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A Friend in the Glass

By: Gregory Ashe and C.S. Poe


The best mirror is an old friend.


Chapter One

At 4:32 p.m. Rufus O’Callaghan was shadowing a redheaded dipshit with a Dr. Robotnik mustache, who the NYPD referred to as Chad (last name unknown), while he strolled through Union Square’s Greenmarket. The guy was acting like he didn’t have a care in the world. And maybe he didn’t. Rufus just found it odd that a mover in the underground drug trade, whose latest fentanyl-laced coke sales in the city had caused the deaths of at least five people—and so had piqued the interest of the cops—was stopping to literally smell the flowers.

Rufus stood behind the parked van of one of the numerous upstate farmers, its advertising decal simple and to the point: GOAT.

Goat what, though? Goat milk? Goat cheese? Fuck, maybe they sold actual live goats, and some dumbass city folk were trying to decide if a barnyard animal would qualify under the terms and conditions of their lease as a twenty-pound pet.

Rufus tugged his sunglasses off and slid the plastic frames into his pocket. The sun set so fucking early in December. Not even five o’clock and it was dark. Rufus’s therapist thought he needed a SAD lamp.

And he probably did. But Rufus wasn’t about to dump two hundred bucks on a fancy light bulb. Even with a confirmed diagnosis of clinical depression, panic disorder, and PTSD (because Rufus had had a traumatic childhood, in case he wasn’t aware), he still wasn’t going to spend over a month’s worth of food money on a lamp. Especially when Detective Erik Weaver frowned upon Rufus pocketing bodega snacks.

Rufus hunched his shoulders as a gale straight out of the Arctic blew through the Square. Dead leaves, litter, and loose business cards from tabletops were swept up in a little urban twister, only to be deposited a dozen feet away in the frozen, dirty snowbanks lining the sidewalks and streets. Rufus had picked up a new, used, jean jacket from a closet-sized shop on St. Marks after the previous one had been sacrificed to sop up Sam’s blood from a knife wound. This one fit perfectly in the shoulders and arms, even came with a Dead Kennedys pin on the collar, but despite also wearing a black hoodie underneath, two pairs of socks, and his faithful beanie, Rufus was still cold as hell. 

All height and no mass.

Chad waved off a florist’s attempt to sell him a potted chrysanthemum and finally started walking uptown again.

“Thank fuck,” Rufus mumbled as he left the GOAT-mobile. He followed at a distance of about half a block—and was mindful that rush hour was descending upon Midtown—because in a neighborhood where people had money, Chad’s black Canada Goose jacket was starting to blend in with all the others.

A construction worker threw open a site access door in front of Rufus, nearly braining him. Ignoring the redhead, he barked orders toward the street in Spanish, and two more guys in reflective vests and hardhats maneuvered a huge plate of glass across the sidewalk, cutting the foot traffic like a hot knife through butter. Rufus dodged around the farthest guy, swearing all the while.

Chad had vanished so suddenly, he could have been a victim in an episode of Unsolved Mysteries.

Rufus jogged the rest of the block, jumped a river of brown slush on the corner that the street gutters were unable to keep up with after the amount of snow that’d recently fallen, and caught Chad entering a bodega on the corner of Twenty-First and Third. Rufus followed.

The thing about Chad was that the cops had been champing at the bit for him for a while, but there was never enough evidence to prove he’d been the one actually dealing. It was always a “he said, she said” kind of situation. But after those folks had dropped dead, pressure mounted to catch Chad in the act of selling his fentanyl-laced garbage. The NYPD had been scoping out Port Authority, certain Chad would be making his trade-offs there, considering it was such a hotspot for hard drugs in the city, but when they had nothing to show for their time and money, CIs had been called. Specifically, Rufus had been called. And while it wasn’t a particularly thrilling assignment, he knew that the cops—bless their hearts—were playing a game of Marco Polo with a brick wall. So he’d agreed to the job, and within two days, had found Chad.

The bell over the door chimed as Rufus stepped inside the bodega. He wandered down the aisle of processed snack foods opposite the drink coolers. He grabbed a bag of Takis, tore it open, and pulled a few hot sticks out to eat while moseying to the counter. Chad stood there, pretending to read one of the few subway rags still making its money from print editions. He murmured opinions on the headlines to the man behind the counter.

