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​ Saturday afternoon sleet pelted down on Danny as he
ran from the Emery Street bus stop, across the four lanes of
Wyndham Avenue, and into the atrium of the Capital Bank head office
building.

He ran his
fingers through his wet hair, trying to look at least slightly
respectable.

Capital was the
largest bank in the state, and Danny was employed by its biggest
rival. Capital owned the entire city block, and in the basement
there was a concourse level of shops and boutiques which connected
to much of the downtown core in a network of tunnels and food
courts. Too bad the network didn't stretch across Wyndham to Emery
Street.

Even though
this was, in effect, enemy territory, Danny knew his way around
well enough. He hadn't always worked for a bank, after all. To the
left, a pair of escalators reached down to the concourse level. A
young woman, talking on her phone about someone's relationship
troubles, came into sight up the left-most escalator, and paid him
no attention as she passed him. She grumbled about the weather when
she noticed it.

He took the
descending escalator, and turned right at the bottom. There was a
convenience store, and a deli, which did a roaring trade on
weekdays with workers from Capital, but today it was almost
deserted.

Next was a
bookstore, a hairdresser, a dentist, and a ladies' clothing store.
Around the next corner was the coffee shop.

It wasn't the
first time he'd been here, but it was unchanged even after some
years. It was a nice enough place, with a fancier look because of
the swanky location, but otherwise down-to-earth, clean, and with
decent coffee. It had seemed the perfect place to meet. No one from
his office should be anywhere near here, even on a Saturday. And no
one from Capital, who he might know from conventions or industry
functions, should be around either.

It had the
advantage of being central enough that it was convenient for anyone
living in the city.

Danny opened
the glass door, and the rich coffee aroma made him smile. There was
promised comfort in it, and he was eager to warm up, and dry
out.

He looked
around. He couldn't believe he was doing this, really. What had he
been thinking? Why had he come all this way before he realized it
was such a stupid thing to do? He began to turn away, ready to run
back home and pretend none of this had happened, when he noticed a
waving hand. Attached to the hand was the man he'd come here to
meet.

Danny forced
his smile to return. There was no escaping now. And then he
realized there were three people at the table. What the hell? That
hadn't been part of the plan. He turned to the barista, ordered
something simple, and then ambled over to the empty chair waiting
for him.

"Hi," he said,
glancing around. "I'm Danny."

The man on the
left was the one he recognized from the pictures on social media:
dour, serious, middle-aged, and rather plain looking. Beside him
was a woman, perhaps in her sixties, with shoulder length grey
hair, and eyes shielded by silver-rimmed glasses. She'd been
pretty. She still was, really, even though she was his mother's
age. On the right was a man in his fifties, balding, but with
stubbornly dark hair, and a little too much flesh than was
healthy.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
AN
RO

W=
S





