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CHAPTER ONE

 


 


 


"You monster, you. You dirty little monster. You
murderer." 

The words drifted through the air from somewhere, but
definitely not from the heap of a man lying on his couch in the
center of the room. His name was Charles Moyer. He was forty-seven
years old. He was asleep. And soon, he would be dead.

Charles didn't know this, of course. If he had, perhaps he
would have done something special. Called his mother. Made amends
with the best friend he wronged so long ago. Or maybe, just maybe,
he would simply have moved across the country in an attempt to
escape his fate.

Not that it would have mattered. Death was coming for him,
and it would find him no matter where he was, no matter how far he
fled. A remote island. Panic room at some rich guy's house. The
couch in his apartment. It made absolutely no
difference.

"Won't somebody take a lamp or a bottle or something, and
END THIS?" The voice came from the television. It was a male voice.
More precisely, it was a frightened adult male's voice. The scene
playing out was from a Twilight Zone episode called It's a Good Life. A classic. One of the best. Based
on a short story by Jerome Bixby.

The television was old. The degraded black and white images
flickered across Charles' face. The man was passed out, his head
tilted back and mouth wide open. But the added fright in the
long-dead actor's voice hit his eardrums and he jolted awake. He
rubbed his neck, sore from the position it had been in. Moving so
quickly didn't help. He darted his eyes around the room, but
realized that it must have been the TV.

Charles got up from the couch to switch off the set. It
didn't have a remote, so he had to do it by hand. Once that was
done, he stumbled to the front door in a slight daze. He checked to
ensure that all three deadbolts -- yes, he was that paranoid --
were secure.

As always, they were.

 


****

 


Alas, it was true that he was indeed a paranoid man, one
who didn't like the dark. So when he finished doing his business
and brushing his teeth in the bathroom connected to his bedroom, he
left the door open just enough to allow a bit of light to spill
onto the bed.

Moments later, he was settling in. The pillow behind his
head was too soft for his tastes, but he had no desire to go
shopping any time soon. Truth was, he barely ventured out unless he
absolutely had to.

He was on his back, hoping to drift off to sleep in only a
few minutes. He was almost gone when a shadow moved across his
face. It wasn't something he felt exactly. If questioned, he
wouldn't have been able to explain it. Somehow, he had just
known.

He immediately sat up and looked around. The room was dead
silent. He listened for any sounds that might indicate an intruder,
but he knew that was impossible. The deadbolts were secure. He had
checked them himself. Only ten minutes prior.

Ignoring his paranoia, Charles rested his head back on the
pillow. No sooner had he settled back in, than a second shadow
flitted across his chest.

This time, he was scared. He bolted up. "Who's there?" he
called out. "Hello?"

Someone was in the room with him. He could feel it. The
hairs on the back of his neck were standing straight up. How did
they get inside? The door was locked up tight. He was high above
the ground floor. No window access.

He again didn't notice the shadow of something moving above
him. This time, it was large enough to eclipse all the light coming
from the bathroom. By then, it was too late. Without warning, his
neck felt as if it was being squeezed by a pair of hands with a
vice grip.

Charles threw back his head, gasping for air. His face
cringed, shifting and distorting from the great amount of pain he
was in. He frantically twisted back and forth to get away from
whoever or whatever was attacking him, but it was no use. He could
barely move.

The pain spread like wildfire from his neck to the rest of
his body. His chest felt as if a weight had been placed upon it.
His legs were almost burning. His head might explode.

With great
effort, he opened his mouth to scream, but nary a sound came
out.


CHAPTER TWO

 


 


 


MITCH

 


I've seen quite a handful of amazing sights in my
thirty-seven years. I've seen the sun's rays bounce off the ocean
in Cancun. I've watched a mother bird caring for her young in a
nest outside a halfway house. I've witnessed a midget -- sorry,
"little person" -- save a child's life from a burning car. That one
will stick with you.

None of those, however, quite compare to staring at the
back of a woman's head. I'm not talking about standing in line at
the DMV and I have no desire to get too crass here. But it's
true.

I'm a bit disappointed in myself that I don't know the
young woman's name. She's blonde. Pretty fit. And apparently loves
her vodka. Never really been into it, myself. I'm more of a whisky
man. That’s my poison.

My phone was on the dresser. A few seconds ago, it started
ringing. Seems that I had two choices. I hated voice mail and knew
this broad wasn't going anywhere, so I got off her and went to grab
it.

