







DIRTY SWEET


DIRTY SWEET

JOHN McFETRIDGE

[image: image]


Copyright © John McFetridge, 2006

Published by ECW PRESS
2120 Queen Street East, Suite 200, Toronto, Ontario, Canada M4E 1E2

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any process — electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise — without the prior written permission of the copyright owners and ECW PRESS.

LIBRARY AND ARCHIVES CANADA CATALOGUING IN PUBLICATION

McFetridge, John, 1959–
Dirty sweet : a mystery / John McFetridge.

ISBN 1-55022-717-3

1. Title.

PS8575.F48D57 2006     C813’.6     C2006-900295-9

Editor for the Press: Michael Holmes
Cover and Text Design: Tania Craan
Cover Image: Luc Beziat / Getty
Typesetting: Mary Bowness
Printing: Friesens

This book is set in Sabon and Bubba Love

The publication of Dirty Sweet has been generously supported by the Canada Council, the Ontario Arts Council, and the Government of Canada through the Book Publishing Industry Development Program.

[image: image]

DISTRIBUTION
CANADA: Jaguar Book Group, 100 Armstrong Ave.,
Georgetown, ON L7G 5S4
UNITED STATES: Independent Publishers Group,
814 North Franklin St., Chicago, IL 60610

PRINTED AND BOUND IN CANADA

[image: image]


For Laurie, always


CHAPTER ONE

“THE CARS WERE STOPPED on King, right there, waiting for the light to change.”

Roxanne Keyes lit another cigarette and told the detectives exactly what she saw happen then. “A guy got out of the Volvo, the passenger side, walked back to this one, and shot that guy in the head. Then he walked back to the car, got in, and it drove away.”

She didn’t tell them she was pretty sure she knew the driver of the Volvo.

“He just walked?”

She was about to say, no, he swaggered like you guys, but she said, “Yeah, he just walked.”

That was half an hour ago. Since then, the uniformed cops had closed off the street, the crime scene guys had taken thousands of pictures and thrown a tarp over the corpse in the SUV. The crowd that had gathered on the sidewalk was already starting to drift away. People on the Starbucks patio, the witnesses who’d given their driver’s license information to the uniformed cops, were restless waiting for the detectives. Half an hour, and the feeling of being part of a special event, a big deal in Toronto, was gone. They were complaining about places they had to be, even though they hadn’t been there much longer than it would have taken them to drink their coffees.

Roxanne had made one more phone call to Maurice Abernathy, lowering the price again, Jesus, to seventeen-fifty a square foot for a lousy 20,500 square feet in the only listing she had, a half-empty reno they called the Toy Works. He still wouldn’t take it, but he wouldn’t turn her down, either. Just wasting her time. She told him what she’d seen, right there in front of her, and he’d said, “That’s a great scene.” Maurice produced cheap action movies, using Toronto to look like some American city, but his business was going down steadily as the Canadian dollar was rising.

He’d said, “I might be able to use that,” and Roxanne was going to tell him about the driver, about how she thought she knew the guy, but then she started to think maybe she could use it, too.

What she’d wanted to do was reach into her purse, get one of the joints out of her tampon case, and fire it up. Get lost in the moment, all this activity. Let everything going on all around her turn into one dull hum and just float on the buzz. Forget about the deep, deep shit she’d gotten herself into. But she never was very good at just letting things happen. So she wondered, how could she make this work for her?

But the detectives arrived and now she was telling them everything.

Almost everything.

“They weren’t arguing, shouting at each other?” The younger good-looking detective was asking all the questions. He looked to be early-thirties, the same as Roxanne, and he looked like he went to the gym a little more often than she did. The other one, the black one with the shaved head who looked like a football player whose name Roxanne couldn’t remember, didn’t seem too interested.

“No, not that I noticed. I was just sitting down.”

“Did they seem to know each other?”

“I don’t know.”

“So, for no reason, this guy just got out of his car, walked to the next one in line, and blew some guy’s head all over King Street?”

“Most of it hit that bike courier,” Roxanne said. Then, “I’m sure he had a reason, detective. People have all kinds of reasons for what they do.” Like Roxanne had a reason for not mentioning that she was pretty sure she knew the guy driving the car. Maybe if she could remember where she knew him from.

“Yeah, we’ll ask him.”

“Did he say anything in another language?”

“Now that you mention it.” She looked at the black guy; she’d almost forgotten he was there. “He might have.”

The younger detective said, “This is Detective Price. I’m Sergeant Loewen.”

Price said, “Russian maybe?”

Roxanne took a drag on the cigarette and exhaled slowly. “Maybe.”

“Just one word, or more?”

“I wasn’t really listening. I was on the phone.” She motioned to her Blackberry on the table. She was still wearing the ear bud.

“Okay, thanks very much,” Loewen said closing his notebook. They’d already been through this with the other witnesses. No one knew anything, really. Some people thought the driver was the shooter. Some people thought the guy was walking on the sidewalk, pulled the trigger, and then jumped into a moving car. Loewen said, “We really appreciate it.”

But Price wasn’t going anywhere. “Did the other guy say anything?”

“If he did, I didn’t hear it.”

Price glanced over his shoulder at the car under the tarp only a few feet away. “So they weren’t shouting at each other?”

“Not at each other.”

“Each other?”

“The guy who got shot was yelling. It might have been Russian or something, when I came out of the café. By the time I got to the table and sat down, he’d stopped and that’s when the other guy walked back and shot him.”

“But the other guy, the shooter, he didn’t say anything.”

“Not that I heard.”

“Can you describe the man with the gun?”

She took another deep drag and exhaled smoke. “Older, maybe mid-fifties, black hair — I remember thinking it was probably a dye — broad shoulders, cheap blue sports coat. Walked with a bit of a limp.”

Loewen had his notebook open again and was writing as fast as he could. “This is great, thanks. Anything else.”

“He was wearing sunglasses.”

“You mean glasses like those?” He pointed to the trendy optometrist shop behind Roxanne, next to the Starbucks.

She barely glanced at the display and pushed her own D&G’s further up on her nose. “No one would put these in the window. They must have been ten years old, and they weren’t exactly stylish when they were new.”

Loewen nodded and looked at Price.

“Did you happen to notice what kind of car he was driving?”

“Well, he wasn’t driving, but it was a Volvo. S80.”

Loewen nodded, wrote it down. “You sure?” It was at least the third make of car offered by the witnesses.

