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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      I adapted this novella, Get Down, as the basis for Dead Air, a full-length novel in one of my other series, the Silence Jones Action Thrillers.

      As an introduction to the other series, you might enjoy checking out the similarities and differences between the two books by grabbing a copy of Dead Air, available in Kindle, Kindle Unlimited, paperback, and Audible formats.

      If you’re a fan of the Dale Conley series, I’m certain you’ll love the Silence Jones series as well. It’s set in the 1990s and features a laconic, shadowy assassin who travels the country, eliminating wicked criminals who have escaped justice.
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        New York, New York

        The 1970s

      

      

      It seemed to Dale Conley that he stared down an armed maniac almost every day of the week.

      Tonight he found himself looking into the nighttime sky at a man on the roof of a townhouse who held a bomb in his hand, dangling it over the street below.

      Dale was on the opposite side of the street, in a park. He crouched in a row of bushes, hidden in the shadows, concealing himself from the muted, orange glow of the streetlights all around him. He aimed his Smith & Wesson Model 36 toward the townhouse roof and yelled out to the man.

      “Put down the weapon!”

      This brought a frightened murmur through the crowd that was watching the events unfold. Dale and his temporary partner hadn’t had time to clear the area before they took their positions. They were at a block of historic brownstone rowhouses in Brooklyn, and while the homes had quickly evacuated when the threat became evident, many of the residents and other locals had lingered. They’d gathered at what must have seemed like a safe distance—at the far end of the block, much farther away from the bomber than Dale—but Dale knew that they very well might still be in danger.

      Because there was no telling how powerful the small bomb in the man’s hand really was.

      The rumble of the crowd grew louder as more people gathered. There was the sound of sirens too, approaching from the distance.

      The man on the roof was in his late forties, wearing a green plaid suit. His light brown hair was parted to a deeply receded hairline, tussled and unkempt. His collar was unbuttoned, tie loosened, shirt untucked on one side. And his face was drowning in fear, uncertainty.

      The device in his right hand was tiny. But nasty. It was a pipe bomb, cylindrical in shape. It likely contained gunpowder—or perhaps match heads or a chlorate mixture. Dale knew a bit about the technicalities of explosives from his training, but in the field, bombs were certainly not his specialty.

      Which was a challenge—because this assignment was entirely related to bombs.

      The man holding the bomb in question was named Porter. Dale had met him earlier in the day. He’d shaken his hand. He’d had a long conversation with him.

      And now Dale was ready to shoot him.

      The droning sound of the sirens was louder, closer, and Dale felt his hands pressing into the grips of his gun. He pulsed his fingers, squeezing out the tension. Next to him in the shadows, also crouching, was Anita Holt. Dale gave a quick glance to his side, checking her position.

      Holt’s eyes were narrowed, both hands on her M1911, which was trained on Porter. She was in her thirties, like Dale, and she had an unassuming, down-to-earth beauty. Her light brown hair was pulled back in a tail, and she wore a white blouse and a pair of tan, flared slacks.

      She yelled out to Porter.

      “Sir! It’s Agent Holt! It’s me. It’s Anita, sir. Please put the device down!”

      Dale squinted as he kept his eyes locked on Porter. He could just see, glistening slightly, the coiled wire running from beneath Porter’s shirt to a device in his ear—his means of communication with Sean Kade.

      Porter cocked his head to the side, listening to the voice in his ear. He then looked down toward Dale and Holt and yelled out to them. “He says if anyone comes close to the building, I’m to drop this bomb.”

      Blue and red lights appeared, bouncing off the brownstone walls. Sirens wailed. Multiple NYPD squad cars came to abrupt stops, tires screeching. There were the sounds of car doors opening, shuffling boots approaching.

      Dale didn’t take his eyes off Porter. He cupped a hand over his mouth. “Do you know where he has your family?”

      Porter shook his head. “No!”

      An NYPD officer in uniform approached, gun drawn. Middle-aged, jowly, a small gut. A megaphone dangled from a cord tied to his belt. “What the hell is going on here?”

