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Brass Knuckles and Tattered Wings #10

Season 3

by

Martin Svolgart

After a freak accident killed his wife and son, Pritchard slipped into alcoholism to drown his sorrows at a blue-collar bar nearby to avoid the dead and empty house. But then a teenage girl asked for his help, and it turned his entire existence around. 
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PRITCHARD LEARNS THERE are two ways of protecting people. One is very active, the other is very passive. And passive is boring! Pritchard and his friends are climbing walls while benched, babysitting a wife and two little children.

So when the opportunity to do something active drops into their lap, they all jump at it. 

This one lets Pritchard see how his vigilante streak has impacted his friends, and he watches with pride as Alex steps up to show his Papa qualities. This time, though, Cat needs a lot more support as it’s his womanizing asshole skills are what can help hook the catfisher, blackmailing a decent man. 
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Since Pritchard had gotten his wallet back, Alex and Patrick had been all over the information they’d copied from Daniel’s dad’s phone. Life was weirder than fiction sometimes. They were bored out of their skull from watching Tina and her kids barricade themselves inside the rented home, and what dropped into their laps? A prince! How? Because the guy’s son picked Pritchard’s pocket, which urged Pritchard to send Alex in to pick the pickpocket’s dad’s pockets. And just when Pritchard had that phone in his hand, a blackmailing text rolled in. 

That had to cover the weirdness of coincidences. Or fate. Whatever people believed in. Pritchard hadn’t been a fan of the idea of fate since his wife and son had been killed a little over a year earlier. He hadn’t been a fan of religion since, either, because no God calling himself merciful or loving could take so much from a man. God’s plans and all that...didn’t mesh with the merciful part. A scheming God? He could deal with a fickle thing like that, but not a loving God. He certainly didn’t feel loved.

He had to wonder about religion at the moment, though, considering the woman he was protecting was sure her husband was a Nephilim and that her son was, too. He disliked that because she was also sure that she and her daughter were special breeders to carry the next generation of Nephilim, and her daughter was already engaged to one around her own age. She had a pretty little gold ring on her finger and everything, and Pritchard had sat somewhere between nauseous and pissed off since Hemish had told him.

The man who was getting blackmailed came to their knowledge at the right time because it could hopefully keep their minds on something they could do something about while waiting for Tina’s brother and the other soldiers and mercs to figure this shit out. 

To get on with it, Pritchard went to Alex. “What did you find on the dad?”

“Interesting stuff.” Alex grabbed a file and handed it over. 

It made Pritchard grin. They were mobsters and vigilantes playing a security agency that offered witness protection, and the file seemed so official that Pritchard found it slightly hilarious. It was very practical, of course. 

It was useful, too. All the trivia. Name, Joshua Kendall, forty-three, married for seventeen years to Phoebe Kendall, Dad to Daniel, age sixteen, and Susan, age twenty. She’d moved out. But what caught Pritchard’s attention was the fact that he worked with Sheila. 

“Thank you.” Pritchard left the war room—Sheila’s bedroom full of stuff on the walls—and went to the kitchen. But Sheila wasn’t home yet.  

He’d go have another crack at the information he and the accountant were poring over to see if they could find out more about the Nephilim in the meantime.

––––––––
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CAT ARRIVED A FEW MINUTES before they expected Sheila to be home, and he waved Pritchard with him into the garden. They went to sit on the bench in the back of the yard and lit a smoke each. 

“Anything new?”

“Nope. More prayers.” Cat handed Pritchard the notebook that Hemish had written stuff in, so he looked through the new entries. 

The little girl, Miriam, had revealed that she knew how to butcher a hen, and the boy, Ezra, knew how to tie thirteen different knots that weren’t even taught to most Boy Scouts, especially not at age five. Knowing how to butcher a chicken at age seven probably wasn’t unheard of for other kids growing up on a farm, though. Pritchard didn’t know. He’d grown up in Hell’s Kitchen.

Pritchard handed it back. 

“Anything new on the blackmailed dad?” Cat asked.

“Yeah, Alex got a hit, and he works with Sheila, so let’s wait for her.”

“Okay.” Cat pulled out his phone and texted. “Sally says hi.”

“Say hi back.”

“Shit, Tommy got in a fight at school. Liam backed him up.”

“Anything serious?”

“No, just...” Cat chuckled. “Apparently, he defended a girl’s honor. More than one stepped up, and Liam joined in.”

“Cool.” Pritchard’s phone vibrated in his pocket, so he picked it out, finding a text from Liam that said that the kid had a black eye, and he was asking about what to tell the boss at the auto parts store. 

Pritchard: The truth. Good job backing Tommy up.

Liam: Thanks, Papa. Not sure how you know so fast...

Pritchard: That’s a Papa’s job.

A thumbs-up came back. 

Sheila exited the back door and lit a cigarette on her way to them. 

Cat and Pritchard each scooted out on the bench, leaving room for her between them. 

Sheila sat and sighed heavily. “Thanks.” 

“How was work?” Pritchard asked. 

“Weird, and I’m so happy it’s Friday. I swear, Ms. Pornstar is up to something.”

“How so?” Cat asked. 

“Nothing naughty, Cat, sorry.”

Cat cackled. 

“Well, we’re very interested because that prince we found? He works at your place of employment.”

Sheila looked at Pritchard. “Oh?”

“Joshua Kendall.”

Sheila looked straight ahead, shocked. “Well, then this might make sense because his client portfolio is the one looking weird.”

“How so?” Cat repeated. 

“Well, a big client’s been moved to Ms. Pornstar, and Joshua said it’s because he has some problems at home that need his attention, but...I dunno.”

“Guess it’s time to break out Midwest Auto Parts Incorporated,” Cat said. “Let’s get Alex and Patrick involved with planning, though, because Alex is scheming.”