Roxanne took another drag on her cigarette and said, “I’m thinking about getting one.”

“What colour?”

“I don’t know yet, I’m not even sure I’m going to get one. They have a new SUV I’m looking at, too, but SUV’s are kind of out these days. They’ve got a convertible, too.”

“I mean the car the shooter got into.”

“Oh, blue. They call it ‘midnight blue.’”

Price said, “Can you describe the driver?”

Yeah, the driver. Roxanne looked like she was thinking about it for a second, then shook her head. “Not really. He didn’t get out of the car.” She could picture him sitting in the car. From a different angle, from the front, where she could see his face.

Loewen looked at his notebook, read something. “Was he about the same age as the shooter?”

No, Roxanne thought, he was at least twenty years younger. “I’m sorry, I didn’t really see him.”

“Well, anyway, I gotta say, Miss Keyes, you’re very observant, especially under the circumstances.”

“It was eerily quiet, Detective,” Roxanne said. She looked past him at the tarp-covered Navigator. “And slow. He seemed to raise his gun and fire in slow motion, but when I went to move, to turn my head, it was like I was in slow motion, too.”

“It’s a shocking thing to see,” Loewen said and Roxanne nodded slowly, but that wasn’t it. It wasn’t the shooting or the guy’s head exploding all over the bike courier at all. It really should have been a lot more for her, more to get involved in, get lost in, but she was still thinking what she could do with it.

She said, “So, this wasn’t road rage, was it? Is it like some Russian Mafia hit?”

Loewen smiled and didn’t mean for it to be so patronizing, but after talking to so many witnesses who watched too much Law and Order, that’s the way it looked. “It’s a little early to say what it is.”

“Of course.”

“Well,” Loewen said, “you’ve been very helpful.” Shaking his hand, she squeezed it a little too hard. “If there’s anything else.”

Loewen said, “Yeah, we might need to do some follow-up.”

Roxanne reached into her purse and pulled out her little leather folder. She handed him her business card from Downtown Real Estate, the one with her picture on it, with her longer hair before she got it cut for the summer. “You can always reach me on my cell, detective.”

“Commercial Services?”

“Leasing. We have a few renos in the neighbourhood. Old factories and warehouses turned into office space. This neighbourhood is really taking off.”

“All right. If we think of anything else.”

“That’d be fine.”

• • •

Some days, you just can’t believe your luck. Once Boris decided there was just no way to deal with Anzor and that they were going to have to kill him, he brought his “Uncle” Khozha up from Brighton Beach. They went over half a dozen different ways to get to the guy, and then on their way to his office to check it out, who should pull up behind them but the man himself?

Idling at the red light on King Street West, Boris watched the tall, good-looking woman in the business suit, the one with the skirt a little too short and the heels a little too high, come out of the Starbucks with a cup of coffee in one hand and a cell phone in the other, wire going right into her ear. He was pretty sure he knew her, but he wasn’t sure from where. Something about her was different. Her hair was shorter? He almost turned completely around to watch her find a seat on the patio, and when he did, he saw Anzor in the Navigator behind him.

He said, “I don’t fucking believe it,” and Khozha said, “So, go through the fucking light, who cares?”

“No, I mean I don’t fucking believe that prick bastard Anzor is right behind us.” Boris hadn’t spoken this much Russian in a couple of years, and even then it was diplomatic school Russian. He couldn’t talk like that in front of Uncle Khozha.

Khozha turned right around in the leather seat of the Volvo S80 — brand new and a nice car, great stereo and one of those computer map things — and looked at the guy stopped behind them. The light changed to green and Anzor started to yell right away, waving his hands. With the tinted windows, he couldn’t see into the Volvo.

“Fuck him,” Khozha said, and got out of the car.

Boris wanted to wait, to follow him, do it quiet someplace. He wanted to hear Anzor beg for his life after the trouble he’d caused, flaunting it in front of everyone, making Boris look weak. And he really wanted it to be more dramatic, more like in a movie. But what happened was so matter-of-fact and straightforward. Khozha walked back to the car, both front windows were down, raised his gun and fired, pop, pop, pop. Anzor’s head exploded. Then Khozha walked back to the Volvo, got in and said, “What are you waiting for, it’s still green.” The fucking light hadn’t even changed. Boris stepped on the gas and they went through the intersection.

“Now I’m going to have to get a new fucking car.”

“So, it’s what you do, isn’t it, steal cars?” Making it sound like he was some Jamaican kid sneaking around in the middle of the night.

“I like this car.”

“So keep it, who gives a shit?”

“She saw you.”

Khozha took a pack of Camels out of his sports-coat pocket and lit one. “Who?”

“That woman at the coffee shop, she watched you shoot him and walk back and get into my car.”

He said, “Fifty people saw,” opening the glove compartment and tossing the gun inside.

“Doesn’t that worry you?” They were still driving east on King. At Spadina, Boris turned right and headed for the Gardiner. He hadn’t heard any sirens. As soon as they pulled away, everything in the world went back to being the same as it always was, like nothing happened.

Khozha was looking out the window at a golf course and a high fence around a driving range, right there in downtown Toronto, in the shadow of the Tower. “No, it’s good,” he said. “The more people see, the more stories there are, no two alike. It’s good.”

“That woman with the phone, though, she didn’t even blink.”

“She didn’t see anything. She’ll say, ‘Oh, I don’t know, it all happen so fast.’ Say the car was red or green, maybe black. Maybe a Lexus, maybe a Honda.”

Boris said, “A fucking Honda?”

Khozha shrugged.

He was probably right. This was more Khozha’s territory, that’s why he brought him in.

“What kind of gun you use, blow his head off like that? That a Colt?”

“Is Tokarev, Russian. It’s not the gun, it’s the bullets. Hollow-point steel. Guy makes them in Staten Island, does good work.”

“They work all right.” The traffic was heavy, as always, on the ramp up to the expressway and they inched along, the SkyDome to their left, high-rises blocking out Lake Ontario in front of them, like the city was embarrassed to have a waterfront. Somewhere under the expressway and between warehouses was “historic” Fort York.

“So, you take me to the airport?”

“I was going to take you to my club.”

“What for? I’m going home. The job’s done. You can pay me now.”

Suddenly it seemed like it was 10,000 dollars too much, but that was the deal and Boris Suliemanov was determined to establish himself as honourable all the way. “I don’t have the money on me, I didn’t expect it to happen right away.”