The guy manning the register, his attention mostly on Chad, glanced at Rufus long enough to say, “Buck fifty.”

“Can I get one of those scratch-offs too?” Rufus pointed to the roll of tickets hanging from the wall at the man’s back. “The two-dollar game.” He slid a few dollars across the counter, accepted the lotto ticket, and moved back several steps to a refrigerated deli case. Leaning against the rounded glass, Rufus pocketed the Takis and then dug out a quarter and his burner phone. He turned on the screen and a text message from an unknown number immediately popped up.

GENTLE PATRIOT! JEN NASTA HERE. I’M RUNNING FOR REELECTION, AND I NEED YOUR HELP. ARE YOU REGISTERED TO VOTE IN THE COMING NEW YEAR?

Rufus dismissed the message and tapped the camera app.

Another text notification appeared.

IT’S YOUR AMERICAN DUTY!

And another.

MAKE YOUR VOICE HEARD!

“Fucking Christ,” Rufus whispered.

TYPE Y FOR YES AND N FOR NO. TEXT MESSAGE RATES MAY APPLY.

Rufus swallowed a growl, tapped Y to get the voting bot off his goddamn back, then positioned himself in such a way that while scratching the lotto ticket with the edge of his quarter, he could rest the phone in the bend of his elbow and snap photos of Chad dealing coke to the bodega guy who had a face full of acne scars. Rufus tap, tap, tapped the phone’s screen, picture after picture with the location, date, and time metadata turned on, catching Chad not so discreetly passing drugs in a fumbling handshake.

HELP US MAKE AMERICA SAFE AGAIN BY DONATING NOW.

“Fuck,” Rufus said, this time loud enough that he saw Chad, from the corner of his eye, turn to look. So Rufus blurted out, “I didn’t win.”

Chad said something that sounded suspiciously like “Dumbass fag” before he saw himself out.

Rufus tore the lotto ticket into a few pieces and shoved the confetti into his jacket pocket. As he passed the cashier, he said, “Have a good night.”

“Whatever.”

When Rufus stepped outside, Chad had already disappeared into the evening crowds. Opening a blank text message, he put in Erik’s number from memory, dropped a map with a pin, then flooded the detective with the still photos he’d taken.

Erik responded within a minute—a thumbs-up emoji.

Having earned his paycheck for the week, Rufus put his hands into his pockets, about-faced, and started the long walk home.


Chapter Two

The honking on the street below never stopped. Sirens, twenty-four / seven. The radiators were always clanking, the pipes rattling, the boiler occasionally booming, the whole building like a pressure cooker about to blow. Jeopardy! at four from the apartment below. Duran Duran from the shit-for-brains next door, at any hour of the day, whenever the fancy struck him. Which begged the question, in Sam Auden’s humble opinion, of who the fuck had ever been struck by the need to listen to Duran Duran.

Sam thought maybe he needed to get out of the house.

Well, house was a generous term. He needed to get out of the apartment. The studio apartment. The small studio apartment. The tiny little fuckhole, if he was being technical, that in the greatest city in the world apparently was considered a reasonably sized space to live.

Ok, he thought. Maybe he needed to get out of the city.

Instead, he did the dishes, which were left over from the spaghetti Rufus had thrown together the night before and which were starting to smell. Nobody else might have noticed yet, but he did, and it was worse in the cramped quarters. He soaked the plates and the pot. He scrubbed the hardened red sauce with the brush. Then he went for the sponge. When that didn’t work, he banged the pot on the stainless-steel rim of the sink and muttered, “Fuck this shit.”

Scummy water, greasy with olive oil and speckled with tomato pulp, splashed across his shirt and jeans. The combination of the wet warmth and the smell sent him into overload. It wasn’t a panic attack, but in some ways, it felt like one. Racing heartbeat. Hyperfocused sensory awareness. The need to crawl out of his fucking skin, that was another good one. He clutched the countertop, knuckles blanching, and focused on his breathing until he felt a little less fried and a little more human.

The fluoxetine had been helping. But this was the city that never shut its fucking eyes, never gave a guy a break.

Stripping out of the soiled clothes, Sam told himself the meds did help. Still helped. He showered with Dr. Bronner’s Pure Castile Bar Soap, Baby Unscented, which sounded in his head like something a traveling medicine man might hawk from the back of a stagecoach. Lukewarm water. Pressure so low it might as well have been dripping out of the showerhead. He dried off with the towel that was perpetually damp and changed into clean clothes: jeans, a white tee inside out, socks inside out, boots.