The ringtone I'd chosen was The Rolling Stones'
Let It
Bleed. It was
a bit corny, my friends would tell me, but it matched my mood most
days.

The woman -- what was her name again? Veronica? Betty?
Sparkles? -- clearly wasn't happy. If a scowl could kill, I'd be a
dead man before I said hello.

"Are you fucking kidding me?"

Ugh. She had a sailor’s demeanor. I had mixed feelings
about this. On the one hand, it typically meant a woman was easier
to get into bed. Dirty talk and all that. A little rough around the
edges. But while I loved hearing a girl scream and moan, I could do
without the expletives that told me what she wanted and where and
how hard. I know where to put my stuff, sweetheart.

I cut the phone off in mid-lyric, just as it got to the
"you can lean on me" part.

"Goodman."

"Catch you at a bad time?"

It was my boss. Fantastic.

I watched the woman gather up her clothes. I thought this
was a mild overreaction. She was already getting dressed and I
smirked.

"Not bad, exactly. What's up?"

"You're being reassigned. Be in my office at
nine."

I hung up without responding. Saw no reason for it. I
couldn't argue, after all. The bureau frowns on that kind of stuff.
Besides, I had been assigned to a shit job twiddling my thumbs, and
anything had to be better than that.

The woman headed to the door in a huff, almost refusing to
give me another glance. But the thing is, I said almost. I got my
glance, however slight it might have been. And that was the only
permission I needed. She didn't want to go, but she couldn't make
me think that she didn't have at least a modicum of self-respect.
What she didn't know was that I didn't care either way. It's not
like I planned to ever see her again after tonight.

I grabbed her arm and she tried to resist, although quite
feebly. Of course, had she really wanted to go, I would have let
her leave. I'm not a brute, after all.

My grip was loose. I wasn't hurting her in the least. One
simple tug and she'd break free. She pulled with the strength of a
five-year-old child, trying to keep the ruse going. Again, I didn't
care. But she didn't know that.

I pulled her
close and gave her a kiss that reminded her what I was capable of.
Then I playfully pushed her back onto the bed for a second
round.


CHAPTER THREE

 


 


 


MITCH

 


When I was a kid, my gym coach was Mr. Miner. No joke. He
was an elderly man and he liked to yell at the kids now and then,
but overall, he was a nice gentleman who was simply in desperate
need of retirement.

What I remember most about him, though, was his office. I
could never decide if it was his deteriorating senses as his body
quickly started to shut down or simply a case where he had become
accustomed to it, but there was always a stench in his office that
was unmistakable. I asked the janitor about it once and he just
rolled his eyes and kept right on walking.

Flash forward twenty-five years and here I was, sitting in
an office with a somewhat similar stench. Except there were no gym
socks or sweaty little boys to be found. At least, I hoped to God
there wasn't. 

An FBI Director's office shouldn't smell like this, but it
did. When I walked in, Director William Baroldy didn't stand or
even look up from his desk. He was studying a set of photographs,
and for a fleeting moment, I had the frightening thought that
someone had bugged my apartment. He motioned for me to have a seat
and handed over the pictures.

I flipped through the series of photos, which were
primarily smears of blood across off-white walls. Gruesome, sure,
but nothing too different from what I had seen a hundred times
before. I propped by feet up on the director's desk. He hated
that.

"They need my help with this?" I asked. I emphasized this a bit more than I probably should
have, but I wanted to get the message across -- the set of photos I
was looking at didn't seem to be anything out of the ordinary. They
fit snugly in the range of homicide photographs.

"What's wrong?" asked Baroldy. "They don’t compliment your
sparkling personality?"

"Seems like a lot of paperwork."

I wasn't lying. One thing that many people don't seem to
realize about law enforcement is that an inordinate amount of time
is spent filling out paperwork. The more serious the crime, the
greater amount of forms you're forced to complete. For this kind of
thing, we're talking an encyclopedia.

"Maybe. But the assignment you're on for the next four
months has you locked in a hotel room with Horowitz. And I don't
think that guy ever shuts up."

"Eh. Horowitz ain't so bad. I just drown him out and he
does most of the paperwork. Plus, Los Angeles is a bit too sterile
for my tastes. I think I'm gonna have to pass."

I set the photos down on the desk and headed for the door.
I doubted it would be that simple, but something bold might just
work.

"Okay, your choice. Enjoy your suspension."

Or not.

