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ONE




The uniform made me look like a cop. I wore a pair of navy blue pants and a white button-down shirt. A name tag clung to my left breast. It hung opposite a gold-plated badge shaped like a shield with the word security emblazoned across the top. 

I worked the third shift, from ten p.m. until six a.m., at a West Loop office building across the Chicago River on Canal Street. The twenty-story skyscraper housed the headquarters of a high-priced law firm called Abernathy & Boyle. 

I hadn’t had a decent night’s sleep since I started the job six weeks earlier. A quarter after nine, and I was getting ready for work when I should’ve been getting ready for bed. I checked myself out in the bathroom mirror, peering out from under heavy lids, everything fuzzy and dull, my head lolling atop slumped shoulders. Burst capillaries marred the whites of my eyes, jagged red lines branching from the irises like bare tree limbs.

I exited the washroom into the kitchen. An ex-girlfriend once told me it was bad Feng Shui having the facilities so close to where I ate. Maybe she was right. I’d had more than my share of misfortune over the years. Perhaps it was all a product of my apartment’s negative vibes. 

I filled a thermos with coffee on the way out—sustenance for the long night ahead. 

It was a warm late summer evening, the air thick and sultry. I reached work a few minutes before ten, my face flush and the back of my neck slick with sweat. The second-shift security guard, Vince, stood at the front desk collecting his things to go home. He looked up as I entered.

“Hey, Glenn.”

“How’s it going?”

“It’s going.”

A backpack sat open on top of the desk. Vince placed an empty Tupperware container and a thick paperback novel in his bag. The book was some sword-and-sorcery fantasy epic. Its cover depicted a muscular, bronze-skinned man with long blond hair astride a dragon in midair, dark skies in the background. Steely-eyed and defiant, he soared among rolling gray clouds, his windblown hair flowing behind him. His right hand gripped a sword he held above his head, a flash of lightning striking the blade.

Vince zipped up his bag and slung it over one shoulder. “Have a good night.”

“You too.”

I took a seat, opened the thermos, and poured myself a cup of coffee. 

The lobby had high ceilings and enormous windows. Building maintenance had dimmed all the lights but the one above the security desk. It beat down on me like a spotlight. I’d brought a book but was too tired to read, the words blurry splotches on the page.

Outside, the city seemed deserted. A stray homeless man passed by, dressed far too warm for the weather in multiple layers of tattered clothing. He looked like a pack animal loaded down with blankets. His bearded face was windbeaten and dirty. He glanced in my direction, and his eyes widened, his mouth twisting into a scowl. He approached the window, shouting and waving his arms, his words muted and garbled through the glass. I looked away and pretended to be engrossed in my book. The homeless man continued his tirade, punctuating his rant by jabbing a dirty index finger at the window. He soon grew tired and shuffled off, leaving behind a series of smudged prints on the glass.

I leaned back in my seat, my eyes heavy. They fluttered closed. The telephone on my desk rang, echoing in the cavernous lobby. I opened my eyes. An insistent red light glowed on the phone. I checked the time. It was a quarter to eleven. I had been out for almost half an hour. 

I answered the phone—a man’s voice on the other end of the line.

“Hello?” he said. “Security?”

I detected fear in his voice and tensed up. I cleared my throat. “Speaking.”

“This is Joe Fioretti. I’m a partner with Abernathy and Boyle. I’m working late on fifteen, and there’s a suspicious-looking character walking around the floor. Can you come up and check it out?”

“Be right there.”

So much for a quiet night of boring solitude. I imagined the building under siege by a shambling army of men dressed in tattered rags. And me in this glass cage of a lobby. I wouldn’t put up much of a fight. Management didn’t pay me enough to defend the property. I was like a scarecrow, a paper tiger, a beware of dog sign on a canineless house. Only now, this Fioretti character expected me to come to his rescue like I was muscle. 