The hamper was starting to smell too, so he added the clothes that were the victim of spaghetti water and carried the whole load downstairs to the laundry in the basement. He only had enough quarters for one load, so he packed the drum tight. Then he realized he’d forgotten the soap; he was still used to laundromats where he could buy it when he needed to. He left the clothes in the washer and hiked up the five flights of stairs. He got the detergent, some sort of free and clear gentle stuff that Rufus had found on sale, and took it back downstairs.

The washer was now chugging dourly. The clothes he’d loaded lay in a heap on the floor. He opened the washer’s lid, saw the Under Armour shorts and the Nike tanks, and decided that he was going to murder Gym Bro, 2A.

Some big-hearted super had, at some point, added a plastic chair to the laundry room. It had a wonky leg, and the one time Sam had sat in it, it had made a noise that had given Rufus something to laugh about for a week. Sam dropped into the seat, ignoring the metallic squeal of protest. He studied the laundry room. The two-tube fluorescent strip overhead had a cracked acrylic panel, and one of the tubes fluttered intermittently. On the far wall, Mrs. Costello had tacked red-foil letters that spelled out MERRY CHRISTMAS AND HAPPY HOLIDAYS. The artificial perfume of 2A’s detergent was underlain by the smell of perpetual moisture—something between mildew and wet wool, which Sam suspected was coming from the floor drain. The washer’s motor groaned as the drum spun. A pipe clanked. He’d heard fags burned in hell. Nobody had warned him about winters in Manhattan.

Rufus would be home. Eventually. If whatever he was doing—snooping, snitching, digging up dirt he could sell to Erik Weaver, his handler at the NYPD—didn’t keep him out late. And that was good. That was great. They’d talk. And Sam would ask about Rufus’s day. But then Rufus might want to go out for pizza. Or he’d want to see the library. Or it was the free day at a museum he hadn’t visited recently. And that would mean the subway, the smell of piss, the heat of bodies and trapped air, the stink of sweat trapped in winter coats. Or the sidewalk, the patterns Sam couldn’t suss out, taxis cutting through crosswalks, the flash of electric signage.

He closed his eyes. He pictured Arkansas. Outside Eureka Springs. April. The bluegrass coming back to life. The sound of a semi pounding past, the silent skitter of the gravel on the shoulder. A wall of air pressing against his cheek. Cow dung. The cottonwoods like old women bending over a creek far off in the pasture. The soundtrack was Howlin’ Wolf, and he was howling right after that smokestack lightning hit. Why don’t you hear. Why don’t you hear me cryin’.

That was when the chair gave out, and Sam landed on the leg where he’d been shot two months before.


Chapter Three

The phone call came the next morning while they were still in bed.

Sam fumbled through the strata of blankets, trying to find the source of the buzzing, eyes still bleary with sleep. “God damn it. If this is Weaver again because you two got your signals crossed….”

Rufus responded with what sounded like a snore.

By the time Sam’s fingers closed around the phone, it was on the fourth ring. He blinked at the unknown number and let the call go to voicemail. He played the message a moment later.

The woman had obviously started speaking too soon, and the words were clipped with hurry. “—Shareed Baker, and I have information I think you’ll be interested in. I’m going to call you again in five minutes. If you’re smart, you’ll pick up.”

As if Rufus had only just registered Sam’s comment, he asked, “Why’d Erik call you?”

“Not Erik,” Sam said. He dropped down on the pillow and scratched Rufus’s back as he studied the phone. The apartment was somewhere between see-your-breath and freeze-your-balls-off; in another hour, when the radiators kicked on, it would hover right below hell’s-eternal-flames and right above simmering-in-your-own-swamp-ass. Pauly Paul had either died or passed out, because their floor was quiet, and the city was a cicada song just getting started.

Five minutes later, the phone buzzed in his hand.

“Hello?”

She was already talking with that same frenetic speed. “—name’s Shareed Baker. Who is this?”

“How did you get this number?”

“Is this Sam Auden?”

“Let’s say it is. I’m going to ask you again: how did you get this number?”

Her breathing sounded thin. “I’ve got something you want.”

“I doubt that. I’m hanging up now.”

“Stonefish.”

A horn blatted on the street.