The words seared into my brain. Surely he couldn't be
serious. I turned back to face him. If only I could have slapped
the smirk off his smug face at that very moment. I would have done
so, I think.

"You would suspend me for not wanting a shit
assignment?"

"What kind of relationship do you think this is, exactly?
You believe this is a request? That I'm asking you to do this as a
favor for me? 'Cause I'm not. In fact, I'm doing this as a favor
for you."

My interest was piqued, I had to admit.

He removed a file from his desk drawer and tossed it to me.
I caught it against my chest and before I even opened it, I
shuddered. Everything was beginning to come clear. I knew what this
was. The file. The new assignment. And I didn't like it one
bit.

"Seems that I'm not the only one in this
department who knows you treat your badge as a ticket for
all-you-can-eat pussy."

I opened it up. They had everything in that file. At least,
everything they could pin me down for. Assholes.

"And some of the more executive members of the government
have asked for a full investigation into the matter. Just to make
sure there's nothing that might embarrass the bureau."

I had to smile. This file was bringing back some pleasant
memories. "Okay, that one looks good. Oh, I remember her," I
commented as I read, hoping it would get under the director's skin.
"This is ... no, wait, this one's wrong. This girl was just a
student. Her roommate was the one who--"

He snatched the file right out of my hand, didn't even see
it coming. I grinned a bit. The situation was bullshit, but it was
my situation and I had to deal with it.

"This is about Rachel, isn't it?"

"If you mean Ms. Davenport, then yes, it's most likely
about her."

"Rachel's an adult." 

"Just barely."

People seemed to have a huge hang-up about age. Differences
never really bothered me. Sure, I'd be suspicious if a twenty-five
year old was shacking up with an old man on his last few legs of
life, but ten, fifteen, even twenty years rarely bothered me.
People of all ages can connect. Nothing wrong with it at all. In
fact, some would say it's better in a lot of ways.

"She's twenty-one," I stated matter-of-factly.

"And she's a senator's daughter."

He had me there. I smiled at the thought. Violating a
senator’s daughter was easily my proudest accomplishment. And I
once brought down a ring of drug dealers all by myself.

"Well, ya got me there, director. She is a senator's daughter. I wonder if
this has anything to do with that night in her dad's
limo."

His stare spoke volumes. I thought this problem would just
go away. I mean, it's ludicrous, right? The girl was of legal age.
She wasn't drunk. She's pre-med and extremely bright. And she
didn't have an issue with anything we did together. But I guess
Daddy Warbucks doesn't think his daughter is strong enough to make
her own decisions. It's not like she was looking for a husband, and
she had passed along plenty of stories. She had stopped being
Daddy’s little girl before she hit fourteen.

"All right," I tried. "So what do I gotta do, say ten Hail
Marys and promise never to do it again?"

"It's a bit more complicated than that. As I said, I've
been asked to suspend you--"

"But--"

"However..."

"Ah, damn, I thought you were going for the but. I always
do."

Please tell me you caught the innuendo. The director didn't
seem to, and I’m beginning to lose my faith in humanity.

"How-ever ... you're a good agent and I don't want to lose you.
If I inform them that you're halfway across the country, they might
just let you stay there a while. With a little luck, this thing
might just blow over."

"Oh, I get it ... you're using my alleged indiscretions as
a way to fill an assignment that reeks of boredom and
babysitting."

"Any questions, Agent Goodman?"

"Yeah. Do I have to fly coach?”


CHAPTER FOUR

 


 


 


MITCH

 


I flew into the Bob Hope Airport in Burbank. LAX would have
been a bit more convenient, but it was also much larger and harder
to wade through. I had never really been a fan of L.A. I always
liked the idea of Los Angeles, and the residents weren't nearly as
bad as most people believed, but the traffic was horrendous and
there was no reason any human being should suffer through that
unless they absolutely had to.

I arrived mid-morning and the airport was just as easy to
navigate as I had remembered it. I had been here about seven years
previous, helping track down a fugitive who had taken up residence
in Sherman Oaks. As soon as I landed this time around, I
coordinated with the Los Angeles police department and found out
when I was to meet the detective in charge of the investigation, a
Detective Ross. Apparently, she would be at the crime scene at one o’clock. I decided
to be fashionably late, a cheap ruse to let her know that she was
playing by my rules, and not the other way around.

