was she doing at Morton’s townhouse,” asked Walter.
“She won’t answer anything regarding the senator,” said Harry. “We’ll try 

again after she’s had some time to sit and think about where she is. Over.”
Walter heard some applause and returned to his position. At the conclusion 

of the video conference call, Senator Morton asked the president, “Do you have 
a moment to take a call offline?”

“Yes,” said the president. “Enjoy your dinner, everyone.”
The monitors went dark. Senator Morton initiated a call from his uninfected 

phone and transferred it to Agent Butterfield, who stood at the south end of the 
Puget Sound room. Walter couldn’t figure out what business Agent Butterfield 
would have with the president of the United States but could tell from the look 
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on his face that it was serious.
Butterfield concluded his call. He slipped the phone into his jacket pocket 

and gave a slight nod. 
The man beside Walter leaned a little closer to him. 
“The senator would like a word with you,” the executive protection agent 

said, just close enough to Walter’s ear, the one without the earpiece, and with 
just the right volume that his words would be understood but go unheard by 
nearby waitstaff. 

It took Walter a moment to negotiate a route through the rows of tables to 
Morton. It seemed that the senator had eyes in the back of his head, for though 
Walter approached from behind, he set down his wine glass and stood on cue. 

Morton glanced toward the podium set up on the Granite dance floor. Walter 
followed him. The senator checked to see that the mike was off. It was, but he 
unplugged it anyway. He’d likely been burned a time or two by a live mike.

“Don’t look now,” said Morton, “but two of the busboys here tonight bear an 
uncanny resemblance to the men who kidnapped Michael Santore.”

“Okay,” said Walter, unsure why Morton told him this. 
“Look where I look.” Walter followed the senator’s gaze. There stood two 

Middle-Eastern looking men attired as busboys.
“Butterfield is watching them. All the employees passed through a metal 

detector and x-ray. They’re not carrying guns. They don’t have explosives 
strapped to their bodies. They’re not handling the food, but they are handling 
silverware. Butterfield has the men keeping an extra close eye on them for that. 
We don’t have a positive ID yet.”

Morton paused and looked into Walter’s eyes. 
Walter said, “It sounds like he has things under control.”
“Keep it down,” said Morton. 
Walter thought he’d spoken softly, but he hadn’t matched Morton’s hushed 

tone. The senator continued. “If the ID is positive, Butterfield is authorized to 
take the appropriate action.”

“It all sounds to me like you know exactly what you’re doing.”
“Except we have a woman in FBI detention and a forensics team scouring her 

computer for links to terrorist networks.”
Walter’s pulse quickened. He understood Morton’s thinking. He also thought 

it dead wrong. “That’s the first time anyone has used the T-word in all this. I 
don’t see it.”

“Okay. What if I use the T-word that has come up? Tehran. Would you accuse 
me of being too deferential to the men and women on this evening’s guest list? 
Sometimes they have difficulty drawing the distinction.”

“I’m not a politician.”
“I’m not asking you to be,” said Morton. “I’m asking you to work out a signal 

with Butterfield so that if you receive any late-breaking-news from our ongoing 
investigation that suggests that these two men are any more dangerous than the 
courteous, efficient busboys they appear to be, he can take the appropriate 
action.”

“Okay, that’s twice you’ve mentioned the appropriate action. What is the 
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appropriate action?”
“That’s above your pay grade.”
“Is he going to detain them?”
Morton was silent.
“Is he going to perform enhanced interrogation?”
Silence.
Walter leaned in to Morton’s ear. He really didn’t want this next part to be 

overheard. “He’s not just going to shoot them, is he?”
“Butterfield is authorized to take the appropriate action.”
Walter’s face burned. “You can’t put that on me.”
Morton’s face didn’t change at all. “Wrong,” he said. He drove his fore and 

middle fingers into Walter’s chest with each syllable. “I-just-did.”
Then his face assumed a grin, he turned and retraced his steps to his table. 

The Cabinet Minister must have been telling a funny story. Morton laughed 
without missing a beat. Walter returned to his position and looked up at 
Butterfield, who held his right hand waist high with his five fingers extended, 
palm flat. The open hand turned so the thumb pointed up. It was an innocent 
enough gesture, not something you’d associate with an execution. Walter 
wanted to give Butterfield a much simpler universally recognized hand signal 
but nodded that he understood. 

