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TO FIGHT HIS HEART

Matt Glenn

Alec Nortan


Chapter One

 

Stupid phone. Jordan told me to call him two weeks ago. Two weeks and I haven’t mustered the courage to call. How can I tell him I want him back in my life, but I have to rebuild my life first? How can I ask him to put his life on hold until then, when I don’t know if it will take days, months, or years?

I put down the phone and go to get my bike. Even if I change everything else in my life, I still need to get some exercise.

Thirty minutes later, I reach my destination. It’s a closed-down factory not far from the docks. The fence has a hole in it, right where my contact told me. I go through it and hide my bike behind a bush. The door is unlocked, as I’d expected. I enter and hear voices. And funny noises. I walk down the hall to the right, as instructed, and emerge in a wide warehouse space. Machines are rusting everywhere. Small ones are scattered around seemingly haphazardly, some no bigger than a small table and others the size of a car. The biggest ones, the size of small houses, are neatly aligned, occupying a whole side of the place. Some of the casings are missing, probably eaten by rust, revealing wheels and chains crisscrossing inside the beasts. A web of gangways had been built around and above them, probably to help maintain them. These are now rusting away, with some parts missing.

Standing on top of the nearest machine, a boy, who looks barely sixteen, sits gazing down at me.

He whistles and the place becomes quiet. From behind the machines, a dozen people appear. There are four girls, and two of the guys look to be older than me, though not by much. Most of them are wearing cargo pants and hoodies; a few have on shorts and T-shirts. The only thing missing is guns. With them, they would look like a gang.

A girl walks over to me. She’s short, with brown hair tied in a ponytail. She’s wearing a dirty white skintight top and a cap. “Matt?”

I nod. “Gaby, I suppose?”

We shake hands. She turns to the group. “This is Matt, the guy I told you about.”

A boy comes forward and scrutinizes me. 

He turns to Gaby. “Are you sure he won’t cause us any problems?”

I can’t help smiling at the rebuke.

Gaby keeps a straight face. “He’s the one who busted those dirty cops three years ago. Trust me, he won’t be a problem.”

This wipes the smile off my face. I’d rather leave that feat in the past. However, it gets me a few awed stares from the others around us.

“Too bad he didn’t get rid of the clean ones, too,” the kid grumbles, walking back a few steps.

“Did you take me in because of that?” I ask Gaby.

She shakes her head. “No. Don’t worry about it. But the cops don’t appreciate what we do. They can sometimes cause us trouble. I told you about it. If you don’t like it, you can go away.”

I stifle a snort. “Trust me, I’ve done worse!”

* * * * *

“See that office over there?” Gaby points at a structure which must have been used long ago as the foreman’s office.

I nod.

“Get on top of it as fast as you can.”

“Okay.” 

I ignore everyone watching me. I run to the office, a box standing alone against a wall, and then jump on it to catch the edge of the roof. As I pull myself up, I hear a loud twang. Gaby’s already standing on the roof, looking down at me.

“Too slow.”

“How did you do that?”

“That’s what we’ll teach you. Come down.” She jumps down, rolls on the ground to soften her landing, and waits for me to follow.

We walk back to where we had started.

“What do you see?”

Stupid question. There must be a catch. I’m too new at this to see it, though. “A cubicle.”

I hear a few laughs behind me.

“Don’t mind them. Everyone began the same way. Look to the right. What do you see?”

“A wall.”

“Good. Now let me demonstrate.” She runs, but instead of sprinting straight to the cubicle like I did, she veers to the right. What she does next is worthy of a Jackie Chan movie. She jumps, puts a foot on the wall of the cubicle, jumps again, puts her other foot on the wall, jumps and lands softly on the roof.

I take her gaze as an invitation to try.

I break into a run and veer to the right as she did. I then jump and put a foot on the wall, pushing off it to jump again.

My foot slips and I hit the other wall, falling back to the ground and scraping my ribs in the process.

A man slightly older than me and a head taller, pats me on the back. “I’m Kelly. Don’t worry. We’ve all been there. You’ll learn how to do it.”

 * * * * *

Back home, I feel like every muscle in my body has been tortured. My clothes are dirty and have holes in them, and I stink.

But I feel great. Of course, I didn’t manage to climb the walls. I fell a lot, but I did manage the easy track on my first attempt. Most of all, the rush of adrenaline has revived me. I’m not a Yamakasi yet, but parkour is a great sport.

I ignore my blinking phone announcing I have a message. Instead, I undress and throw my ruined clothes away. I’ll have to get new ones for this. Rather than rushing to the shower, I inspect myself in the mirror. I have a slight bruise on my left cheek. My face is otherwise unblemished.

It’s quite different for the rest of my body. Dark red blotches are turning me into some kind of human leopard. I also have a few scratches here and there. I move my arms around and stretch out. Some places are painful, but there’s nothing unmanageable. The hot water takes care of the dirt and dried blood, and after a good meal and a good night’s rest, I’ll feel like new.