I checked the security monitors. Something caught my eye. Fifteenth floor, near the elevator banks. Something large. I glimpsed it sliding off the screen, my vision blurry from lack of sleep. It appeared to be the hindquarters of some enormous beast. I imagined it plodding about, trampling Abernathy & Boyle’s expensive modern office furniture. 

I grabbed the metal flashlight I kept under my desk and headed up to check things out.

The elevator opened into a dimly lit hallway. I walked to the end and passed through a pair of glass doors, finding row upon row of cubicles. A man peeked out from a corner office and motioned in the opposite direction. I nodded and turned around. 

A low hum came from the break room, sounding deep and guttural, like the groan of a wounded animal. I tightened my grip around the flashlight, held it near the base like a club, and crept toward the sound—one foot in front of the other, my thoughts sounding the alarm with every step. What are you doing? Don’t play the hero. Call the police.

I continued my approach; the groan rising to an agonized wail. I imagined a beast covered in coarse black hair lying on the cool tile floor—wounded, scared, and dangerous. It sensed me approaching, ears pricked up, listening to my footsteps, nostrils flared, baring its teeth—its muscles tensed, ready to strike. 

I backed up against the wall and clutched the flashlight to my chest. I took a deep breath and tried to talk myself down. There is no beast. Where would it have come from? My eyes were playing tricks on me. 

There was a rhythm to the sound, a consistent pattern, too uniform to be natural. 

I counted to three and burst around the corner. There I found a janitor dressed in a navy blue jumpsuit pushing a floor polisher the size of a riding mower ahead of him. He stood with his back to me, headphones on his ears. He was tall and wide, with short brown hair. Folds of fat gathered on the back of his neck. 

He turned, noticed me, and removed his earphones. “Can I help you?”

“No, just making my rounds.”

“Okay, have a good one.”

The janitor slipped the headphones back on and returned to his work. The faint sounds of “Games without Frontiers” by Peter Gabriel played through his speakers.

I doubled back. The man from the corner office stood outside his door, clutching a golf club in his right hand.

“Are you the one who called me?” I said.

“Yes, I’m Joe Fioretti. Find anything?”

“It was nothing, just the janitor. He’s in the kitchen using a floor polisher.”

Fioretti exhaled. “The janitor, of course! Heavyset guy?”

“Yes.”

“Sorry for the wild-goose chase. I guess I’m a little on edge.”

“That’s okay. It’s all part of the job.” 

We fell silent for a moment.

“Burning the midnight oil?” I said.

“Something like that.”

“Well, I should leave you to it. Have a good rest of your evening.”

Fioretti looked at me with big, moist eyes. “Wait, don’t go …” He squinted at my name tag. “Wozniak.”

“It’s Glenn.”

“Don’t go, Glenn. Join me for a drink.”

A tempting offer, but I was trying something new: working sober. “Thank you, but I shouldn’t. I need to finish my rounds and get back to the front desk.”

“C’mon, just one. I don’t want to want to drink alone.” 

From the smell of him, he’d been doing just that. I peered over his shoulder. An empty rocks glass sat on his desk. 

“I’m working,” I said.

“Take a break.”

“I just started.”

“C’mon, one drink. You like scotch?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“I’ve got a twenty-five-year-old scotch that’s to die for. You’ve got to try it.”

“I shouldn’t.” The words felt strange leaving my mouth. A year earlier, I wouldn’t have thought twice about drinking myself stupid on the job. But then, I worked for myself. Now I answered to people who expected me to conduct myself like a professional.

“Who’s going to know?” Fioretti said. “It’s just the two of us.”

“What about the janitor?” 

“What about him?”

“He could report me to the building manager.”

“That guy? He’s not going to say anything. Besides, it would be our word against his. Who are they going to believe? The janitor or me?”

He had a point. The building management company would never take the word of some working stiff over a big-shot lawyer like Fioretti. I suddenly wanted that drink.

“All right, you twisted my arm.”

“Excellent!” He stepped aside and motioned to the door. “After you.”