      Without turning his gaze away from the building, Dale flashed his badge. Holt did the same. “Dale Conley, DOJ. This is Special Agent Holt with the FBI. And that,” Dale said, pointing to the roof, “is Holt’s boss, Special Agent in Charge Leonard Porter.”

      The cop looked to the building and back to Dale and Holt. He crouched beside them.

      Dale addressed the cop, still not taking his eyes off Porter. “We’re tracking down a former FBI agent. Sean Kade. And now we’ve found ourselves in this situation.”

      Holt leaned past Dale, facing the cop. “Kade was under investigation a year ago. Then he disappeared. Now Kade’s back. And he’s the one who set off the bomb yesterday.”

      The cop’s mouth opened. “The explosion at the federal building?”

      Holt nodded.

      The cop looked up at Porter on the roof.

      “So what the hell is your boss doing up there with a goddamn pipe bomb?”

      Dale finally turned his attention away from Porter and looked at the cop. “He’s being blackmailed. Kade has Porter’s wife and kid.” He snatched the megaphone from the cop’s belt, and before the cop had a chance to protest, he turned back toward the building, speaking through the device. “What are Kade’s demands?”

      Dale’s amplified voice boomed off the walls of the surrounding buildings.

      Porter paused before he replied, listening to his earpiece. Then he shouted down to Dale. “Revenge. He only wants revenge against the Con Edison crooks. Starting with me.”

      “Con Edison?” the cop said. “The utility company?”

      Dale glanced over at him. “Sean Kade is imitating the Mad Bomber of the 1940s and ’50s, George Metesky, the guy who planted bombs all over New York City. Metesky was getting revenge against Consolidated Edison for a workplace injury he suffered. Kade has his own revenge plan against the New York FBI field office.”

      Porter began shouting, much louder than he had so far, almost screaming. “My name is Leonard Allan Porter. I’m the special agent in charge of the New York FBI field office.” He twisted left to right while he spoke, as though addressing the entire area, the crowd. “Six years ago, I embezzled tens of thousands of dollars from a money-laundering investigation. Three years ago, I covered up negligence from two of my agents, accepting bribes from both of them. One year ago, I left one of my agents out to dry, which resulted in his mother’s death. Twice I’ve…” He trailed off. “No, I can’t.” He paused, listening to his earpiece. “Twice, I’ve … I’ve had affairs.” His voice cracked. “I’ve solicited multiple prostitutes. I use cocaine. And evidence of all of this has been sent to every newspaper in the city.”

      Porter’s chin dropped, chest heaved. Dale could just hear the sounds of his sobs over the rumble of the nearby crowd.

      Another uniformed cop—a younger guy, looking fresh-faced and rather overwhelmed—approached from the opposite side, stepping up to Holt. “Ma’am, whats the situation here?”

      Holt leaned away from Dale and began briefing the cop.

      Dale turned back to the building, put the megaphone to his mouth, and was about to speak when he saw something out of the corner of his eye…

      A third NYPD officer was stealthily creeping toward the building, moving behind a line of parked cars.

      Dale looked back up to the roof.

      Porter had seen the approaching cop. He cocked his head to the side, listening to his earpiece again.

      Then his face turned to Dale.

      The two of them made eye contact. Even across the distance.

      Porter mouthed, I’m sorry.

      And he dropped the bomb.

      Dale watched as the small cylinder twisted through the air, headed to the ground.

      He turned. Holt, still talking to the cop, hadn’t seen the bomb.

      Dale jumped on her, bringing her to the ground.

      A wave of sheer energy rushed over him. He felt ripples in his skin. His leather jacket and jeans flapped. There was a flash of bright light through his closed eyelids, and he felt small pieces of debris pepper his backside. The force shoved his and Holt’s combined weight back several inches through the grass.

      Silence then. For just a moment.

      Then Dale heard screams, shouts—from the cops and from the crowd. He opened his eyes.