Pritchard hadn’t noticed. “He is?”

“Yes. He has that I’m scheming look.”

“What does that look like?” Sheila asked.

“I dunno.” Cat shrugged. “I just learned that a sixth sense around that guy is needed, and he’s scheming.”

“Let’s do that, then.”

They finished their smokes and went inside. Alex and Patrick joined them in the kitchen.

“So, schemer, please involve us,” Cat said. 

Alex blinked. “Who says I’m scheming?”

“Anyone who knows you,” Patrick said. 

“Okay.” Alex plopped down on a stool. “I want to help guide the kid a bit so he doesn’t merely end up in trouble.”

“Could be a way in,” Sheila said. 

“How?” Alex asked. 

Sheila looked at Pritchard. “Unless you don’t plan on telling Josh what you’re up to?”

Pritchard tried for a smile. 

Cat leaned closer to Pritchard. “That’s a womanly, I’m not pleased expression, right?”

“Yup, why?”

Cat nodded and sat up. “Because then I finally figured out one of Sally’s expressions.”

They chuckled. 

“If we can inform him, good,” Pritchard said. “If he’ll cooperate, even better. Can we help his son at the same time? Fantastic. Hattrick.” 

“I’ll help with what I can,” Sheila said. 

Pritchard winked at her, happy she’d step up. He also knew it was because she disliked Ms. Pornstar. 

“So, Mr. Schemer, what do we do?” Cat asked Alex. 

“We go tell Joshua Kendall that we see potential in his son, show him our business card—”

“Still need a better one-liner,” Cat mumbled.

“—and we offer to train the kid a bit because we’re good at stuff like that,” Alex finished.

“And this is what you’re scheming at?” Pritchard asked. “Becoming a Papa to the kid?”

“I had Papa Joe. This kid doesn’t have anyone who understands, which is why he’s heading for trouble.” Alex seemed to take that quite personally. Having the insight into everybody’s past because Rose had asked that silent question in the backroom at Trevor’s place, Pritchard understood. He even appreciated it, considering it made Alex such a good fit in the vigilante angel business, and it continued a value they’d all grown up under. To take care of people. 

“And the hope is that showing him the Five Angel Security business will make him put us on the case of the blackmailing?” Pritchard asked. 

“Yes.”

“Let’s do that.”

“But first...dinner with Tina and the kids.” Sheila pulled a big pot from the fridge. “We’ll reheat this at your place.”
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While Pritchard and the accountant looked over more Nephilim numbers and new documents that Alex pulled from public records, Patrick and Keelan stalked Joshua and his wife to see if they could figure out what was going on. 

Joshua was easy enough—he put in a few hours at work until noon on a Saturday, then went shopping for a Christmas present. 

That was what Pritchard got in text messages, at least. They still had no idea what papers were to be handed over as specified in a text or what was on the video, but it was probably something humiliating or incriminating. Like cheating or something. After seventeen years of marriage, not everybody managed to keep the flame alive. 

But running into him while shopping seemed the best time, so Pritchard, Cat, and Alex left to drive to where Patrick and Keelan waited. They got out and let Keelan take the car to stay with Hemish. 

“Well, that wasn’t planned.” Alex pointed across the street where Daniel, the pickpocket,  had stopped outside the shop to wait with his focus on his phone, nodding to the beat of music. 

“Do we need to reschedule, then?” Cat asked.

“No. I can work with this.”

“Your lead, then.”

“His car’s around back, and we’re parked close by,” Patrick said. “It’s kinda out in the open, but we might have a bit of privacy.”

They all followed Patrick to a car, and they waited there for another ten minutes. Then Joshua and Daniel rounded the corner and came their way with a bag that mirrored the holiday season. 

Daniel recognized them first and stopped. He did not look pleased. Joshua seemed too focused on his own problems to notice until Daniel called out to him. It straightened the worried crease on Joshua’s forehead, but Daniel pointing them out to him caused a new one to etch its way deeper into the father’s face.

“Going in.” Alex stepped away from the car while the rest stayed back. They were close enough to still hear, though. “Hi, Mr. Kendall. You don’t know me, but I’d love to take five minutes of your time.”

“Today’s really not a good time,” Joshua said.

Alex pulled out a business card and handed it over, skating right over the refusal to talk. “We’re an agency called Five Angel Security, and we work with personal security, mostly. I’d like to talk to you about your son.” That got Alex all of Joshua’s attention. “He has a particular set of skills that we spotted in town the other day.”

Daniel sent Pritchard a daggered glare, obviously feeling betrayed.

“What skills?” Joshua asked, looking cautiously curious. 

“Like this.” Alex went to the man, put an arm around his shoulder, and guided him. He led him in a half circle behind Daniel so that they ended up on his other side. “Did you catch that, Daniel?”

“Yes.”

“What?” Joshua looked at Alex and Daniel in confused expectation. 

Daniel seemed a bit uncomfortable, but he finally went to Alex, who nodded once. Daniel grabbed Alex’s lapel and pulled his jacket out enough to get to his inner pocket. He withdrew a wallet and held it up. 

Dad patted down his pockets. “That’s...that’s my wallet.” He took it and opened it, then looked at Alex with more interest in the conversation than before.

“Yes.” Alex smiled. “I’m a professional sleight of hand. We have an eye for details. That eye is what I spotted. On a skateboard, maneuvering among many people on a street—”

“I told you not to do that, Daniel!”

Pritchard couldn’t help the grin. Okay, so the kid did have a responsible adult in his life, and he’d ignored it mainly to get close to pick a pocket. 

“And this is why I want to mentor your son. He’s driven by instincts and a need to hone them and skills without knowing why or what opportunities it can open up for him in the future.”
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