“You don’t have my money, Biba?” Always so short-tempered, Boris thought, and the only guy who still calls me Biba.

“I have it at the club. Come on, we’ll have a drink, celebrate.”

“I want to be back in New York tonight.”

“Yeah, sure, no problem, tonight. Flights every hour to New York.”

“Yeah.” They were on the expressway then, moving. “That’s the best thing about this city.”


CHAPTER TWO

ROXANNE THOUGHT HE MIGHT have been one of the Russian guys looking to buy some waterfront land last year, the guys who said they could bulldoze over the homeless in their tent city in an hour. Could she just call him up and say, “How’ve you been? Killed anyone lately? Driven any getaway cars?”

After the detectives had left and traffic was moving again on King Street, Roxanne walked back to the Toy Works, a couple of blocks west of Spadina. A hundred years ago it had actually been a toy factory. By the fifties it was mostly sweatshops churning out cheap clothes, and by the end of the eighties it was mostly empty. Five years ago, Roxanne had convinced Angus Muir, against what he called his “better judgement,” to buy the building and renovate it for the booming high-tech industry. It was all open concept, high ceilings, exposed beams, hardwood floors, but fully wired with T1 connections, backup power, and constantly monitored and controlled air temperature.

The shooter had been calm, walking up to the Navigator, raising his gun, and firing three shots. The cute detective said he’d hit the guy with all three, even though the first one probably killed him. Roxanne tried to focus on the driver. Younger than the shooter, better dressed, good-looking. Was he really, or was she imagining that, hoping? He was pretty cool, though, no screeching tires racing away from the scene. The light changed and he drove away. She was positive she’d spoken to him. More than once. She was sure he had an accent.

The Toy Works was on the wrong side of Spadina, away from downtown and not far enough to be Liberty Village, but for a while there, the area was looking good. A lot of the old warehouses and factories were renovated into condos, a lot of old row houses just bulldozed into the ground. Art galleries were opening up, film companies moving in. Roxanne had no idea what movies they made, but a lot of big Hollywood movies were being shot in Toronto, and people kept telling her that animation and digital effects were huge in Canada. Software companies. Some decent restaurants opened. Rodney’s Oyster Bar even moved over from Adelaide and Jarvis.

Then the high-tech bubble burst.

In the polished wood and marble lobby there was a huge mural of Norman Rockwell kids playing with toys on one wall, and beneath that, the mostly empty building directory. While Roxanne waited for the elevator, a woman came in. She was wearing a suit like Roxanne’s but a little more conservative, and she was talking on a cell phone, saying, “Because I said so, and that’s just got to be good enough. Put Rosalie back on. . . . Jordan, I’m not going to tell you again,” rolling her eyes with that tired mother look and getting onto the elevator as the doors opened. “Yes, it’s final. Final, Jordan.”

The elevator doors closed and Roxanne was alone in the lobby. She saw the elevator stop at three and checked the directory. Three quarters of the third floor, 37,500 square feet, was VSF Online Services. Could be anything. Roxanne had to think to remember a white guy in his early forties. Good-looking. She remembered he was never in a hurry or upset by the delays. Moved in the month they opened.

Almost three years ago. She wondered if he might want the rest of the floor. No idea what VSF Online Services did, these guys all gave their companies meaningless names. Meaningless, or inside jokes no one else ever got. Roxanne got onto the elevator thinking he was probably barely holding on, and she should be lucky he wasn’t looking for less space.

But what’s luck got to do with it?

She had that song in her head, changing love to luck, when she got off the elevator on the completely empty fifth floor and finally fired up that joint. Pulling it deep into her lungs, she felt the pleasant light-headedness right away as she looked out the windows facing south and west. Rooftops of other old factories, some renovated, some not, some stopped halfway through the process. A giant neon Kentucky Fried Chicken bucket, and dozens of huge billboards all lit up in bright flashing colours, some with TV screens playing commercials, trying to catch the eyes of commuters escaping downtown Toronto for the suburbs.

You make your own luck. From the day she started as the receptionist, nineteen years old and hired for her looks, she knew. Greet the customers with a smile and something low-cut and tight. She made her own luck. She got to know the leasing business, got to know a few brokers and some developers, and she started making her own off-market deals, handling some shadow vacancies, lining up customers with stuff that wasn’t officially listed yet. At twenty-five, she took the course and got her license. Sitting there, another classroom where she just didn’t fit in; all those housewives on one side, looking for a hobby, something to keep them busy between Regis and Oprah now that the kids were in school all day, the commercial guys on the other side. And they were all guys — older, with plenty of business experience, but looking for a change of pace, no one caring about what the others had to learn, and Roxanne in the middle. A few bumps on the road, hell, a few bumps and grinds, but she was driving a Jeep Liberty with the full sport package, Mopar roof rack with the four lights across, and living in a Queen’s Quay condo before she was thirty. Met Angus Muir, and she was making her own deals from the ground up.

Her high heels clicked on the completely resurfaced hardwood floor as she walked towards the north side. She sat down on the windowsill, looked out, and took another hit on the joint. It was decent dope, but she still couldn’t let go and just drift on the buzz. More factories, old three-storey brick buildings that were once the mansions of Parkdale and now were either divided up into rooming houses, or boarded up and abandoned, squats. Low-rent high-rises, instant slums. One of the 9/11 hijackers had lived in one of those apartments for a while, or so desperate-to-be-in-on-anything-important Torontonians wanted to believe.

She was sure as shit not going to lose everything now, burst high-tech bubble or not.

She knew the driver of that fucking Volvo.

She took another hit. Young guy, her age or a couple years older, no more. Clean-cut. When that black cop mentioned Russian, she thought she could hear the guy saying something with an accent. What was he saying?

If only she could place him. He must be some kind of big-time criminal, stops at a red light and kills a guy. Or the passenger kills a guy, but the driver was so cool about it. A guy like that must have something going on. A guy like that makes his own luck.

Another song came into her head, Madonna, her hero from way back. When she was a wannabe, showing off her flat tummy and her belly button in grade seven. Yeah, he could be her lucky star. He could take her far.

“That’s a sweet smell, takes me back.”

Roxanne looked towards the elevators. She didn’t jump or react in any obvious way, she just squinted through the rising smoke at the guy walking towards her.

“Another victim of misspent youth?”

“I guess you could say that.”