      Holt was directly below him, looking up at him from the ground. His hands were planted on either side of her shoulders.

      “You’re on top of me, Conley.”

      Dale shrugged, gave her a sheepish grin. “Well, I was thinking of trying to ask you out again. Is this too forward?”

      There was the crack of gunshots behind them.

      Dale quickly rolled off Holt, swinging his gun back toward the brownstone. Cops farther away in the park had opened fire. He looked to the rooftop.

      Porter was nowhere to be seen.

      In the street, two officers were frantically dragging their motionless colleague away.

      Holt scrambled up beside Dale. “Shit! Porter’s gone!”

      “No, he’s not,” Dale said, his eyes darting left and right across the rooftop, looking for movement. Farther away, he saw police snipers taking positions on the roofs of other buildings. “Kade doesn’t want Porter off that rooftop. Not yet. The cops shot at him. Porter’s lying low. Which means he can’t see us at the moment.”

      Dale hopped to his feet.

      “Conley?”

      Dale smiled. “I’ll be back in a jiffy.”

      “Conley!”

      Dale jumped out of the bushes and sprinted toward the building.
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      Sean Kade despised the sound of crying, and at the moment he was surrounded by it, engulfed in it.

      He was in the driver’s seat of a maroon Cadillac Fleetwood, parked at the side of the street, two blocks away from the commotion at the block of brownstone rowhouses, which he was watching through the windshield, transfixed. It was like viewing a movie at a drive-in theater, a movie he’d scripted himself. But the obnoxious bawling all around him was beginning to make the experience feel less like a drive-in and more like a traditional movie theater, some thoughtless person having brought their baby to the screening.

      A pistol was in Kade’s right hand, and it was aimed at a small, screeching girl—about five years old—who sat in the passenger seat. She wore a light blue, floral pattern dress, and her golden hair was in curls. Cheeks pink. Eyes closed. Tears fell to her chest.

      And there was more sobbing coming from the backseat. An adult.

      The combined sound was irritating—the high-pitched squealing coming from beside him and the deeper, sorrowful moans from behind. The up-and-down rhythm of human tears. Two sets. Unsynchronized, creating a discordant unbalance that Kade found grating. It dug into his skull, giving him a slight tension headache. He wanted to yell out at them both to shut up. Shut the hell up! But he wouldn’t. Kade never lost his cool.

      Besides, nothing could possibly spoil his good mood. He was having too much fun. Kade could feel a small smile at the corners of his lips. And while the females’ whining was obnoxious, it was also an indicator of their suffering. Which only made the moment all the more delicious.

      His eyes hadn’t left the brownstone, and when Porter had dropped the bomb a few moments earlier, the explosion had been breathtaking. The initial flash lit the interior of the car. Then there had been a yellow sphere of light, tinged dark around the edges, like a small golden cloud. There was the sound of debris clattering on the street. And, after the flash had subsided, after the smoke had begun to drift away, there was the body of the police officer lying motionless on the street.

      It had been beautiful. Every explosion, Kade believed, was beautiful. And every one was unique. They were like snowflakes. Every explosion was an individual.

      Kade particularly loved that explosions were, for the most part, manmade. Earthly explosions were typically of volcanic origin and, so, very rare. They certainly weren’t everyday events. No, explosions were something Man created and utilized himself. The small explosions within a combustion engine. Gunpowder. Dynamite, cutting through solid rockfaces.

      Kade pushed the button on the walkie-talkie and raised it over his head. He held it like this for a moment before bringing it to his mouth. “Do you hear that? The tears of a daughter and mother. I had a mother once. Remember, Porter? The mother you allowed to die?”

      Porter didn’t respond.

      Which made Kade chuckle.

      At the brownstone, a man dressed in a leather jacket, T-shirt, and jeans and holding a small revolver dashed across the street toward the building. Kade looked back up to the roof. Porter was not there. He had disappeared when the cops had opened fire.

      Kade brought the radio to his mouth again. “Porter, there’s someone running to the building. He’s to the steps.”

      No reply.