Walter also understood that he wasn’t as “in the loop” as he needed to be to 
make such a decision. Had Desiree Perez tried to blackmail the senator? Had 
she said something at Morton’s townhouse to make him think Edouard and 
Mateo were terrorists? Walter didn’t believe for a moment that she wanted the 
death of any or all of the men and women in that room. He didn’t believe that 
the next voice in his earpiece would tell him otherwise. Was he being naïve? He 
glanced at the two busboys patiently waiting to collect empty plates and refill 
water glasses. He looked at the senator eating his salmon. He decided right then 
and there that he wasn’t going to vote for the guy. He wouldn’t necessarily vote 
for his opponent, but he wasn’t going to blacken the oval by Guy Morton’s 
name.

His earpiece crackled. Harry had an update. He returned to the Seattle room.
“A Seattle FBI team has just confiscated Mateo’s server in a studio apartment 

near SeaTac,” said Harry. “They found blueprints of the Space Needle. The two 
men weren’t in the apartment, but the agents are searching for smartphone 
records so they can track them down.”

Walter considered giving Butterfield the hand signal. He might have if Greer 
hadn’t cut in. 

“Date the source,” she said.
“What?” asked Harry.
“Jane wants you to date the source,” said Walter. 
“Check with the FBI team to see when they acquired the blueprints,” said 

Greer.
“The senator thinks Edouard and Mateo may be here working as busboys,” 

said Walter.
“I’m coming over,” said Greer.
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She signed off.
“Alert security,” said Harry.
“They haven’t made a positive ID yet,” said Walter, “and you haven’t dated 

the source yet. Over.”

CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN

I'll Take it From Here

Walter tried to reach Greer again. She didn’t answer. He loved that you never 
had to tell her something twice. Unfortunately, sometimes you didn’t get to tell 
her something once. He didn’t want to be responsible for her safety if these 
busboys were terrorists waiting for the right moment to blow the tourist 
attraction up. He didn’t want to be responsible for the busboys facing “the 
appropriate action” just because they resembled Edouard and Mateo. Greer’s 
information request and movement gave him the excuse to stall. 

Walter breathed a sigh of relief as Mateo (or Travis, or the one who looked 
like a young Robert De Niro) left the Puget Sound room for the kitchen with two 
security agents close behind. That left only Edouard. A few minutes passed 
before Walter grew tense again. 

One of the guests called Edouard over to ask a question. He glanced toward 
the kitchen door. Walter figured that Mateo had gone in to get something for the 
guest and had been intercepted before he could complete the task. Edouard 
looked concerned. Walter didn’t read his expression as that of a fundamentalist 
martyr afraid something was going wrong with a suicide mission. It seemed 
more like the expression of a service employee wondering why a colleague was 
taking longer than expected to replace a dirty fork.

Walter’s tension eased again when Edouard walked toward the kitchen door. 
One security agent followed him. Walter thought that perhaps there should have 
been two.

Two seconds later, a tray crashed. Two seconds after that, a gun went off. 
Butterfield and several other agents hoisted Senator Morton, the Israeli Cabinet 
Minister, and Mrs. Sternwood to their feet and dragged them away from the 
tables toward the open Granite dance floor. The agents encircled them and drew 
their weapons. Walter recognized the immediate emergence of a new class 
system. You could tell who was important by how many security men ran to 
protect them. 

Walter ran into the kitchen where he found an agent who had been shot in 
the leg limping toward the door leading to the external stairway. Another 
gunshot echoed from within.

“He’s got my gun.”
“They found blueprints of the Space Needle on a suspected terrorist’s 

computer,” Walter said. 
The agent nodded and limped back toward the kitchen exit. Walter 

proceeded to the stairs. He looked both up and down. Looking up, he thought 
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he caught sight of Edouard clinging to the top of one of the elevators. He got on 
the next one the usual way and started his ascent to the observation deck. 
Looking out from the elevator, he could see two agents with guns drawn, one 
ascending the stairs, one descending. By the time he arrived at the five-story 
UFO-looking top house, the PA system was issuing evacuation instructions. He 
showed his fake FBI ID to the building security guy who left him to his work. 