I rented a car at the airport and drove to Universal City.
For a weekday, it was rather busy, but not too bad. The air smelled
oddly fresh here. The dinosaur head was no longer sticking out of
the movie theater's entrance and they had added a parachute-less
skydiving kind of thing. Looked pretty cool, actually, not nearly
as silly as you're probably thinking. I'd been skydiving before,
had no interest to do it again, even in a controlled environment.
It didn't frighten me in the least, just didn't evoke as much
excitement as I was hoping.

After about an hour of sightseeing, I ate lunch at the
Bubba Gump Shrimp Company, had their big bucket of shellfish. That
really hit the spot, and once I was done, I went back to my car and
had to remember whether it was parked in Curious George or Jurassic
Parking.

Oh, movie people...

 


****

 


The doorjamb had been splintered open and yellow police
tape covered the doorway. There were officers milling about, but I
didn't wait for an invitation. Just ducked right under. Got about
halfway before a voice called out.

"Hey! This is a crime scene! Who are you with?"

I stood up straight and whom I could only assume was
Detective Cassandra Ross barreled toward me. She was early
thirties. Quite an impressive position for her age. Especially in
this town. She wasn't quite a beauty queen with a badge, but one
might argue that point.

Speaking of points, she had a nice rack to her, at least
sizable enough to command my attention. She caught me staring and
cocked her head to the side.

"See something you like?"

Ah, I
thought to myself, she's one of those types.

"Oh, I'm sorry," I shot at her. "Agent Goodman."

I dug for my wallet, flipped out the badge.

"Detective Ross." Then she made a move for her own badge,
but I waved it away.

"It's okay. Who the hell would pretend to be a cop in L.A.?
Can we go inside now?"

I must admit, she caught up surprisingly well. Without
missing a beat, she lifted up the tape.

"After you."

I still had to duck a little, and halfway there, I stopped
and looked back. I just couldn't help myself.

"By the way, you don’t want me to look at a pair of nice
tits, perhaps you should do a better job of covering them
up."

I smirked and she didn't. But she also didn't scowl, which
I took as a good sign.

 


****

 


The wood had been splintered around the doorknob and
deadbolt trio. I made a quick note of it. Three locks seemed to be
overkill, but I wasn't too familiar with the neighborhood. It
looked nice enough, but perhaps there was a criminal element I
hadn't been made aware of.

"Had to bust the door, huh?"

"Boy, they didn't tell me they were sending
the smart one," Detective Ross said simply.

To hell with this Detective Ross crap. Cassandra ... Sandra
... Cassie ... yeah, Cassie sounds about right. I bet that's what
her friends call her.

I ignored her and headed to the bedroom. Cassie had to hold
a cloth over her nose, but I played it cool. The stench burned my
nostrils. It was enough to knock down a buffalo, but I had once
been locked in a room with half a dozen corpses for as many days
(long story). After that, I could get a strong whiff of anything
and be okay with it.

"Man, did something die in here?"

I couldn't see her roll her eyes at me, but I knew that was
exactly what she'd done. I glanced toward her and almost caught
her, and made note of the cloth held against her face.

"I'm guessing you haven't been around too much death. Hard
to convey the actual stench in the academy."

"I've seen my fair share."

She was trying to act tough and I liked that. A lesser
woman would have excused herself from the room, and to be honest, I
wouldn't have held it against her one bit.

I walked further inside. I studied the pieces of flesh,
smears of blood, and what appeared to be remnants of bodily organs
splattered across the walls, ceiling, floor, and bed. Whatever
happened in here, it was brutal, and I couldn't help but wonder if
I was staring at lung tissue or finite amounts of
intestine.

"Oh, I'm sure you've seen a few gunshot victims,” I told
her. “Maybe a really bad car accident or two. Truly violent death
is something different. Left over when you've scrubbed and scrubbed
and the smell still hangs in the air. This room will never be the
same no matter how much Lysol you use."

I let that sink in while I scraped a tiny piece of shrapnel
from one of the walls and slid it into a plastic evidence bag. I
had to hand it to her. She was composing herself pretty damn well,
especially considering how much of an asshole I could be. She was a
strong woman and could have shot back a hundred insults, but she
kept them to herself, and I had to respect that. Wish I had that
kind of self-control.

"Looks like forensics missed this little
guy."

I held up the bag and she squinted a
bit.

"Is that...?"

"Bone fragment."

Cassie was obviously taking this case more seriously than I
was. While I was thinking about where I might eat for dinner and
what kind of after-dark entertainment I might find nearby, she was
trying to size me up.

"So, what are your initial thoughts about all this?" she
finally asked.