* * * * *

Okay, I may have been slightly optimistic.

I’m lying in bed feeling like a dozen trucks had run me over during the night. Getting up is a real challenge. A steaming-hot shower later, some of my muscles have begun working again. The more I move, the less they hurt. I go out for a slow jog.

By noon, I’m starving and ready to begin the new day.

As I sit down to eat, I notice my phone blinking on the table. I listen to the message left by an unfamiliar voice.

“Mr. Glenn. Matilda Harsbrow, District Attorney, speaking. I need to talk to you about the Bradford case. Could you call me back at this number as soon as possible? Thank you.”

The Bradford case? Why would the district attorney want to talk to me about a three-year-old case? Agent Monroe had made sure I was presented in the evidence as an innocent victim of Bradford’s plots. He’d hired me. He’d framed me to make me appear a drug dealer. I busted him. End of story.

I listen to the message again. The voice sounds young and soft. Maybe Miss Harsbrow had made a mistake. I call her back. There’s no reply at first, and I assume she must be out at lunch. Before I can turn off my phone, she answers.

“Mr. Glenn? Thank you for calling me back.”

“I’m sorry I didn’t do it sooner. I’ve been…busy. How can I help you?”

“I’m working on the Bradford case, and I’d like to talk to you about it. Not on the phone, though.”

I try to keep my tone light. “I’m sorry, but I don’t know much. I told everything to the FBI ages ago.”

“I know, but there are a few details I’d like to discuss with you nonetheless. Could you come to my office at two?” Her voice is firmer.

This can’t be good for me. I was sure Agent Monroe had taken care of things. My name was bound to appear in her report, but there shouldn’t be much more to say. Still, I’d rather stay on the good side of the district attorney. “Sure. I’ll be there.”

Suddenly, my back muscles begin aching again.


Chapter Two

 

Matilda Harsbrow is barely a head shorter than me. She’s lean, has her brown hair in a ponytail, and wears almost no makeup. She doesn’t need it though. She looks younger than her thirty-one years. If I hadn’t done my homework, I’d think she was fresh out of law school. I won’t make that mistake. She graduated from Columbia Law School at the age of twenty-three. She was immediately hired by a big firm in New York who specialized in litigation. From the articles I’ve found online, she didn’t lose any time becoming one of the big sharks in the city. 

I don’t know why she chose to dump her firm and work as a district attorney, but she’s definitely not a girl to play with.

She welcomes me with a wide smile. “Mr. Glenn. Please, take a seat. Would you like some coffee? Tea maybe?”

I decline her offer, and after a few polite exchanges, she comes to the point. “I don’t think I’m overstating it if I say you played an important part in the arrest of John Bradford and all the informants he had placed in the police.”

I nod politely. “I believe that if you’re asking this, you are in charge of the case?”

“I am.”

“Then you’ve read my testimony. Bradford saw me as an easy decoy—someone who would take the blame for his crimes. I just did what I had to do to clear my name.”

“I know. And I’m glad he chose you,” she says softly. “Don’t get me wrong. I’m not glad he did this to you. I’m glad he made the mistake of picking someone who had the courage to retaliate. If he had picked anyone else, I believe he’d still be free, and an innocent man would be waiting in jail to be executed.”

* * * * *

I leave Matilda Harsbrow’s office twenty minutes later. She would have kept me longer, but had an appointment. We’ve scheduled another meeting, same time tomorrow. I’m still on my guard. I have to be careful. I don’t want her to make a connection with the Carander case and dig into it. I kidnapped a girl, and the way Agent Monroe helped me out is a little shady. Besides, too many bad things have happened to the people I love because of that case.

She was polite and smiling throughout our discussion, but I never trust a smiling lawyer. I’ll only relax when I walk out of her office, never to see her again. Especially as she still hasn’t told me the reason she wanted to see me.

When I reach home, it’s still early, but I change clothes and get on my bike to go to the factory. If the others aren’t there yet, I’ll warm up and train.

* * * * *

The training was great. I still can’t leap to the roof of the cubicle, but I’m confident I’ll get the hang of it before the next session is over. I have new bruises, but I’ll be able to hide them.

After a shower, I see my phone still lying on the table. There’s no message awaiting me, but I have a call to make anyway. 

I turn the phone over in my hand, unable to decide what to tell Jordan. In the end, I just dial his number. It will come out as it will. I owe him the call, and postponing it any longer won’t do any good.

Rrrrring 

…

Rrrrring 

…

Rrrrring 

…

When the call connects, it’s just his voicemail.

“Hi Jordan, it’s me…I should have called sooner. Sorry. I hate talking to a machine, you know. Anyway. I have feelings for you, but I still have issues to work out before I can move on. If you’re okay with it, for the time being, we can see each other as friends. Just give me some time, okay?” I hesitate. “Call me when you get this.”

I really, really, really hate talking to a machine. I sounded so cheesy and all. If I could, I would erase that message.
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