Harry broke in with another update. “We have their phone GPS information. 
Edouard is at the Space Needle. Mateo is in transit.”

Walter took out his handheld, a portable computing device slightly bulkier 
than a smartphone but far more capable and far more secure.

“They already have Mateo,” said Walter. “Feed me Edouard’s GPS info.” 
Harry gave Walter the info he needed to lock in, then added, “And the 

blueprints were acquired February ninth.”
“Stay on for a second.”
Walter set his handheld to show his position relative to Edouard. They both 

showed up in the same spot. He scratched his head. “Call his number,” he said.
A few seconds later, a ringtone sounded on the other side of a door marked 

“Authorized Personnel Only.” Walter tried it. It was locked. He wondered how 
Edouard had gotten through it until he remembered that the busboy had been on 
top of the elevator. He had been on the inside from the start. 

Walter remembered the second gunshot he’d heard down below. He figured 
Edouard must have shot through the hole in the elevator door that first 
responders used to gain entrance to shafts for rescue purposes. First responders 
usually used keys to gain access, but since there was an elevator door adjacent 
to the one that stood between him and Edouard, he drew his gun and gave it a 
try. It worked. Was this something they taught in terrorist training schools? 

Walter forced the door open and saw Edouard disappear at the top of a much 
steeper, more ladder-like stairway than the ones open to the public. He jumped 
over to it and hopped the railing. As he raised his arm to train his gun on the top 
of the stairs, he realized that his jacket was restricting him. He slipped it off as 
he climbed and draped it over the handrail before exploring the floor dedicated 
to the top house’s air conditioning and ventilation equipment. He scanned the 
entryway with the glow of his handheld and found a light switch but decided 
not to turn it on. Instead, he moved silently into the equipment, far enough from 
the stairs that Edouard would not be able to see him, but close enough to 
pounce.

The busboy took flight. Walter came after him and collided with a condenser 
unit. He caught sight of Edouard’s shadow at the top of the ladder to the next 
level, whatever the hell that was. 

“Freeze!” 
Edouard didn’t freeze. Walter shot at his leg. Edouard cried out, confirming 

the hit, but managed to climb anyway. As Walter followed, he knew that 
Edouard would have the drop on him. He kept his gun pointing up as he 
ascended. 

This was a hell of a time for his earpiece to crackle. It was Greer. “It’s just 
paint.”
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He had no idea what she meant. 
“The blueprints are for paint contractors,” she said. 
Not only was she giving his position away, she was jeopardizing his life with 

irrelevant nonsense. “Get away from the Needle,” said Walter before silencing 
his radio. 

As he climbed up to the next level, Walter learned that the very top of the 
Space Needle housed the elevator machine room. It was lined with vents for air 
to feed the natural gas torch that burned at the Needle’s tip. Walter carefully 
made his way through the equipment and noticed an opening in the vent cover. 
He saw Edouard’s back as he slid through the opening onto the roof. 

Walter approached to get a better look. The top lip of the pagoda style 
cylindrical roof curved inward, then sloped down to the observation deck. 
Edouard had run down the roof to its edge and was about to crawl over the side.

“Don’t move!” Walter called, training his gun on him.
Edouard stopped.
“Put down the gun.”
Edouard did.
“Sit down on your hands.”
Edouard complied.
Walter turned his radio back on. “I have the suspect pinned at the outer edge 

of the roof, Harry. Send in a chopper. The suspect is in a busboy’s uniform.”
“Right,” said Harry. 
Walter knew how to play defense. He would run out the clock. This gave him 

time to realize that this situation was much more like something out of the 
movies than real life. If he were an actor, he’d be standing in front of a green 
screen right now, and all of these dangerous shenanigans would be cgi. The 
longer he waited, and each second seemed longer than the last once it started to 
rain, the more he realized how much keeping up with the senator’s schedule 
had worn him out. He couldn’t imagine how a presidential candidate made it 
through a campaign season. 