"Eh. Looks pretty normal."

"Excuse me?"

"Yeah, we see this shit all the time. Spontaneous
explosion."

"Uh huh."

I decided to shift the conversation. Enough about the blood
and guts we had to endure.

"Why the ram on the front door?"

"Couple extra locks the manager hadn't authorized. For
security, I guess."

"Hope he kept his receipt."

I smiled to myself and sealed the bag. I had resolved to
stay neutral in this case, but I had to admit that it was
interesting. No evidence of forced entry. Until the police arrived,
of course. No real sign of struggle. Which, based on the aftermath,
was more than a little odd.

"Why don't you go ahead and fill me in? Whatcha got so
far?"

"Not a whole lot. As you can see, we can't perform an
autopsy unless you'd like to bring in a Wetvac. But we took what we
could to a lab downtown."

She stared at me, her eyes peeking
precariously over the cloth she was still holding against her
mouth.

"There are, however, indications that he was
... pulled apart."

That was a new one. I'd heard of being drawn and quartered,
but this seemed like a bit of overkill. "Come again?"

"The few larger pieces we've been able to collect show
stress akin to a kind of stretching, as if the skin had been
literally pulled apart. That's according to the lab guys. The full
report should be ready for your assessment by tomorrow. Then you
can be the judge."

Well, well, well. Perhaps this assignment won’t be so
boring after all.


CHAPTER FIVE
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I was making the rounds, interviewing every person who
lived on the victim's floor and others who didn't. At the present
time, I was asking questions of a nice old woman named Mrs.
Gilford. She was 90 if she was a day and I noticed that her
dentures were barely big enough to fit inside her mouth.

"You didn't hear anything?"

"Hearing ain't so good anymore."

"Okay. If we need anything else, we'll let you
know."

"Eh?"

I slowly mouthed "thank you" and she smiled
and returned to her apartment.

That's when Victor walked past me. At first, I barely gave
him a second look. He just had that kind of face. Nothing special
at all. He was on my list of people to talk to. Beyond that, there
was nothing.

I noticed a purple stuffed bear tucked under his arm. He
must have a child. I made note of it.

Less than a minute after he had walked inside his
apartment, I knocked on his door and waited for him to open it. It
only took him a minute. Sans bear.

"Yes?" he asked.

I must admit. He wasn't much to look at, but he gave off
this feeling of welcomeness. I had a good knack for first
impressions.

I showed him my badge and he appeared to be impressed. No
strange reaction whatsoever. Just like everyone else in this
building.

"I’m Agent Goodman with the FBI. You hear about what
happened next door, Mr. Rayle?'

He gave me a quick nod. "Yeah, I heard."

"Did you know the victim? Ever speak with him?"

He glanced down the hall, as if seeing the
man's door might jog his memory.

"Mmmm ... a few times, I guess. Nothing big, though. I'd
pass him in the hall and we'd exchange hellos. That's about
it."

"Did you ever have any kind of disagreement
or altercation?"

"Not that I can remember. He did leave his trash outside
his door once or twice. I just asked him to move it and he
did."

I made a note, but knew it didn't mean anything. I looked
past him to see inside the apartment. The purple bear was sitting
on a table. I decided to be friendly.

"Nice bear. For your kid?"

"Why, is the bear a suspect?"

I decided to play along. "Maybe."

"Well, you know, now that you mention it, he does have
these beady little eyes. And he doesn't talk much."

I smiled. At the time, I took Victor's joking as a genuine
attempt to make light of a terrible situation. But in truth, he was
nervous. Afraid that I'd find evidence of what he'd been doing
behind closed doors. Even with all my training, though, he didn't
come across as especially suspicious. Or even relevant, if we're
being honest here.

Back to business.

"Did you hear anything when it
happened?"

"No, actually. Not at all."

"Ever been inside his apartment?"

Victor shook his head and I believed him. Had I realized
then that the killer needed no reason to go inside the victim's
apartment, perhaps I would have rephrased the question. As it was,
though, that was all I had and it was time to make my
exit.

"Well, I guess I've bothered you long enough. Have a good
evening, Mr. Rayle."

"You too, Agent Goodman. No bother at all."

 


****

 


I wasn't a big fan of coffee shops in Los Angeles.
Everywhere you looked, some numbskull with an iBook or iPad had
Final Draft open, penning their Great American Screenplay that was
destined to become the Great American Doorstop. The first few times
I visited here, I thought maybe they were soaking up the ambience.
People watching, as it were. But too many of them had headphones
on, listening to their music. Drowning out the world while
pretending to be an important part of it. Pretentious
assholes.