His office was bigger than my apartment. On one side sat a mahogany desk opposite a pair of brown leather chairs. To its right was a metal cart carrying several bottles of top-shelf booze. A small conference table surrounded by four chairs occupied the other side of the room. In between was a gray sofa, a suit jacket draped over the armrest.

Fioretti set the club in a golf bag behind his desk. He then snagged a bottle of scotch and a clean glass from the cart. He took a seat behind his desk, and I settled into one of the leather guest chairs. It was soft, and I sank into it, my eyes feeling heavy again. 

Fioretti poured us each about two fingers of whiskey and slid a glass across the desk to me. I took a sip. It tasted of smoke and earth and went down hot.

Fioretti reclined in his chair. He was in shirtsleeves with the collar open, a five-o’clock shadow on his tanned face. It was hard to believe this was the same guy who called me in a panic not more than ten minutes ago. Now he looked like every other wealthy person I’ve ever met: confident, relaxed, invincible. But then why worry when you can send someone like me to investigate what goes bump in the night?

“Are you a cop?” Fioretti said. “I know a lot of cops work security to make extra cash.”

“No,” I said. “Used to be. Until a few months ago, I ran my own business. I was a private investigator.”

“Why’d you quit? There’s good money in investigations. I’ve got a guy I use, and he charges a hundred and fifty an hour.”

“I’m not exactly cut out to be a small business owner. Besides, the job was getting too dangerous.”

Fioretti leaned forward in his chair. “How so?” 

“Someone close to me got hurt on a case I worked last year.”

“What happened?”

“Some people I was investigating went after a friend of mine.” My mind flashed to Lauren lying unconscious in a field, her face still and pale as though carved from stone, eyes closed, a streak of scarlet on her lips. A lump formed in my throat. “They ran her down with their car.”

“Oh my God! Is she okay?”

“She is now, but it was touch and go for a while. She spent a month in a coma.”

Fioretti whistled. “No wonder you quit. Are you and this girl an item?”

“Were. We tried giving it a go when she got out of the hospital, but things didn’t work out.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“I think we just wanted different things.” 

“Relationships are hard.” 

Fioretti downed his drink and poured himself another. He offered me some more. I waved him off. “I’m still working on mine.”

“Suit yourself.”

“So, what are you doing here so late?”

Fioretti lifted his glass. “This.”

“Besides that.”

“I’ve got a court case in the morning, and I didn’t feel like going home.”

“Big case?”

“No, not really. It’s a personal matter.”

“Oh, sorry, didn’t mean to pry.”

“It’s okay. Girl trouble. You know how that is.”

“Yeah.”

Fioretti shifted in his seat. He stared at me closemouthed, clenching his teeth, tension visible along the jawline. “It’s a bunch of bullshit, to be honest. My ex filed a restraining order against me. ”

“Why?”

“Because she’s a lying bitch. That’s why.”

I didn’t know how to respond, so I kept my mouth shut.

Fioretti sighed. “She claimed I abused her. I struck her once—once!—in a fit of anger.”

I suspected he wasn’t telling me the entire story. Fioretti scowled, his head crooked to one side and his eyes narrow slits. I reached for my glass and took another belt of scotch. The alcohol went down smoother this time, warming me to my core. 

“If you ask me, the best thing to do is get this court case out of the way and move on. Forget about her. Plenty of fish in the sea.”

Fioretti laughed. “No, she’s not getting away from me that easy. This has been going on for a while.”

“What do you mean?”

“Every few months, I haul her ass into court to challenge the restraining order.”

“Why?”

Fioretti furrowed his brow. “Why? Because she doesn’t get to decide when this is over. I do, and until then, she’s going to have to go to court and face me.”

“You ask me, the best revenge is living well.”

“I’m already living well. I want her to suffer.”

We fell quiet, and Fioretti stared out the window like he’d forgotten I was there.

I downed the rest of my drink and stood up. “You know, I should get back to work.”

“Yeah, sure,” he murmured, still gazing out at the dwindling city lights. 

I returned to my desk. The display on my phone said it was a little after midnight. A long night still lay ahead, and I wanted nothing more than to rest my weary eyes.