He was easygoing, dressed casual, khakis and a blue shirt buttoned up halfway over a grey T-shirt, as if he’d bought page twenty-nine of the Eddie Bauer catalogue. She thought he could be the catalogue model.

She said, “It worked out okay, though,” and took another deep hit from the joint.

He shrugged. “The right place at the right time, I guess.”

He waited for a moment, but Roxanne didn’t say anything, so he said, “You’re Roxanne Keyes, right? The real estate broker for the building?”

“That’s right.” She finally turned around a little on the windowsill and looked right at him. Close up, he wasn’t quite as clean-cut and smooth as the catalogue models. He might have worked construction back in the day, and he never wore makeup in his life. He looked a little like Kevin Costner in that baseball movie — not the one in Iowa, the one with Susan Sarandon.

“Somebody said they saw you come in. I’ve been looking for you. I lease the third floor.”

“VSF Online.”

“That’s me. Vince Fournier.”

“Is there a problem with the lease?” She was hopeful for a second. “Do you need more space?”

“Yeah, a little. Just storage really, we’re putting in a few more servers.”

“Okay, sure.”

He was wondering how come she just sat there smoking the joint, like nothing unusual was going on. She looked maybe even a little more spaced than the dope alone would manage, so he asked, “Are you all right?”

She looked at the joint in her hand like she just noticed it. “I’m fine.” She took one more hit, inhaling long and slow, and holding it for quite a while before exhaling. “I was on King Street before.”

He nodded, not pretending he didn’t know what she was talking about, but not freaked out either. He said, “That was quite a scene. You saw it?”

“Yeah.”

“It’s on the news, CityPulse 24. They’re saying it was road rage. What’s this city coming to?”

No reaction.

“I can see why you need a little break.” He motioned to the joint, and she dropped what was left to the floor and stepped on it.

“So, how much more space do you need? There’s not much left.”

He laughed. “There’s the rest of three, and two more floors.”

She didn’t laugh. “It’s going to be the same rate.”

“But it’s just for storage.”

“It’s for servers, you need all that dust-free, reinforced floor, extra secure doors and stuff.”

He was going to say that he didn’t need any reception or offices, or anything that looked too good, but why argue? “Same rate.”

“How much do you need?”

“I don’t know, 10,000 feet, I guess. The rest of the floor.”

“That’s twelve-five. I can draw up a new contract, or have your existing lease amended.”

“Let’s do a new one, I might put it under a different company name.”

They started walking towards the elevator. Vince said, “You were supposed to have an office in this building by now.”

Yeah, well, this building was supposed to be fully leased by now, she thought, but all she said was, “It’s just as easy to work out of the Lake Shore building,” which, even as she said it, sounded lame, as the place was all the way on the other side of downtown. Then she realized she’d have to go all the way there to get a copy of the lease and take it home to work, because she didn’t want to be in the office if Angus came in. So she asked Vince if he had a copy of his lease.

“In my office. You want a copy?”

“That’d be great.”

As soon as Roxanne saw the naked woman, she knew how she recognized the driver of the Volvo. Boris Suliemanov. Yeah, he was Russian all right.

• • •

The naked woman was lying back on an old couch, one foot up on the coffee table and absently fluffing the tiny patch of hair on her puss, tugging on the silver ring through her navel. Roxanne figured she was close to thirty. She was saying, “You used to be able to make a living working the lunch rush downtown.”

Another woman — Roxanne realized she was the one in the suit she saw in the lobby, the one arguing with her kid on the phone — was sitting up in an armchair. Now she was wearing lingerie, supposed to be sexy, like the stuff the live models wear in the windows of Miss Behav’n on Queen West on the weekends. Too expensive, and Roxanne never knew a man who cared about lingerie, only that it came off fast.

The naked woman was saying, “It was different then, you could make a living working lunches. And Josh — you know he’s handicapped, Downs, so I need to spend a lot of time with him. I used to work a four-hour shift, lunch, on Bay Street and that would be enough, you know?”

There was one other woman in the room, what Vince had called the “employee lounge” at the very back of the building. The windows were open, overlooking the fire escape and the parking lot. The third woman, looked like a teenager, was wearing a white bra and cut-off jeans, unbuttoned and unzipped, hanging open.

They were relaxing, hanging out. The naked one lit a cigarette and said, “Back then, people had martinis, or some drink before lunch, and a full course and then another drink after. Now, shit, now people have water, Evian or Perrier, it’s still water, then a salad, maybe something else but probably not, and nothing after.”

Vince had been showing Roxanne around his place, VSF Online, which turned out to be Internet porn. When they passed the lounge — which was really just unfinished space with the same hardwood floor, beams and posts as on the empty floors in the building with some couches and chairs tossed in — a young black guy stopped them and wanted to talk about someone named Garry.

While Vince stepped away to talk to the black guy, he called him Suss, Roxanne watched the women on their break. It was the casual way they sat around talking, the teenybopper picking at the threads where the waistband of her jean shorts used to be, saying, “So? That’s easier, less to do.” That’s how she knew Boris Suliemanov.

They looked just like strippers, the casual nakedness, sitting around at work, smoking. And strippers made her think of Boris.

The naked one took a drag on her cigarette and said, “But tips are based on the total, a percentage. Used to be the average lunch bill could be forty-five, fifty bucks, that’s 200 for four guys, an average tip on that is twenty-five, thirty bucks. Now, same restaurant, same shift, same guys, the average bill is like thirty bucks. Takes the same amount of time to serve. You can’t make a living on tips from that.”

“But you can here?” This from the other one, Miss B. Haven.

“Sure, the same four hour-shift while Josh is in school, I can take home 300 a day. Sometimes two, still that’s usually at least three grand, twenty-five hundred a month.”

“And you get to be home when your kid gets home.”

“Yeah. Well, actually, they cancelled his bus, so I have to drop him off and pick him up, so that’s another reason I need these kind of hours.”

“You could work at a peeler bar, though.”

The teenybopper said, “You ever do that? Fucking bikers and Russians, bringing in all these chicks from Romania and fucking Upper Slobodia and shit. They’ll give blow jobs for ten bucks, you can’t make any money with them around.”

“And they treat you shitty, always on your back about being late or taking time off for doctor’s appointments. Josh has a lot of doctor crap. They call it freelance, but you have to be there when they want you there.”

Roxanne saw Vince was trying to finish up with Suss, but the guy wouldn’t drop it. He looked like one of those tough-talking rap singers, or like he was trying to look like one, with his casual slouch, baggy clothes, sunglasses, and a grey ballcap with a black G on the front. Vince turned and was walking away, but Suss was still talking.