“Chopper should be there in five minutes,” said Harry.
He read Walter the info to track its position. Walter looked at his handheld to 

confirm the approach of the chopper. As the rain came down harder, it grew 
more difficult for him to see the busboy. Edouard sat between two light fixtures 
that illuminated the roof. While Walter had been fiddling with his handheld, 
Edouard had slipped on the discarded dinner jacket. The combination of the 
rain, the dark jacket, and the contrasting light on the rest of the roof made 
Edouard an indistinct blur, which he remained until he rolled off the side and 
disappeared. 

“He went over the side. I lost him,” said Walter.
His earpiece crackled.
“I see him. I’ll take it from here,” said Greer.
“Where are you?”
“He’s not dangerous! I’ll take it from here.”
“The hell he isn’t. He’s got a gun!”
“Stand down, I’ll take it from here!” said Greer. “Over!”



Cantwell / THE CATALONIAN CANDIDATE / 100

Greer hadn’t spoken when Harry gave Walter the GPS information, but she 
must have overheard it. Walter reached above his head through the open 
grating. The area immediately above him was flat. He climbed up so that he 
could see over the lip of the roof. Edouard was on the outside of the outer 
observation deck enclosure toward the top of the sun louver ring that encircled 
the UFO-shaped top house. He had his gun trained on someone, he assumed 
Greer, on the safe side of the outer deck. 

Walter had no choice but to go after him. When he jumped down to the 
main part of the roof, he lost his footing on the slippery surface and went down 
hard. His gun skittered over the edge. He wasn’t far behind. He tried to break his 
slide by aiming for a light fixture, but he maneuvered wrong and slid between 
them. Over the side, he grasped desperately at the observation deck’s jumper 
safety mesh but couldn’t gain purchase. His momentum carried him to the outer 
ring of the sun louver where he hung on for dear life, his legs dangling five-
hundred-plus feet above Seattle.

“Help him!” yelled Greer. 
Walter saw Edouard hand Greer the gun then climb down favoring the leg 

he’d shot him through. Edouard crawled out on the sun louver, laid flat on the 
outer ring, and grabbed Walter by the belt. 

“I’ve got you,” Edouard said. 
Greer used Edouard’s gun to shoot through a fastener in the jumper 

prevention mesh. She lifted a section and climbed down beside Edouard to grab 
Walter’s belt from the other side. “Edouard’s not a terrorist,” said Greer. “He’s a 
busboy.”

“I thought you were immigration,” said Edouard.
With all three of them pulling together, Walter was soon securely back on the 

sun louver. Walter grabbed firmly onto the outside of the observation deck 
railing so that Greer and then Edouard could climb across him and back over to 
safety. As Walter reached the opening in the jumper prevention mesh, a 
chopper’s spotlight turned night into day and a sharp shooter took aim. Since 
Edouard was now wearing Walter’s jacket, it was Walter who looked like a 
busboy. It was Walter who took the bullet. He thought he heard Greer call in the 
cease fire, but there was something strange about the sound of her voice. The 
former football player had been on intimate terms with pain since his career 
ending back injury. This was something else. His last moment of consciousness 
wasn’t painful at all. His senses had stopped working. He thought, if this was 
death, why would anyone fear it? Living in fear was much worse than this. This 
wasn’t so bad. All you had to do was let go.

CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT

What She Wanted

“Desiree Perez only wanted Senator Morton,” Jane Greer told Valentina Pontano 
Sternwood.
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They sat together in the living room of Mrs. Sternwood’s Italianate mansion in 
Portland Heights, about three quarters of a mile and several hundred feet of 
elevation above Greer’s studio apartment. 

“Desiree’s father Abbas Baraghani ran a construction business in Tehran,” 
Greer continued. “When the U.S. went into Afghanistan and Iraq, he didn’t think 
we’d stop there. He thought we’d move into Iran.”

“Can’t blame him for thinking that,” said Mrs. Sternwood.
“Desiree’s mother Carmen Perez suggested to him that they might do better 

on her home turf in Barcelona. At first she was right. Building was booming. 
Then, the economy tanked and they moved to the States to try to take advantage 
of the stimulus money. I couldn’t confirm Desiree’s story because they’d used the 
Baraghani name in Spain. They didn’t use Perez until they came here.”

