

    
        
          Nathan Crane: Look at Me (Chapter V)

        

        
        
          Lucas M. Sawyer

        

        
          Published by Lucas M. Sawyer, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      NATHAN CRANE: LOOK AT ME (CHAPTER V)

    

    
      First edition. March 25, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Lucas M. Sawyer.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233810336

    

    
    
      Written by Lucas M. Sawyer.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Epigraph

Chapter V: Look at Me

Sign up for Lucas M. Sawyer's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
        
            
            When we lose the memory of those we love, a part of who we are is gone.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter V: Look at Me

[image: ]


The Foxhole was dimly lit, the smell of fried food and tobacco hanging in the air. In the back, the constant hum of an old refrigerator. Nathan, seated at the bar, toyed with his lighter, watching the bartender out of the corner of his eye while Riley finished her meal in silence.
"Riley," Nathan whispered, "do you remember Morocco? The fair."

Riley sighed, clearly unenthused.

"I was hoping I wouldn’t have to go through that again."

"I know," Nathan replied. "But I think it’ll help."

"You’re Harry, right?" Nathan said, watching the bartender as he set an empty rum bottle beneath a shelf.

Harry paused for a moment. His shoulders tensed. He took a second before turning around, avoiding direct eye contact, wiping his hands on an apron that had seen better days.

"Yeah, that’s my name. What can I get you?"

"‘Good decisions,’ like the joke goes," Nathan said, glancing at Riley with a faint smile. "Though my partner here says I make bad ones. But hey—know what I am good at? I’m excellent at spotting lies. So tell me, Harry... have you lost a knife recently? Because we found one at the motel we’re staying at."

Harry, who had started wiping down the bar, froze. His fingers tightened around the rag, his knuckles turning white.

"I don’t understand what you’re talking about." Harry looked visibly uncomfortable. His eyes darted for an escape that wasn’t there, like a caged animal.

Nathan leaned forward, letting the flame of his lighter dance for a second before snapping it shut with a dry click.

"That’s interesting, because the knife we found looks a lot like the ones you use to cut those lemons back there," Nathan continued, gesturing toward the counter behind him, where a stained wooden board held dried citrus remnants.

Harry kept scrubbing the bar with unnecessary intensity.

"Okay, I see the problem here. You think you’re not answering, but you already have. Your whole body is giving you away, Harry. Spotting a liar is like watching someone in love when they look at the object of their desire," Nathan said, lowering his voice, almost to a confidential whisper. "The symptoms are identical. Your pulse speeds up, your mouth goes dry, you sweat, your pupils dilate, and you do everything you can to hide something you... can’t contain. The difference is, love makes you feel invincible—and lying... well, lying puts you on the defensive. And you, my friend—" Nathan pointed at him, "—you feel completely cornered."

The bartender took a step back, accidentally knocking into a crate of bottles that clinked for a few seconds.

"You’re not cops. I don’t have to answer any of this, and you can’t accuse me of anything," Harry snapped, trying to regain a firmness and control he no longer had. "So if you’re not ordering anything to drink, finish your food and get out."

Riley set her utensils down on the plate. The metallic sound cut sharply through the silence that had settled around them. She looked up at Harry, her expression cold.

"Harry," she said softly, "Sheriff Dalton authorized us to investigate. A man was murdered on the highway today. So you’ve got two options: you talk to us... or we call Dalton and take this to the station. What’ll it be?"

Harry swallowed hard, the movement of his Adam’s apple slow and strained.

"One second, Harry... Riley—" Nathan leaned toward her and whispered, "If I play good cop and you play good cop... who’s the bad cop? You clearly fit the profile better. I’m charismatic, charming, and you... well, you’re... you know..."

Riley turned her head slowly toward Nathan. Her green eyes were fixed, unshaken.

"No, Nathan, I don’t know. What am I like? Go on..."

"It may sound immodest to say this, but I’m charming. You get those lines between your brows from frowning so much—" Nathan mimicked her expression, furrowing his brow, "—and you give off that ‘Do what I say or I’ll beat the hell out of you’ vibe."

"You’re not modest, Nathan, and you’re not charming. You’re annoying—and by the way, your jokes are terrible."

Harry watched them, completely lost, then started glancing around again, searching for a way out.

Nathan whispered to Riley, "He’s getting ready to run." Riley nodded, already shifting her stance for the sprint.

Harry suddenly slammed the kitchen door open and bolted. Riley had anticipated it—she vaulted over the bar and took off after him.

Nathan stood, dropped some money on the counter, and looked at the patrons watching the scene unfold.

"Sorry about the disturbance," he said. "Apparently she had a few complaints about the food." He shrugged, and the onlookers stared, confused.

Nathan stepped into the kitchen, a narrow space thick with steam and the smell of old grease. He pushed through to the back exit. The alley was dark, barely lit by a flickering yellow bulb hanging above an overflowing dumpster. The ground was coated in damp gravel and mud.

By the time he got there, Riley already had him pinned. She held him face-down against the ground, right beside a pile of broken boards that creaked under the strain of the struggle.

Riley kept the pressure with her knee between Harry’s shoulder blades. He was still breathing hard, his face turned to the side, cheek pressed against the cold ground.

"Don’t scream," she said. "It won’t help."

Harry let out a short, nervous laugh that ended in a dry cough.

"You don’t understand what you’re getting into."

Nathan crouched in front of him, resting his forearms on his knees. The flickering alley light cast long, erratic shadows across his face.

"Then explain it. You talk now, or we take this to the station and you face formal charges. What’s it going to be?"

Harry shook his head.

"I can’t..."

"You don’t want to," Nathan corrected.

"No," Harry repeated, swallowing. "I can’t... breathe."

Nathan gestured, and Riley eased the pressure slightly.

"Start with the knife."

Harry closed his eyes, letting out a shaky breath.

"I didn’t mean to..."

"But you did. Why? Who hired you?"

"I got a phone call," he said. "Three hundred bucks, quick, no one gets hurt. I never met anyone in person. I can’t give you names or point to anyone. They were careful..."

Nathan studied his face and didn’t sense any deception. The fear in Harry’s eyes was too genuine to fake.

"And how did you get the money?"

"It was under my door, in an envelope, the next morning."

"Did you see anyone?"

"I didn’t hear anything. Didn’t see anything."

"And the guys Riley beat up—friends of yours?"

"No. Just a couple of drunk troublemakers."

Riley gradually eased the pressure she had on him and spoke up.

"Do you know anything about the man who was killed on the highway?"

"Only what people are saying. Someone shot him."

"Who?" Nathan asked.

"I really don’t know."

"For now, that’s enough," Nathan said. "But if they contact you again, I want to know before anyone else. Understood?"

"Yeah. I don’t want any trouble."

Riley rose in one smooth motion. Harry got to his feet and brushed off his knees, wiping the dirt from his
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