“It’s okay here, though, Vince is a decent guy,” the naked one said, and the teenybopper agreed.

Miss B. Haven said, “This could really work. I have my kid with a babysitter but he starts school in September. It’s really that steady here? And you don’t mind the work?”

“Well, I’m not saying if I could get a good shift for business lunches, you know, in out, decent tips, I wouldn’t take it. But this is a lot better than some high maintenance ladies-who-lunch crowd, you know?”

“I guess so.”

“It’s more play-acting than sex. Hell, anybody can fake an orgasm.”

“I don’t.” The others looked at her, and Miss B. Haven said, “I mean, I can, I used to. Then, I was breaking up with this guy, this jerk, and I told him, threw it in his face, you know? I faked it every time.”

Yeah, they knew.

“Then he says to me, ‘So what, you fake orgasms. I fake whole relationships.’”

Boris had wanted to lease the first floor of the building for a strip club. A classy, “gentleman’s club,” he called it. “Very upscale, European,” which she’d thought meant good-looking white chicks. Like the Russians and Romanians taking the jobs away from these women here talking daycare.

Angus didn’t have a problem with it, said they could call it the Toy Box, but Roxanne said they’d never be able to lease out the rest of the building with a peeler bar in the lobby. Not like it would make any difference now.

Vince finally said something and Suss laughed. Vince came back to where Roxanne was standing in front of the lounge.

“Sorry about that.” He saw her looking into the lounge and went back to telling her about the online porn business. He said they hosted a lot of adult sites, mostly amateur, webcam stuff, but, “We’re also a content provider, shooting a little video here and running live sex shows.”

Roxanne didn’t know what content provider meant, so Vince explained that people start up adult websites as a small business, something they can do from home. Pictures of the girlfriend or the wife naked, they sell monthly memberships and sign up as many customers as they can, but there’s a huge amount of competition these days and they need more content than they can shoot themselves. So companies like VSF Online, in addition to hosting the site on its servers and handling the credit card payments, sells content — video modules, ten-minute porno movies to download, access to live strippers, interactive sex shows, archives of hundreds of thousands of pictures.

“Here we go,” he said opening the door to his office. “Lot of fetish stuff, but it doesn’t generate as much revenue as you’d think.”

The office was big, with a desk by the windows, one wall filled with a bookcase — and a lot of books, paperbacks and hardcovers that all looked read — and a sitting area with a couch and a big armchair. There were three computers set up around the room and some filing cabinets.

“Have a seat. Would you like a coffee, or have you got the munchies?”

“I’m fine.” Roxanne sat down on the couch and said, “So business is good?”

“Well, you know, sex sells.” He looked through the file cabinet, saying, “Turns out the whole dot-com boom was just dot porn.”

“And you were in the right place at the right time.”

He shrugged. “Here’s the lease, hang on.” He picked up the phone on his desk and asked someone named Ella to come into his office. “When VCRs first hit the market twenty years ago, the whole industry was driven by adult films. It’s kind of the same for the online stuff. The rest of the industry will catch up, maybe just not as fast as people hoped.”

The office door opened and a woman in her mid twenties came in. She had blond hair in pigtails, wore black-rimmed glasses and a short cotton dress, and Roxanne figured she was at least seven months pregnant.

Vince handed her the folder and asked her to make a copy of the lease and she left.

Roxanne said, “Were you in the computer business before this?”

“No, I was in the entertainment side of things. More the supply. Had to learn the tech stuff. It’s getting easier.”

“Do you think things will pick up soon? In other parts of the high tech field?” She was trying to be businesslike, to act like the professional she always saw herself as, but now that she remembered where she knew Boris from, she was trying to figure her next move.

“Could be. I heard Amazon made a profit last quarter. Anything’s possible. I’m not really convinced people want to do much shopping online, except for this kind of stuff, the thing you don’t want your neighbours to see you buying. But you never know.”

Ella came back into the office with the folder and a photocopy of the lease on top. She said, “Garry called again. Wants you to call him.”

Roxanne watched him shake his head a little. If he was annoyed it didn’t show. He was calm, in control.

He said, “I just talked to Suss about him.”

“He’s persistent.”

“Tomorrow.”

Ella said, “He’ll call again at five-thirty, and again at nine tomorrow if you don’t call. He’s got some actors he wants you to look at.”

“Actors. That what he’s calling them? All right, I’ll talk to him.” He looked at Roxanne and said, “Guy shoots the video modules we license, ten-minute movies. He’s really a terrific filmmaker, but he only wants to spend money on the gay stuff.”

“Is it a big market?”

“It’s pretty much the only growth area left.”

Roxanne put the lease in her bag and said, “So you might need even more space?”

They walked out of the office, Vince saying, “Let’s not rush into anything.”

But Roxanne was thinking of Boris and her opening line.


CHAPTER THREE

“SHE WAS IN SHOCK, MAN.”

“She was a lot of things,” Price said. “But shocked wasn’t one of them.”

“C’mon, you see a guy’s head get blown off right in front of you?”

Price took his spicy sausage from the guy behind the cart and started loading on toppings. “Most of it hit that bike courier, that’s what she said.”

“She was in shock.”

Sauerkraut, onions, black olives, corn relish — the corn relish makes it — Dijon mustard. They were standing on Spadina at the corner of King. Traffic was moving again, crawling down Spadina towards the Gardiner. Loewen already halfway through his hot dog when Price got his, walking back to their car, saying, “No way. She was not in shock.”

“She’s got great legs,” Loewen said.

“She’s got a great body,” Price said, “but she ain’t in shock. I doubt anything ever shocks her.”

“She’s a real estate agent.”

Price leaned on the hood of their car and looked up Spadina. Another block and Chinatown started, vegetable stores out on the sidewalks. There were a lot of people set up on rugs and towels on the sidewalks, too, selling colourful scarves and incense and beaded jewellery. Mostly girls who looked like they stepped out of 1968, except they showed a lot more skin and had tattoos all over — their arms, their backs, even their necks. Price couldn’t imagine what they had where the sun don’t shine. And every part of them was pierced.

He said, “She’s a lot of things.”

Loewen said, “Yeah,” drawing it out enough for Price to roll his eyes.

“Oh man, you going after her?”

“I’ve got to do some follow-up.”