Mrs. Sternwood nodded. “Where did the Trojan horse thing come in?” 
“Mateo worked for the IT security contractor that uncovered the NSA’s Trojan 

horse hack. When he got laid off, he snuck out a copy of the code thinking he’d 
sell it on the black market. He could never really figure out how to promote it, 
so he hitched a ride with his friend and came here to find other work. They 
mainly just used the code to get the inside track on job leads. They got the 
blueprints for the Space Needle through Michael Santore’s phone. He had them 
for a paint contracting bid. They found some catered events through Kaplan’s 
phone. That’s how they picked up the temp jobs as busboys.”

“Well, men certainly know how to make truth stranger than fiction,” said 
Mrs. Sternwood.

Greer wasn’t sure what she meant. 
“It takes quite an imagination to take one exotic dancer and two busboys and 

conjure up a terrorist cell.”
“I guess so,” said Greer. “I suppose if you work for the NSA like Harry Forbes, 

you can’t be too careful.”
“Trouble is, you can. Treat people like the enemy long enough and you run 

the risk of convincing them that they are.”
Greer felt an impulse to disagree, to say that the enemy really was out there, 

but sensed that this wasn’t the time. She wasn’t sure why Forbes hadn’t factored 
in the way Edouard had pulled his punches when he’d kidnapped Michael 
Santore, how he had flinched at shaking his sore hand. She realized that if the 
helicopter sniper had shot Edouard instead of Forbes, we could have claimed a 
victory in the War on Terror, but that’s not how Edouard’s friends and family 
back home would see it.

Greer said, “I’m so sorry we let you down. At least Senator Morton’s 
candidacy wasn’t compromised.”

“Don’t be sorry, Jane. You saw why he threw in the towel.”
This caught Greer off guard. She had been so busy pulling together the 

details for Forbes’s client that she had somehow missed the big picture.
“He decided not to run?”
“Then you haven’t seen it yet?”
“Seen what?”
“I’m sorry, I assumed that you had.” Mrs. Sternwood fired up her tablet and 
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showed the YouTube video to Greer. 

It was daylight. Guy Morton stood in front of Desiree’s house ringing the 
doorbell. The image was shaky. A woman’s voice spoke. “What are you doing?”

A man’s voice spoke. “Don’t you know who that is?”
“No,” said the woman. “Wait. Isn’t that Senator Morton?”
“I’m pretty sure it is,” said the man.
“I don’t know if you should be taking a video,” said the woman. “You may 

piss off his security.”
“Just a few more seconds,” said the man.
Morton gave up on the doorbell and started pounding the door. “Desiree,” he 

called. “Desiree, I’m sorry. Desiree, please let me in. We have to talk!”
“Uh-oh,” said the woman.
“Desiree! Desiree!” Now Morton was grasping the bars of the security door 

and pulling them hard with all his weight trying to dislodge it. 
“Dude’s totally lost it!” said the man.
Butterfield stepped into frame and walked toward the camera. The video 

stopped.

“Look at the number of views,” said Mrs. Sternwood.
Greer looked at the count: 964,897.
Mrs. Sternwood said, “Going bonkers on camera is tough to shake at this 

stage. He’ll still win his re-election bid. In Washington State, his voters already 
know him. If his opponent tries to use this, it will backfire. Nationally, I’m afraid 
that video doesn’t make the best first impression.”

Greer nodded.
“What’s next for you?” asked Mrs. Sternwood.
“I guess I’ll go back and finish my criminology degree. I only need a few 

more credits.”
“That sounds like a plan, but before you go taking any job offers, I hope you 

and Walter will come see me first.”

CHAPTER FORTY-NINE

That Obscure Object of Desire

What didn’t kill Walter Forbes didn’t make him stronger, but after a time, he was 
strong enough to travel.

He finished reading the report that Jane Greer had filed for him and 
recounted the facts and fictions of the case with Anna over dinner in the dining 
car of Amtrak’s Empire Builder.

“Huh,” she said. She took a bite of her brook trout. He thought it was a 
doubting huh.