Rufus had turned his head as Sam spoke in clipped sentences. He pushed himself up, asking, “Sam?”

Sam shook his head.

“Yeah,” the woman who called herself Shareed said in his ear. “I thought that’d get you.”

“What do you know about Stonefish?”

“That’s going to cost you. But it’s good.”

“What do you—”

“A hundred thousand dollars. Bring it to—”

The laugh broke out of Sam, all glass edges and bitterness. “Who the fuck is this, really? A hundred thousand dollars. Nice.”

The silence on the other end of the call had a confused quality to it. “Well, make me an offer.”

“Ok, let’s see, my boyfriend owes me something in the four-digit range. So, how about, zero fucking dollars and zero fucking cents. Quit wasting my fucking time.”

Rufus sat up on his knees. “Don’t tell people I owe you money.”

“Ten thousand,” Shareed said.

“Give me a break,” Sam said. “You don’t have anything.”

“That’s not what Lew Frazer thinks.”

Sam realized he was clutching the sheet. He forced himself to release it. “If you’ve got something, and if it’s as good as you say it is, I could scrape together a couple of thousand. If. I’m going to be the judge of that.”

“Two thousand. In advance.”

Sam grunted. He did a mental tally, his savings versus the current expense of living in a city where sometimes a hot dog cost six fucking dollars. He lowered the phone to his chest and asked Rufus, “Is the BlueMoon ok for a meet?”

Rufus was frowning. “You’re not gonna bring some shitstain in there, are you? I don’t want Maddie getting caught up in something.”

“I don’t know.”

“Can I come?”

Nodding, Sam raised the phone and said, “There’s a place called the BlueMoon Diner.”

This time, the silence was fractional before she blurted, “Eleven. No, ten thirty.”

“Ten thirty,” Sam said and disconnected.

“Who was that?” Rufus asked before Sam could even set the phone aside.

“I don’t know.” Sam scooted to the edge of the bed, stood, and got his jeans—folded—out of his ruck. As he stepped into them, he said, “She called herself Shareed.”

Rufus climbed off the bed and nearly face-planted after getting twisted in the sheets. He threw the blankets back onto the mattress before asking, “You don’t know who you’re meeting, but they want money? For what, exactly?”

“Information.”

Rufus grabbed his jeans from the floor—the knees had been blown out from years of wear and tear. “It’s always a lot of fun trying to make sense of your vagueness.”

As his head popped through the collar of the t-shirt, Sam said, “When I got out. When I left the Army, I mean. You remember what that dickhole said? All those dead soldiers?”

“I remember. We had a fight about it.” Rufus pawed through a pile of laundry before yanking free a long-sleeve thermal with a hole at the collar. “So it’s information about dead soldiers?”

“Maybe.”

This time, Rufus looked at Sam. “Are we going to fight about it again if I ask for answers that are more than one word? I mean, ‘information’ was good. Three syllables, even. But some rando calling at the ass-crack of dawn, demanding money in exchange for sus intel is not how I like starting the day.”

“I don’t know what she has.” Sam dug through the ruck again and considered the Beretta M9. After a moment, he slid it behind the waistband at the small of his back and pulled the long t-shirt over it. Under his coat, it would be invisible. “Hurry up. I want to watch the diner until the meet.”

They took a taxi. The back of the cab smelled like body odor and an animal stink like livestock; the driver was a shriveled white man with stringy hair to his shoulders, and Sam guessed he had chosen to be part of the problem rather than part of the solution. In morning traffic, it took them fifteen minutes to get to Hell’s Kitchen. They stopped three blocks away from the BlueMoon, Sam paid the driver, and they got out.

The wind sliced off the Hudson, shrieking up the concrete canyons, and Sam was grateful for the heavy Patagonia jacket. Rufus, on the other hand, huddled inside his hoodie and jean jacket, looking more miserable with every passing second. Sam’s watch said eight forty-five, which meant too long for Rufus to stand outside.

“Suggestions?” Sam asked.

“We park our asses inside and drink some too-strongly-brewed coffee.” Rufus put a hand on his head to keep from losing his beanie in a passing gale.

“I want to see if she brings anyone with her. Or if she has anyone following her.”

“On the Richter scale of paranoia, you’re kinda cranked up to eleven.”

“There,” Sam said, nodding at a Dunkin’ Donuts with a plate-glass window that offered a sight line on the BlueMoon. 