“You know this is going I.S. That guy was Russian mob.”

“He was Russian, we don’t know mob. We can work this.”

“We don’t know mob, yeah right. Come on, we don’t have to do anything. We file our IR’s and move on, be glad about it. We’d never be able to put together anything on this.”

Loewen said, “What are you talking about, there’s plenty. Crime Scene hasn’t even finished, we’ve got witnesses. We can’t just walk away now, the only thing we know about the dead guy is his name. We’re just assuming he’s mob.”

Price gave him a look, like why would you want to bother. “Well, we got his Russian name and the fact that he got his head shot off waiting for a light to change. No argument, not even a scratch on his brand new Lincoln Navigator, which we’re going to find out was stolen in Edmonton. Maybe he was a doctor back in Moscow, but over here, he’s the mob.”

“So that’s why we should keep going.”

“Going? Going where? Ten witnesses can’t agree what kind of car it was five feet in front of them.”

“It was a Volvo S80, midnight blue. You know it and I know it.”

“What about the ones said it was a Lexus? Or a Honda?”

“Come on, we’ve got to be able to get something. Hit a guy in the middle of the day on a busy street?”

“I doubt that was the plan. They just saw their chance and took it.”

“Okay, that’s it. So this is my chance.”

“What?” Price turned sideways a little. He couldn’t believe this guy.

Loewen finished his dog. “Come on, when is Maureen getting back?” Price’s partner, Maureen McKeon, was off on maternity leave. He told Loewen she’d been off a month and she was taking six, wouldn’t be back till September.

“Okay, so this is a real chance for me. I’ve only got a few months to get noticed, go for a full-time transfer.”

“Why you want to work homicide?”

Loewen looked at Price. So cool in his thousand dollar lightweight summer grey suit, baby blue shirt, and red-and-silver striped tie. His shades. Leather shoes. His whole demeanour, showing up on the scene, people freaked out, traffic backed up, uniforms running around everywhere, and he takes charge.

“Come on,” Loewen said. “Homicide’s where it’s at.”

Price chewed on his sausage, took his time, cool as always, before saying, “Guys killing their wives, sitting in the corner sobbing, drunk, when we get there. Wannabe gangbangers up in the jungle, think they’re tough, shooting each other for shoes. We clean up the mess. It’s not glamorous.”

“Come on, I’ve been partnered with you for two days, we already got a Russian mob hit.”

“If it is a mob hit, you think we’ll get anywhere with it? Better to give it to the big boys, let the pony patrol take it.”

“The fucking Mounties?”

“Task force.”

Loewen was shaking his head up and down. “Now you’re talking. Maybe we can get on the task force.”

“Be what, gophers?”

“Look at this as what it is, man. This is a great opportunity, this guy getting whacked in the middle of King Street.”

“Look at you,” Price said. “Two days on the job, you’re saying ‘whacked.’”

“Two days in homicide, I’ve been on the job ten fucking years. I know chances like this don’t come along every day.”

Price walked back to the hot-dog cart and bought an iced tea. He waved the bottle at Loewen, offering him one, but he shook his head. Price came back to the car, leaned back on the hood, put one expensive leather shoe on the bumper. It was true, what Loewen was saying about opportunity. When Price had been on the force less than a year, working bullshit public relations jobs and standing next to the mayor every time a TV camera was on because he was black, they called it “Community Relations Officer,” he had his first conversation with an inspector and changed his whole career path.

He was working a party at one of the hotels right behind City Hall. Big developers, the mayor, a bunch of city counsellors, the deputy chief and some inspectors. Most of them headed upstairs as soon as they could get away, to the top floor, where the hookers were stashed. By two in the morning, the press was gone and Price had had enough of showing off the force’s cultural diversity, so he went to the City Hall parking garage across the street to smoke a joint and found Inspector Alistair Nichols.

The Inspector was so drunk he’d gotten about ten feet and slammed his Crown Vic into a post. Price found him sleeping with his face on the airbag, his pants around his ankles, and the girl nowhere to be seen. Inspector Alistair Nichols, so high up in the force he still had his Scottish accent, said, “There’s a good lad,” when Price pulled up his pants and helped him into an unmarked car and drove him home. Came back and got the Inspector’s car to his brother-in-law’s body shop. There wasn’t much damage, and they charged some asshole lawyer for an airbag replacement, told him his wasn’t working. The next day, Price took the totally repaired Crown Vic to the Glasgow Rangers Supporter’s Club in Scarborough. No paperwork, no reports, nothing. Just Inspector Alistair Nichols looking out for him.

Since then, Price figured he did everything on his own. Made detective and was on his way. Still, when an opportunity presents itself, you gotta take a look. “I guess we could ask around a little.”

“All right. You’ll talk to Nichols, get us on the task force?”

“Slow down, man. We don’t want to show up empty-handed, begging to be on the team. Maybe if we knew a little more about the dead guy.”

“Now you’re talking. I’ll run him through CPIC, see what the computer has to say.”

“No, hold up. I know a guy.”

And Loewen thought, of course you do.

• • •

What Roxanne remembered, it was right after Boris Suliemanov tried to lease the first floor of the Toy Works that her Jeep was stolen. She was in the building late one night. The T1 lines had just been hooked up, she was making sure everything worked, got lost on the Internet, and when she came out the lot was empty. It was on a lease and fully insured, so she got another one, but it was still a pain.

Now she was trying to think if there was a way to work it. CityPulse 24 was still calling it road rage, all the anchors whining about what has our city become? It might just disappear, another unsolved homicide in a city with more and more unsolved homicides. She could call him up and say, “Hey, Boris, this is Roxanne Keyes, you tried to lease some space in the Toy Works building down on King? Remember, I didn’t want a strip club in the lobby? Well, anyway, I saw you drive the getaway car in a hit yesterday and I wondered . . .”

What? What did she wonder? Would he just give her money? How much? How would it work? She promises not to go to the cops, and he pays her?

Because she really needed the money. Angus was tired of waiting. If she couldn’t come up with something by the end of the month, he’d . . .