“What?” he asked.
“I suppose that makes sense. And I think it’s a healthy attitude on Jane’s part 
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not to have such a suspicious mind.”
“But you have a different take on this?”
“Val never struck me as such a gracious loser.”
Walter thought about this for a second. “You don’t think that she might have 

had the teensiest bit of remorse about my getting shot and all?”
“That’s possible.”
“But you don’t think so?”
“I just think there’s another explanation.”
“And what would that be?”
“What if Val really wanted Senator Morton not to run?”
“Why would she campaign for him? Why would her father organize donors 

for him?”
“Isn’t there an old family saying that goes ‘Keep your friends close. Keep your 

enemies closer?’”
“Don’t start with that family stuff again,” he said.
“I’ll admit that I don’t know a lot about Pontano family politics. I don’t know 

if Guy Morton was too far to the right or to the left for them, but I do know that 
Val got close enough to him for her to tell which way his eye wandered.”

“So you think she unleashed Desiree Perez on him?”
“Where did you find Desiree Perez? She could count on you seeing the 

commercial and making the connection. Once you found her, Morton was 
bound to pursue her. Sounds like he couldn’t help himself.”  

“That’s pretty far-fetched,” said Walter.
“I know. The senator’s chance meeting with Miss Pink Lady is far more 

plausible.”
“That’s a hell of a way to think about the woman who set us up with this train 

ticket.”
“I’m perfectly willing not to look this gift horse in the mouth. Just sayin’.”
Walter took a bite of his Amtrak Signature Steak. He and Anna continued to 

eat in silence, turning their attention to the sun setting on the approaching 
mountains.

For the Pontano family, for the super rich, many of the ordinary laws of travel 
physics did not apply. Unlike the robber barons a few generations their senior, 
the Pontanos didn’t keep a private car that they could hitch to whatever train 
they chose, but they did have the pull to tip the economic scales for Amtrak to 
add a car to an already full train for a price. It was the gravitational pull of the 
Pontano universe that found Walter and Anna a sleeping compartment on the 
Empire Builder, which would take them to the East Glacier Lodge.

 They got ready for bed. Anna read a new piece of fiction by the light of her 
mini book lamp, and Walter got as close to fiction as he ever did. He wondered 
what might have happened if Senator Morton had never crossed paths with 
Desiree Perez at that harvest festival. He would have campaigned for president, 
he might have won, and after four or eight years of that ordeal, what next? 
Walter didn’t know what marriage had been like in the beginning for Guy and 
Selina Morton. Surely, there had been some passion, if only a shared passion to 
win that Senate seat. And once that passion had faded, what took its place had 
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lasted far longer than any romance with Desiree Perez ever could. Would he 
have tired of her first? Would she have tired of him? If this little episode forced 
him to act his age and stop madly chasing that obscure object of desire 
wherever it led him, maybe it was all to the good. 

Walter looked over at Anna lying beside him. He saw her as she looked 
today, and she definitely looked older than she had the day they’d met. But he 
remembered that day and the way they’d looked at each other. And he still 
remembered how he’d wanted her, and he still had no idea why she’d wanted 
him. What had changed in that face was entirely the result of the years they’d 
spent together. And he’d have to take her as she was because he couldn’t think 
of a single year that he’d be willing to give her back. 

He leaned in and kissed her neck. She turned, and he kissed her lips. He put 
his hand on her breast. 

She smiled. “What’s going on here?”
“It must be the movement of the train.”
She reached beneath the covers and felt what was going on. “Oh, I see.” She 

set her book and reading lamp aside. 

In the moonlight, the train rolled on through the mountains and disappeared 
into the mouth of a tunnel.
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CHAPTER FIFTY

Thank You!

Thank you for reading The Catalonian Candidate
What did you think?
Drop a line to bruce@brucecantwell.com
Stop by for exclusive epilogue extras, including my case for best ironic use of 

a song.
http://brucecantwell.com/mysterious-news/cc-extras.html
Do you know someone you'd like to share it with?  Share this link:
http://brucecantwell.com/mysterious-news/catalonian_sign-up.html

If you provide feedback, please let me know if you'd like to be included in 
the Acknowledgments in the published edition. 
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