Sting on Columbus Circle
The number of headlights looping around Columbus Circle in Manhattan looks to be normal for this time of night. Just under thirty cars, half of them taxi cabs.
Columbus Circle is a Manhattan landmark situated at the southwest corner of Central Park. In the center of the traffic circle is a circular-shaped park full of shrubs and leafy trees, and rimmed with a border of colorful flowering ornamental plants. At night it’s also circled by a string of bright lights. 
In the center of the park is the circle’s namesake. A marble statue of Christopher Columbus stands on a pedestal atop a 76-foot granite column. The statue itself is 27 feet, six inches tall.
Rimming the western arc of Columbus Circle is another Manhattan landmark.
The Time Warner Center is a mixed-use building complex. Its twin towers rise 749 feet above the street and are home to assorted businesses, banks, restaurants, designer shops, and a huge Whole Foods Market. A CNN studio is still there until it moves to Camden Yards later in the year. 
A handful of pedestrians are scattered along the sidewalk, and a yellow cab is parked at the curb not far from the entrance to the North Tower.
The taxi driver looks to be Indian or Pakistani, mid-30s, bearded, and wearing a turban. Using a high-tech scope, he’s looking at a man entering the building and trying to determine if the man fits the description of any of the men on his hit-list.
“Still no luck,” he says into a wrist microphone. He’s speaking to a fellow DEA agent sequestered inside a tiny communications room deep within the bowels of the tower. “And it’s really dead out here.”
The taxi driver lowers the scope.
___
Inside the communications room, one agent, early-30s and casually attired, is pouring two cups of coffee while his partner, also early-30s and casually attired, is sitting at a table in front of a bank of six TV monitors. To the left of the monitors sits a reel-to-reel tape recorder and to the right of the monitors sits a cassette recorder.
Two telephones and a computer terminal and keypad sit on the desk between the monitors and the agent.
All three agents are part of an Organized Crime Drug Enforcement Task Force (OCDETF) operating out of the DEA’s office in New York. They’re keeping tabs on the interior of a two-bedroom penthouse condominium on the 55th floor.
The owner of the condominium is Francisco Zayas. He bought the unit two years earlier. The unit was listed for $4,550,000 with a down payment of $455,000 required. But Zayas made a backdoor deal with the previous owner and took if off the market for $3,500,000 – full cash payment.
Francisco Zayas, 31, is a Mexican national. He’s also a kingpin of the Sinaloa Cartel with a link that stretches all the back to the cartel’s headquarters in Mexico. He calls himself Flaco and controls eight drug cells – one each in Manhattan, Brooklyn, the Bronx, Queens, Long Island, North Jersey, South Jersey, and Philadelphia.
The DEA already has enough evidence to indict him for conspiracy, which is how they obtained the warrants to establish the covert surveillance. But the feds want more. They want to gather enough evidence to charge him with possession, intent to distribute, sales, money laundering, and whatever else they can get. They want enough to put him away for a long time.
Plus, they’d love to ID the heads of the eight cells under his command.
Three days earlier, DEA technicians covertly installed one camera outside the unit and five cameras inside the unit. The camera outside focuses on the front door. Inside the unit, one camera is at the entrance – one halfway down the hall outside the powder room – one in a corner of the living room – one in a corner of the spare bedroom – and one in a corner of the master bedroom.
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“Dead in here, too,” the agent says to his colleague outside in the taxi. “Not even a hooker or two to keep us entertained.”
On one of the monitors, the agent sees the widescreen TV in the living room suddenly go dark. He then watches their mark get up from the sofa. He’s an average looking man, neither tall nor short, neither handsome nor ugly, but very slender. He’s wearing pajamas and a pair of slippers.
The living room goes dark.
On another monitor, there’s just enough illumination shining in through a wall of window for the agent to see the man enter the master bedroom. He takes off the slippers and slides them under the bed. Then he climbs into bed and pulls the covers up under his chin.
“The fucker just went to bed,” the agent calls out to his partner.
“Guess we don’t need the coffee after all,” his partner says.
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