He heard Rufus sigh, but he chose not to acknowledge it.

Inside, the air smelled like fryer oil, yeast, and confectioner’s sugar. A handful of customers, mainly older men but a few women, stood in line. One of the men wore a CPO jacket with iron-on letters that spelled out FUCK SATAN PRAISE JESUS on the back. A woman in a plastic hair-coloring cap was frowning at the jacket, probably deciding whether or not to throw in with the Prince of Darkness. The girl behind the counter was white, pregnant, and no older than sixteen. She looked like she needed a few of the donuts herself.

“How many?” Sam asked when it was their turn.

“Three of those chocolate ones with the sprinkles,” Rufus said while pointing at the donuts in the glass case. “And I should get a coffee too, for being dragged out of bed.”

“How big of a coffee,” Sam asked, “and how expensive?”

The answer turned out to be very and only moderately. Sam added a plain glazed for himself, as well as a small black coffee. Then they took their place at the window. The woman in the hair-coloring cap hung around too, working on a paper tray of donut holes—or munchkins, or whatever they were calling them now—and occasionally massaging her hair through the cap, as though afraid the follicles might not absorb every drop of Thoroughbred Pony or whatever the hell color she’d chosen.

Rufus had managed to shove an entire donut in his mouth on the first try, although in his defense, Sam felt the donuts were mostly air to begin with. Rufus took a sip of coffee after, then asked, “So this Shareed lady is in the Army?”

“I don’t know.”

“Wouldn’t she be? If she’s got information on something that happened when you were active duty?”

“I don’t know.”

Rufus rolled shut the top of his donut bag, put a hand on his hip, and asked, “What do you know, then? No. What do you know that you’re also going to tell me? You didn’t want to talk about it before, and that’s fine. It’s whatever. But now we’re creepin’ from inside a donut shop and I feel like I deserve to know why.”

On the street outside, a bike courier flew past, ringing his bell and shouting at a middle-aged man pulling a shopping cart full of books into the street. The wind rapped against the glass.

“It was a training accident,” Sam said, and he was surprised to hear his own voice perfectly level. “The nickname was Stonefish; someone said that was the internal name for the project, but I don’t know if that’s true. They were amphibious vehicles, supposed to be a significant upgrade with all the MRAP advancements we had to figure out in Iraq and Afghanistan. The next best thing from Conasauga Solutions. It stormed; the NWS issued a flash flood warning, but they either didn’t know or they didn’t care. Two of the vehicles capsized. Fourteen soldiers drowned.” His breath fogged the glass, and then the patch of fog shrank, and then it was gone. “Someone I… cared about died. He was an NCO. A sergeant. Not when they capsized. Shit, I am telling this all wrong. They said it was his fault. He killed himself.” His hands were shaking, and he steadied them against his legs. “Went—that was his name—Went wouldn’t have done that. Ordered them to cross if it wasn’t safe. He was always cautious. Too careful for a soldier. I thought the whole thing smelled wrong. Lew Frazer had just made captain, and he was the golden boy, his star on the rise. I asked too many questions. Nobody liked that. I left because….” Because of Went. Because of the MPs who showed up at my door. Because of the warning passed word of mouth that I was fucking myself over every time I asked another question. Because I realized it didn’t matter; Went was gone.

He replayed his words. He heard his own rambling attempts to explain. Face hot, he stared through the washed-out reflection in the glass and at the street beyond.

Rufus shifted, met Sam’s gaze briefly in the window, then he seemed to focus on BlueMoon across the street. His free hand found Sam’s and gave it a squeeze. “How much was this Shareed lady asking for? A hundred thousand?”

A barking laugh escaped Sam. “She’s new to this. Or not good at it. Or both. She had no idea how much to ask for.” He hesitated and said, “She used Lew’s name. She knew I’d bite.”

Rufus’s eyes cut across the glass once more, this time lingering on Sam’s reflection. “If you left the Army years ago, what’s any of this matter? In October—that guy Jonny—he said Lew had been looking for you. But why? What’s it matter?”

The question had a jack-in-the-box answer, and Sam wasn’t ready for that, so he settled for saying, “It matters to me.”

The conversation stalled there. On the other side of the glass, the city thrummed with an energy that Sam felt totally cut off from. Twice he spotted women he thought might be Shareed approaching the BlueMoon, but neither woman entered the diner. Ten thirty crept past. Then eleven.