  
  
TWO




Ispent the night in a state of near catatonia, only disturbed by the disembodied voices of a man and woman breaking the interminable silence. 

“Get a load of this shit,” said the man.

“Asleep again,” said the woman. 

My eyes flitted open, and all I could see was a field of light gray with flecks of blue—the surface of the security desk. My head lay in the crook of my arm, saliva pooling beneath parted lips. I sat upright, and the morning crew stood across from me. Barrett and Mobley, my daytime counterparts. They had told me their first names, and I’d already forgotten them. Barrett was the man and Mobley the woman. I think.

I squinted, my eyes still adjusting to the sunlight. “Good morning.”

Barrett and Mobley exchanged a brief sidelong glance, not saying anything, and regarded me blank-faced while I collected my things. 

“You two have a good day.”

“Get some rest,” said Mobley.

Outside, it was hot, the chill from inside evaporating in the heat. Beads of sweat bloomed on my chest and back. I lit a cigarette, took a deep drag, and exhaled.

It was early, and the area was quiet. I walked to the subway beneath an unforgiving sun, everything razor bright, and caught the Blue Line at Washington. The train car was empty except for a homeless man passed out across two seats, his legs dangling off the end and his feet clad in torn leather wingtips with no socks. I sat and reclined with my head resting against the window and closed my eyes.

I thought about Lauren. She moved in with me after the attempt on her life. I deep-cleaned my messy apartment and cleared space for her things, determined to make her feel at home, perhaps build one together long term. We celebrated New Year's with each other, and I remember feeling hopeful that we'd left the horrors of 2008 behind us. I resolved to make 2009 the year I grew up and settled down. I was ready. Lauren was not.

Our cohabitation lasted less than a week, the stairs in my building too much for her. She moved in with her cousin in Indiana, and for a while, I made daily trips to visit her. Then one day, she told me she needed some time for herself to heal, physically and mentally. So I stepped aside. That was three months ago.

I shuttered my business in January and began the year driving a cab, but soon burned out fighting Chicago traffic eight hours a day. Now, I was in security. 

The train stopped, and I bolted upright. A man I recognized got on. It was Bob Wolfowitz, my first partner on the force. Or at least this man resembled him. It had been a few years, more than a decade. He looked how I always remembered him—same clenched jaw, same thin pale lips twisted downward in a scowl, his eyes hidden behind mirrored sunglasses. I shrank in my seat and turned my head, hoping he hadn’t noticed me.

A furtive glance in his direction and something occurred to me. Bob had a dime-sized mole on his right cheek—brown with a tight thicket of coarse black hair protruding from its center. I used to sit in the passenger seat of our squad car, my eyes trained ahead to avoid looking at it. This man’s face was unblemished. He looked in my direction, and we made eye contact, his expression indifferent without a trace of recognition. I straightened in my seat and chuckled to myself, relieved.

We both got off at the Division Avenue stop and parted ways. I passed a dive bar named Discount Liquors & Packaged Goods. A sign in its window listed the establishment’s hours. They opened in thirty minutes. I wanted a drink but didn’t feel like waiting around, so I headed home. 

A single beer sat on the top shelf of my refrigerator. I nursed it for a good twenty minutes, too tired to drink, before deciding to hit the sack. Shafts of sunlight slipped through the sides of the blinds and projected a fuzzy outline of my bedroom window on the ceiling. I shut my eyes and listened to the gentle whir of the ceiling fan cycling above, my eyelids glowing orange-red, like sunlight through my fingers. I pulled the covers over my head. Bob’s face appeared in the darkness. He stared at me, his lips pursed and jaw clenched, looking much as he did over twenty years ago, standing over the fresh corpse of a fourteen-year-old boy—a routine truancy stop gone wrong. Bob had shot the kid in the head as he was scaling a fence, shot him for the mere inconvenience of being made to run.