I picked up two coffees and gave one to
Cassie who was waiting for me at a table near the window.

"So, what do you think?"

Straight down to business, this girl. I took my time
stirring my joe, and took a loud sip. I could feel her eyes on
me.

"About what?"

She furrowed her brow. I liked that. Sexy.

"Um ... the case?"

"Seems like a standard cleanup job.

"You can't be serious."

"I could check out the neighbor, I guess. Mrs.,
um..."

I checked my notepad, but it was just for appearances. I
had a nearly photographic memory. Sometimes, I didn't even use a
notepad. I only did this time around so that I could appear to be
making an effort.

"Mrs. Gilford."

"Mrs. Gilford? She's like ninety-five."

"Well, you never know about people. I once had to track a
guy who was eighty-seven, turns out he had buried several of his
lovers in the backyard. Going back like twenty years."

I took another drink of my coffee. Her eyes were still on
me.

"I had to shoot him."

"Is that true?"

"No."

Another sip.

"I hit him with his own shovel. He went right
down."

"It doesn't really seem like you're taking
this seriously."

Oh geez. This investigation had barely gotten started and I
was already sick of it.

"Look, if it makes you happy, I can run a background check
on every person in the building. That should be good enough for
your chief, and then you can show me around town, do the touristy
thing. I’ve been here, but it’d be nice to see what’s
changed."

"We can't just do nothing."

"Don't worry, we'll make it look good. If you don’t want to
show me around, you can do your thing, I'll do mine. Maybe we'll
meet down here again and compare notes every once in a
while."

"Aren't you intrigued by this case, even
just a little?"

Boy, it felt like I'd been in this
conversation for about one conversation too long.

"All right, here's the deal. I'm gonna let you in on a
little trade secret. I’ve been through this kinda
thing before. The bureau gets a whiff of something out of
the ordinary, so they send one of us to scope it out. Nine
times out of ten, all we succeed in doing is getting in the
way of local law enforcement doing their job. And after a
while, they realize that the strangeness of the
case wasn’t so strange after all, and then someone has to
explain why federal money was used for something
that should have been left to city detectives. And then
you know what I gotta do? I gotta do paperwork. Pages and
pages of explanation of why I did this and why I did that.
So the less I do, the less work for everyone
involved."

The java has turned cold. Fucking coffee shop.

"Wow, I didn't realize they were sending
someone down for a psyche evaluation."

That was funny. I like funny in a girl.

"Look, Cassandra..."

"Detective."

"Okay ... Cassie. Just look at it this way ... the bureau
sent me here to make sure you don't fuck things up."

"Interesting. And a little strange."

"Why's that?"

"Because according to my briefing, you're hiding out here
from an investigation stemming from your inability to keep Little
Mitch in your pants."

Ah, shit. Has the Los Angeles Police Department no shame? This was
a private matter.

"Huh,” she smirked. “Let this mark the day when playboy FBI
Agent Mitchell Goodman was struck speechless. This table will be a
landmark. They'll have to put up a plaque."

She gathered up her things and got to her feet. Grabbed
what was left of her coffee.

"Maybe even a statue."

Cassie left in a bit of a huff, but not the annoying way
that most women would. She did so proudly. Confidently. With no
other agenda except to make a point, knowing I'd watch her ass sway
all the way out the door. Which I did.

The jury was back from its recess with its verdict. Yup, I
definitely liked this girl.


CHAPTER SIX

 


 


 


Not a day went by that Arthur Sanduski didn't think about
death. He had more enemies than he cared to admit. He didn't think
of himself as a bad man. He was simply an opportunist, just like
his dad before him, and his grandfather before that. Sometimes,
opportunity had to be coerced, and he had been bred to believe that
this was okay. It was simply the natural order of
things.

Today was one of those days where coercion was necessary.
It was an important deal, worth half a mil easy, so he made a
personal appearance, along with two of his bodyguards. He knew it
wasn't a set up. The man he had to meet was a complete lowlife, and
he knew what Sanduski was capable of if he was to ever attempt to
turn him over to the police. Sanduski's reach could easily stretch
outside the walls of any prison cell.

His business was done quickly. The lowlife understood.
Deliveries of product would continue, at the same rate as always.
And that's all he needed to know.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/301414
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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