She remembered seeing Angus on a building site take on a guy twice his size. Angus said the guy was stealing from him. The guy was denying it, waving his arms around, shouting, and Angus wouldn’t back down. All the other guys on the site were watching by then, and the guy says to him, “You calling me a liar?” trying to turn it around on him, and Angus just told the guy to get the fuck out and when the big moron wouldn’t, Angus shoved him up against the side of the office trailer, almost knocked the thing off its blocks, and that’s when Roxanne saw the hammer in his hand. She hadn’t even seen him pick it up, he must have had it when he first confronted the guy. He smashed it against the side of the trailer, put a big fucking dent a couple of inches from the guy’s head, and told him to get the fuck off his site. Then he just dropped the hammer and turned around, saw Roxanne. He kind of shrugged and they went into the dented office to look over some numbers.

Now he was just about done with her.

But Boris. This was a guy who drove a Volvo downtown and watched a guy get his head blown off. From the frying pan into the fire.

Then an image of Vince from the online porno place came into her head. She couldn’t believe it, he was sexy all right, but it wasn’t really the time. Then she realized what she was seeing was how calm he was. She could be that calm.

She got the vodka out of the freezer, in there beside a stack of Weight Watchers entrees and a tub of Chapman’s ice cream — chocolate fudge — poured half a glass, added orange juice, and lit a cigarette. She looked out the windows of her condo at Lake Ontario, big and dark on one side, and downtown Toronto, steel and glass and all lit up on the other.

Maybe just run into him, like a coincidence. Meet him somewhere, say, “You look familiar,” something like that. Feel him out, see if he remembered her.

Then she thought, what did he do after the Toy Works wouldn’t lease to him? She remembered he said his club would be classy, upscale, very European, professional dancers. “International,” he’d said.

Roxanne finished her drink and found the yellow pages in a cupboard under the sink in the kitchenette. She sat on a barstool at the breakfast nook and looked under “entertainment,” and saw ads for belly dancers, Strip ‘N’ Tell, clowns, and Hollywood look-alikes. Flipping pages, she saw twenty or more full page ads for escorts and remembered something about most of the ads all being for the same place, a house on Coxwell, some guy and his wife who got arrested last year. Or else entirely new ones were already in the phone book.

She looked under clubs, and found the Blue Jays fan club and a bunch of tennis clubs, and then she looked under nightclubs. She found the Exotica Cabaret, Cheaters Tavern featuring Las Vegas style dancing, Treasures Nightclub, House of Lancaster, the Landing Strip, and Club International.

That would be Boris: Club International, Dixon Road. Looked like he’d opened up out by the airport. Roxanne thought maybe she’d stop by. Then what? Ask to see the owner? The manager? Look in the parking lot for a midnight blue Volvo S80? What if she found him?

What if he remembered her?

What if he’d seen her this afternoon?

That stopped her. Staring at her own reflection in the condo’s windows. It was possible. What if, while she’d been trying to figure out who he was, he’d been figuring out who she was. Thinking, that woman on the patio, I know I’ve seen her some place, but where? Going over everything. She wondered how long she’d had the skirt she was wearing, and the blouse, the Dior. No, it was new. So was her hair, shorter than it had ever been and a lot blonder.

But he’d looked right at her.

Say it would take him a while to realize she wasn’t a stripper. Then he’d go over the professional women he’d met. That’s what she was, and he probably hadn’t met that many. Would the breweries send a female rep to strip clubs? Maybe, they might like that better.

Maybe he’d come looking for her. Could she play it cool like Vince would? Could she say, “Boris, hi, how’ve you been? I see you opened up near the airport. That’s a much better location. I guess you don’t get downtown much.”

But if he did look her up, Roxanne wondered, would she play it cool so he wouldn’t think she was a witness, or would she play it cool so that he’d know she was, but she could be reasonable?

Really, though, what could she do? Call the cops and say, “Oh, I remembered something. It turns out I know the guy who drove the getaway car?” It was possible, but it sounded lame. She didn’t want to turn him in, but she had to have something on him.

The license plate.

Not the whole thing, but what if she could call the cop — what was his name, Loewen? — and say she remembered part of the license number.

He’d say, hey that’s great.

Or maybe he’d say, just like that?

Or, isn’t that lucky.

What did Oprah say, luck is a matter of preparation meeting opportunity?

So here’s some opportunity.

• • •

Khozha said, “Do they all have those big fake tits?”

“If they don’t, they’re hitting me up to pay for them.”

Boris closed the door of the safe in the floor of his office. There wasn’t really anything in it, a little walking-around money, maybe twenty grand, but enough to let someone think he’d found the cash. Boris knew no one would ever find the other safe, the real safe, in the change-room behind the lockers, still he was pissed fucking Anzor had been such trouble. Made him nervous, that much cash just sitting there.

Khozha’d come out of the VIP room. The real VIP room, with the big couch and the lock on the door. This was his third girl since he’d said he wanted to go straight to the airport. Boris couldn’t believe the old man could get it up that many times. Later, he’d ask the girls what he did in there.

“Why don’t you take two of them in there at the same time,” Boris said. “We won’t have this line-up.”

Khozha sat down on the couch across from the desk and said, “And all those fucking studs; navels, eyebrows, fucking studs all over their cunts, their nipples, their faces. Tongues.”

Boris said, “That can be good, on the tongue.”

“They gonna leak out all these holes.”

“They dance naked, they have to decorate themselves somehow.”

“And the fucking tattoos. Teddy bears and flowers and barbed wire and Chink writing. What’s with the Chink?”

Boris said, “I don’t know, it’s spiritual or something.” Then he said, “There’s only a couple more flights tonight. You ready?”

“That one with the really short hair, the crew cut, and the redhead? They go together?”

Boris said, “If you want.”

Khozha said, “Yes, I want,” as he stood up.

The office door opened and a big guy walked in. Over six feet, close to 300 pounds, he looked like a biker trying to look straight in his blue suit and white shirt. He still had his long hair in a ponytail, though, and there were tats on his hands, a spider web and a knife dripping blood.

Boris said, “Khozha, this is Henri, my manager.” He said it the French way, “On-ree,” and the big guy stuck out his hand to shake.

Khozha turned and opened the door to the VIP room. He said, “And bring me another bottle.”

Boris watched the door close, and didn’t want to look at Henri. He moved some papers on his desk and said, “The redhead, what’s her name? Angie, and gi Jane. Send them in together.”

Henri said, “He’s going through every girl we got, your uncle.”

“Yeah, he is.”

“I thought he was going straight to the airport.” Not a question, the way Henri said it.

Boris said, “He likes my club,” letting a little pride show, finally looking up at Henri, waiting for him to say it was his club, too, or some shit like that. Before Boris took it over, the Club International was a sleazy tittie bar called the Galaxie run by Henri and his biker buddies. The chicks were always stoned, and had plenty of attitude. The customers were delivery drivers and raghead cabbies and security guards from the airport. Didn’t even have a VIP lounge.