I opened my eyes. It was almost eight, and I could tell I wasn’t getting back to sleep anytime soon. I climbed out of bed, threw on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, and made the short trek back to Discount Liquors & Packaged Goods. It was a dingy little dive with a dirty tile floor and nicotine-stained walls. The place had just opened for the day, and there was already a smattering of people seated at the bar. It was an older crowd and entirely male. They sat hunched over their beers with hangdog faces as though someone had rousted them from bed and forced them to drink at eight in the morning.

A woman stood behind the bar. She looked up from filling a pint glass, noticed me, and smiled. It was my friend Stan’s mother, Diane. We had dated in my late twenties. That’s how I met Stan. He was sixteen, his mother in her mid-thirties. Except for traces of gray in her dark brown hair, she looked just as I remembered.

I took a seat at the bar. “Hey, stranger, it’s been a while. I didn’t know you worked here.”

“I started a few months ago.”

“How do you like it?”

“The tips aren’t great, but it’s nice having my evenings free.” She raised an index finger. “One second.”

Diane delivered a beer to a man sitting three stools down from me and returned. I ordered a shot of whiskey and a beer. She poured my drinks and a club soda for herself.

“How much do I owe you?”

“The first round’s on me.”

“Thank you.” I raised the shot. “Cheers.”

We clinked glasses, and I downed my drink. The whiskey hit fast, my head going light. I chased it with a sip of beer.

Diane leaned against the counter. “Stan tells me you have a new job.”

“Yeah, I’m working security at an office building downtown.”

“How do you like it?”

“It’s quiet.”

“That’s good.”

“I’m not a fan of the schedule. I’m working third shift.”

“That explains the day drinking.” She smiled. “It’s good to see you.”

“It’s good to see you, too. I’d have dropped by sooner if I’d known you worked here.”

A thirsty patron beckoned from the other end of the bar. “Be right back,” Diane said.

The morning news was on the TV. I watched the weather. Another scorcher. I noticed some movement out of the corner of my eye, someone climbing onto the stool to my right. A man. I glanced in his direction. It was Bob Wolfowitz’s double from the train. I looked away, feeling uneasy.

Why’s he sitting so close to me? There are plenty of empty stools at the bar.

“Rent-a-cop,” he muttered.

“Excuse me?” I said, turning my head.

The man stared straight ahead. “You’re a security guard, right?”

“Wait, how do you know that? Do I know you?”

The man turned to face me. A brown birthmark marred his right cheek. Thick black hairs, like insect legs, protruded from its center.

“Bob?” I said, my voice small and quiet.

“You used to be something. You were a detective. Now look at you. Not so superior now, are you?”

“You shot a child.”

“And you helped cover it up.”

“What are you doing here? I thought you retired to Florida.”

“I’m back, baby. But I was never too far away.” He pointed to my head. “I’ve been right here all along.”

Diane returned. “Can I get you anything?”

“I’ll have another round.” I turned to Wolfowitz. “How ’bout you?”

The stool next to me sat empty. 

“No, thank you,” Diane said. “A little early in the morning for me.”

She went to get my shot and beer combo. I searched for Wolfowitz on my cell phone, finding a Saint Petersburg, Florida, obituary dated two years earlier. Bob had succumbed to a heart attack. He was in his late sixties.

The lack of sleep was getting to me. I downed my drinks and headed home, feeling haunted.








  
  
THREE




I’d been on the force less than a year at the time of the murder. Bob and I were out patrolling on the West Side. He was in the middle of a divorce and already in a foul mood. We drove in silence, my partner behind the wheel, his eyes hidden behind mirrored sunglasses on an overcast day. 

The kid was a skinny fourteen-year-old with no previous record. He was alone in a playground the size of a single city lot, comprising a playset, swings, and a pair of wooden benches. He sat at the bottom of the slide, eating a bag of red-hot potato chips.

Bob called out to him over the intercom. The kid, startled, dropped the bag of chips and turned his head. He took one look at us and bolted. 