The teen mom behind the counter said they needed to order something or get out.

“Where the fuck is she?” Sam muttered as he paid for sausage-egg-and-cheese croissants.

By twelve thirty, he gave up and jerked his head at the door, and Rufus followed him out into the cold.


Chapter Four

“Shareed’s on my shit list,” Rufus said, a plume of white settling in the air on an exhale. The door to Dunkin’ Donuts fell shut behind him with a clang of jingle bells that hadn’t been removed postholiday. “Give her a call. Better yet, let me. I’m going to tell her how much I appreciate losing out on a morning quickie.” Rufus held his hand out expectantly.

Sam pulled up the call log, hesitated, and then passed over the phone.

Rufus tapped the most recent number and put the phone to his ear.

“Cyber 44,” a woman said in an overanimated voice.

“Uh, is this Shareed?” Rufus asked.

“Shareed? No, this is Kim.”

“Is Shareed there?”

“I think you have the wrong number, buddy. Shareed doesn’t work here.”

Rufus glanced at Sam while asking, “Hang on, what am I calling? Is this a sex hotline?”

“We’re a fucking internet café, you asshole.” Kim hung up.

Rufus pulled the phone away. “Shareed called from an internet café.” He brought up the browser on Sam’s phone, typed in the business name, then said, “Just south of us on Forty-Fourth Street.”

Sam frowned. “She’d be stupid to still be there.”

Rufus was scrolling through Cyber 44’s website. “They have an actual café inside, with something called Buckaroo Coffee on the menu… four shots of espresso, six pumps of vanilla syrup—God. Maybe Shareed couldn’t make it because she had a heart attack from the coffee.” Rufus tucked the phone into Sam’s pocket. “We can go check,” he suggested. “See if she’s dead in a little computer booth.”

“Jesus Christ,” Sam said as he nudged Rufus to start walking. “This fucking city.”

Rufus led the way downtown toward West Forty-Fourth. The cross streets were heavy with early afternoon foot traffic: tourists lost in the pursuit of Times Square, delivery employees pulling carts heavy with packages, and bike messengers swerving in and out of traffic, creating chaos for everyone in their wake. Things were a bit calmer between Ninth and Tenth Avenue at least. There was the drone of ever-constant construction, sure, but Rufus and Sam also passed by quiet apartment buildings—their fire escapes heavy with pristine snow—ground floor storefronts advertising morning yoga and evening dance lessons, a wine bar that didn’t open until five o’clock, as well as a bougie-looking secondhand furniture store selling fashionable accent pieces at price points that were most certainly not what Rufus thought of when secondhand shopping.

On the corner of Forty-Fourth and Tenth, across from a UPS drop off and nearly engulfed by overhead scaffolding, was a dark window with a neon light advertising: Cyber 44. A Pride flag, almost entirely covered in a thick layer of dust, hung lopsided underneath it.

“I don’t trust this place’s health grade,” Rufus said. “Shareed definitely died here.”

“At least she died supporting the homos.” Sam yanked the door open. “After you.”

“Such a gentleman,” Rufus said while walking in. He pulled his sunglasses off, the café so dim he would have likely collided with a table before seeing it.

A counter, barely big enough for the register and ancient laptop beside it, was shoved into the far left corner and currently unoccupied. Deeper inside was what looked like individual desks set up with towers, monitors, and gaming chairs that once upon a time had been nice but were now reaching the ends of their lifespan. Rufus didn’t see any coffee bar. Tiptoeing into the dark space, Rufus moved all the way to the end before turning and casually walking back toward the door so he was able to study the illuminated faces of café patrons.

“Excuse me?” that same excited, almost aggressive, voice said into the quiet.

Rufus stopped, looked behind him, and saw a middle-aged woman approaching. She was holding a broom and dustbin and was what they called big boned. She had short black hair and wore some t-shirt with a logo Rufus assumed was for a video game. “Just looking for a friend,” he said quickly.

“You gotta pay if you come into this area—hang on. Did you just call?”

“Just?”

“A few minutes ago?”

“Like ten or fifteen,” Rufus answered.

“I am not running a sex line!” Kim shouted, startling a few patrons, but otherwise they didn’t get up from their chairs. “This is an upstanding business! Get out, you skinny little shit.”

Rufus backed up the








































OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
0.5. POE