Now the place was classy. Two main stages, flat screen TV’s running top European skin flicks, and Internet connections in the booths. The clientele was a lot more upscale businessmen — not just guys waiting for flights, a lot of local office guys, regulars. Boris brought in chicks from Poland, Slovakia, Hungary, Romania, all over eastern Europe, good-looking white chicks who knew what their job was and were good at it.

Henri said, “You didn’t have to bring him in, you know.”

There it was, Boris figured. Henri had it so good he didn’t like it. It confused him. He stayed on as the manager, ten per cent owner, booked the girls, kept them in line, and with what Boris paid him plus dealing speed and weed, he made more than he ever had in his life. Still, he was pissed off all the time.

“I need a new car.”

“I know, fuck, it was all over the fucking TV. Middle of fucking King Street.”

Henri had wanted to do it. Said he could take care of that prick bastard Anzor and be done with it. That’s what Boris couldn’t figure. Here was Henri in his thousand dollar suit, taking care of business, paying fucking taxes he was so clean, and he wanted to go and pop some prick when he didn’t have to.

“Saw a chance, took it.”

“Guy from fucking New York, what does he care?”

What do you care, Boris thought, but he shrugged it off. “I want another Volvo, or an Audi.”

“It’s on the way already.”

Boris nodded, pleased. He couldn’t tell about this Henri. Here he was doing everything right, but talking like a hotshot. Maybe he was all talk. Maybe he was glad they brought in Khozha. Really, though, Boris thought, what the fuck do I care? Another year, have a few legit businesses going, and dump this club right back in his fat fucking lap.

• • •

Price swaggered into the bar on Queen West, way past the trendy part of Queen, way out in Parkdale. Crackdale. The place was almost empty, one strung-out hooker in a booth with a skinny guy covered in tattoos, some U of T students playing at being street till they graduated, and a guy at a table by himself at the back.

Loewen said, “He’s only got one hand.”

The guy, Willis, said, “Wow, such powers of perception. You must be a detective.”

Loewen said, “Fuck you.”

“Shit, Price, they teaming you with the best these days. Where’s Maureen?”

“Willis here is a criminal genius,” Price said, sitting down.

“How come he only has one hand?”

“That’s where the real genius comes in, right, Willis?”

Willis shook his head and sighed. The guy had heard his own story so many times.

The waitress came over and Price ordered another beer for Willis, nothing for himself or Loewen.

“I thought you wanted to know about Vladmirski?”

“Sure we do,” Price said. “You see, when Willis here was young and trying to make an honest living as a street dealer, he sees one of those trucks driving down the street, guy inside ringing a bell, that sharpens knives.”

“We don’t get them much on condo row,” Loewen said.

“You missing out, they do a great job. Anyway, Willis here, being the criminal mastermind that he is, figures this guy drives around all day, people pay him in cash, so there’s plenty in the truck. Hard to find a place has more than fifty bucks in the till these days, right, Willis?”

“This Anzor, he had a lot of enemies,” Willis said.

“So Willis gets himself a dull knife and jumps in the back of the truck. Says to the old guy, ‘Give me all your money.’ That what you said, Willis?”

“Fuck you, I’m not telling you shit now.”

Loewen was already starting to laugh.

“Old Stanislaw Woceski, he pulled out a cleaver and cut Willis’s hand clean off.”

“I guess,” Loewen said, “he had some good sharp knives in that truck.”

“That came as a bit of a surprise to the genius here.”

“Knife that sharp, though,” Loewen said, “couldn’t they get the hand back on?”

“You’d think, wouldn’t you? But it fell out of the truck and a dog got it.”

“Fuck you both. This Anzor, gets his head blown off in the middle of the fucking day on King Street, for fuck’s sake. Do you want to know why or not?”

“Someone told you why?” Loewen said.

“No one told me, asshole. I know why.”

Loewen grabbed his one good hand and pulled the fingers back hard.

“Ow, motherfucker, let go.”

Loewen kept up the pressure. “You be nice, Willis.”

“Ow.” He looked at Price. “This what you teaching them now?”

Price said, “What do you know about Anzor?”

“Let go my fucking arm.”

“What do you know about Anzor?”

“Ow. Fuck. He’s an agent, he brings in dancers from Europe for the tittie bars.”

“Just dancers?”

“And hookers. Natashas.”

“Teenagers.”

“Picks them up in Bosnia, or wherever the fuck. Tells them they’re going to be nannies. Puts them to work in massage parlours and trick pads.”

“What else?”

“Ow. Fuck. Deals a little speed and some heroin.”

Loewen kept on pulling the fingers back and Price kept nodding.

“He gets his supply from the bikers. You know, the mayor’s friends? But word got out he was moving more than they were supplying him.”

“We got a new mayor now. And word got out, did it?” Price said.

Loewen said, “It wasn’t bikers who killed him, though.”

Price pulled his sunglasses down on his nose and stared at Loewen.

Willis said, “I know that, asshole.” He looked at Price, “Where’d you find the rocket scientist?”

Loewen let go, and Willis pulled his hand right back to his chest, draping his stump over it for comfort.

“Look, Price, if I know he’s doing this shit, lots of people know. Some of the clubs who used his girls kept them after their work visas ran out, set them up as whores. He got a piece of that. And I heard something about him taking big bags of cash with him when he went to Moscow to get more chicks.”

“So he was skimming from what he laundered?”

“What I’m saying. He had a lot of enemies.”

Loewen started to reach for Willis’ hand again, but he pulled away.

“If all you got is thug man, you not going far. You got to learn some new technique.”

Loewen took his hand again and pulled the fingers back. “Whatever the situation demands.”

“Hey man, I can’t do all your fucking work.”

Price said, okay, that’s good and as they were leaving, Loewen turned back to the table and said, “They ever find the dog?”

Willis didn’t look at him, and Price said, “Tell him.”

Willis said, “It was my own fucking dog.”

“He brought home, what? The little finger and part of the thumb?”

“You’re so fucking funny.”

Loewen said, “So now, when you jack off, it always feels like your own hand, right?”

“So fucking funny.”

Price looked at Loewen and rubbed his thumb over his fingers. Loewen dropped a twenty on the table as the waitress finally brought Willis his beer.
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