I would’ve let him go if it had been up to me, but Bob had other ideas. His face turned flush, and he fumbled with his seat belt, cursing under his breath. He wrested himself free and took off after the kid. I sighed and shook my head, waiting for a second before following them. 

I caught up to Bob in an alley a block away, chugging along, the boy in the distance scaling a fence. The kid neared the top when my partner, without warning, stopped, pulled his gun, and fired. The boy’s body went limp, and he tumbled over the fence into the yard behind an abandoned building, landing on his stomach, arms akimbo, dead eyes open wide. He lay with his head turned to one side, a dark hole in the back of his skull oozing blood. 

I returned to the car and radioed the station. An hour later, the scene was lousy with cops. Bob and I returned to headquarters. My sergeant greeted us and shuffled me into an empty interrogation room. An hour passed when there was a knock at the door, and a uniformed officer I’d never met entered. He reminded me of a vampire—his dark brown eyes sunk deep in their orbits, eyebrows arched, his hair narrowing to a widow’s peak in front. He settled into the chair across from me and dropped a manila folder on the table. 

“Officer Wozniak,” he said, “I’m Lieutenant Killian.” 

“Are you with Internal Affairs?”

Killian shook his head. “Fraternal Order of Police. I’m here to offer my counsel. How are you holding up? Are you doing okay? Can I get you something? Coffee? Water?”

I shook my head. “I’m okay.”

“Unfortunate business, this shooting,” Killian said, resting his hand on a manila folder.

“You think?” I said. “Wolfowitz is out of control. He shot that kid in anger, shot him in the back of the head.”

“That’s not how he tells it.”

I leaned back in my chair and folded my arms. “You don’t say?” 

Killian made eye contact, his expression serious, somber. “I do say.”

I blinked and saw the boy’s dead eyes staring back at me. “Does this kid have a name?”

“Yes, but that’s not important right now.”

“Says you. What’s his name?”

“Nathan Granderson.”

“How old was he?”

“Fourteen.” 

“Fourteen,” I repeated, shaking my head. “Fourteen, and Bob killed him like it was nothing—like he was squashing a bug.”

“He said the boy reached for something in his waistband. He thought it was a gun.”

So, that’s how they were playing it. “I didn’t see him reach for anything.”

“Where were you at the time of the shooting?”

“I was following Bob and the boy.”

“So, you were behind Officer Wolfowitz?” 

“That’s right.”

“Might you have missed it? Perhaps Bob impeded your view.”

“I got a clear view of the boy.”

“Perhaps you are mistaken. It wouldn’t be the first time.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Bob tells me you confiscated a large quantity of marijuana during a traffic stop last week. He estimates around five pounds. What would that get you on the street?” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“It’s got to be twenty, twenty-five grand. That’s felony possession. Strange, it never made it into your report.” He paused before adding, “Or the evidence room.”

“This is total bullshit.”

“Is it?”

“Yes.”

“That’s not how Bob tells it.”

“Bob’s a lying sack of crap.” 

“So, you’re telling me if I sent some narco boys over to your house, they wouldn’t find a shit ton of marijuana?”

I had no doubt they’d find a trash bag full of weed if they had to plant it there themselves. They were not only prepared to do this without me, but to make me suffer if I didn’t play along. “So, you’re fucking me?”

Killian laughed. “Fucking you? Hardly. I’m on your side. I don’t want to see Bob or you suffer needlessly. The Fraternal Order of Police cares about its members.”

I paused for a moment. “I suppose I could’ve missed the kid reaching for something.”

Killian smiled. “That’s what I thought. I’ve prepared a statement to that effect.” He slid it across the table and handed me a pen. “If you could just sign at the bottom.”

I gave it a quick read. It was one hundred percent bullshit. “Okay, but on one condition.”

“What’s that?”

“I want a new partner.”

“That can be arranged.”

I signed and looked up to see Killian, eyes bright, baring tobacco-stained teeth in a smile better suited to a corpse.

“About that weed?” I asked.

“What weed?”

“That’s what I thought.”

When I got home that night, there was a reminder to keep my mouth shut on my pillow: a single poorly rolled joint. 


      [image: ]Iarrived at work a few minutes early after another day of tossing and turning in bed. Fioretti stood by the security desk talking to Vince. He turned as I entered. “Hey, it’s the man of the hour!” 

Nearby, the janitor ran the floor polisher, headphones on his ears. He looked up from his work and waved. I responded with a nod. It seemed everyone was happy to see me today.

“What’s up?” I said.

Vince kept his head down, gathering his things. Fioretti leaned against the security desk. His pupils were enormous, and he vibrated with cokehead energy. 

“I was wondering if you wanted to make a little extra cash. I have a job for you.”

Vince slung his backpack over one shoulder. “Have a good night,” he said.

I went around to the other side of the desk and set my things down. “You too,” I said, then to Fioretti: “What kind of job?”

“I think my ex is seeing someone. Some loser driving a red hatchback picked her up after court. I want you to tail her and find out more about him.”

I sat down. “I’m retired.”

“This is a simple job. Just tail her for a few days and report back to me.”

“When am I supposed to do that? I have a full-time job.”

“You’re free days, right?”

“I sleep days. Or at least I try to. Don’t you already have a private detective you use?”

“He’s busy.”

Busy or wants nothing to do with your insanity?

I removed the cap on my thermos and poured myself a cup of coffee. “I’m sorry, but I don’t do that kind of work anymore.”

“I haven’t even told you how much the job pays.”

“It doesn’t matter.”

“Two—no—three hundred dollars an hour.” 

“I’m sorry, but it’s still a no. The last time I chased a big payday, someone I cared about got hurt. The time before that, it almost killed me.”

Fioretti threw his hands up. “Why can’t I find good help these days? Does no one want to work?”

I peered up at him, not knowing what to say. The janitor had removed his headphones and stood with one hand resting on the floor polisher, watching us.

“Well, thanks for nothing,” Fioretti said under his breath. He turned to leave.

“Good night,” I said.

Fioretti raised his right hand and flipped me off as he stormed away.

The janitor approached my desk. “What was all that about?”

“Nothing,” I said, shaking my head. “He had a job he wanted me to do.”

“A job?”

“I used to be a private detective, and he wanted me to tail his ex.”

“I take it you turned him down.”

“I’m done with that part of my life. Besides, he seems like a creep. I’m worried he might hurt her.”

“Hey, I forgot to introduce myself last night. My name is Brad, Brad Looman.”

He extended his hand. I leaned forward and gave it a quick shake. “Nice to meet you. I’m Glenn—Wozniak.”

“Nice to meet you.”

“You normally work this late?”

“Four to midnight. You?”

“Ten to six.”

Brad whistled. “I don’t envy you.”

“Tell me about it. I haven’t had a good night’s sleep in weeks.”

He leaned against my desk. “I know how that is. It took me a while to get used to working nights.”

We fell silent for a beat. Brad cleared his throat and stared at me like he wanted to say something. “So, you used to be a private detective?” he said at last.

“Yeah, in another life.”

“That must’ve been interesting. I bet you have a lot of stories.”

I did, but I didn’t feel like sharing any of them. I wanted my past to fade away into some vague half-remembered dream. “A few, but interesting isn’t exactly what I’m looking for at this point and time, if you know what I mean.”

“Dangerous job?”

“Not usually, but it can be.”

“How do you get into that line of work?”

“Why? Are you interested? Maybe you can tail Fioretti’s ex.”

“No, thanks. One job is enough for me.”

I heard an elevator open at the other end of the lobby, followed by the staccato clacking of dress shoes on the marble floor. I craned my head and spotted Fioretti leaving. He had the posture and long face of a man caught in a torrential downpour. He stopped before the door and turned in our direction.

“Fuck you, Wozniak,” he shouted before leaving. 

“Charming,” Brad said.

Outside, Fioretti hailed a taxi heading north. I watched him get inside and turned to Brad. “Some people just don’t like being told no.”
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