      “Do you hear me, Porter? Little Tara wants to know that you hear me.”

      Kade shoved the gun into the girl’s stomach and aimed the radio toward her. She cried louder, as did the woman in the back seat. Warm tears dripped onto Kade’s hand.

      “Daddy…”

      Porter’s scratchy voice came through the radio. “I hear you, Kade! God damn you!”

      “Who is he?” Kade said. “The man who just went to the building. He showed up with Holt.”

      “He’s an expert from a covert group. The Bureau of Esoteric Investigation. Dale Conley.”

      This was the moment Kade had been hoping for. When he had been an FBI agent, Kade had heard whispers of such covert groups—groups with specialized functions who came in and completed a task and were never heard from again. These were the agencies that were made to be forgotten. Kade had hoped that the historical reference he left behind at his first bombing yesterday might summon forth someone from such a group. And since it had, he was pleased.

      He smiled. “Ahhhh. Some sort of expert brought in to decipher the Metesky reference, yes?”

      “That’s right.”

      “Good. I’m looking forward to an intelligent matching of the wits.”

      And he truly was.

      When he started with the FBI, Kade had assumed that he would meet people of his own intellectual caliber. Naturally he was under no misconception that everyone in the FBI would be erudite and well-read. It was a law enforcement agency, after all. He wasn’t expecting to meet many geniuses among a bunch of cops.

      But even then, he’d still found himself absolutely flabbergasted by the overall lack of sophistication among his contemporaries when he began training at the Academy. There had been a few instructors who sparked his intellectual fire, but his fellow cadets had been morons.

      He’d hoped that his first assignment, the New York field office, would provide some welcome change—older individuals who’d had more time to mature, more time to expand their minds. But he was disappointed once more. This had left him alone and ostracized and yearning for any opportunity to rub shoulders with someone as intelligent as him.

      Perhaps now the opportunity had presented itself in the form of this Bureau of Esoteric Investigation agent, Dale Conley. Maybe this man kicking desperately at the front door of the brownstone where Kade had positioned Porter was the cerebral complement Kade had been seeking for so long.

      But first Kade had to see if the guy would survive his initial challenge…

      “Conley will be joining you on the roof any moment now,” Kade said into the radio. “The door, Porter. You know what’s to happen next.”

      There was a pause. Then a long, resigned sigh from Porter.

      His voice came quietly from the radio. “Yes, I do.”
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      Dale smashed his motorcycle boot hard into the door of the brownstone. It was his fourth or fifth attempt, and his foot was starting to ache. There was the sound of splintering along the doorframe, but still the thing just wouldn’t give.

      The building was old and sturdy. Dale was no historic preservationist—though he did hold a degree in history—but he’d still made a rough estimate of the house’s age, placing it around the 1880s. They built stuff to last back then. And, apparently, that included their doorframes.

      He looked to the left. Beside the small set of steps on which he was standing there was an arched-out trio of bay windows. Dale put his hands on the railing and threw his legs over, placing the heels of his boots on the two-inch span of stone opposite the railing. He kept one hand on the railing to steady himself then bent down and put his weight into his hips. He lowered his head and brought his shoulder forward.

      And then he sprang.

      He crashed into the window. Glass shattered around him. Instantly, there was a blaring security alarm, a piercing sound that dug into Dale’s ears.

      His shoulder collided with the hardwood floor, and he smashed into something solid. A small table. It fell over. The decorative plates that had been on top of it crashed to the floor.

      Dale got to a knee, brought the Model 36 in front of him, and swept the gun across the room. There were no lights on in the home, but there was plenty of streetlight coming in through the draped windows. He was in a living area, and to his right was a staircase. The townhouse was clearly a single-family unit, not divided into apartments. That was good. He didn’t risk having multiple families potentially defending their homes. Just one. He called out, yelling over the sound of the droning alarm.

      “Federal agent! I’m making my way through the home! I’m armed!”

      He stood up. His boots crunched on the broken glass, and he dashed toward the stairs. As he did, he took in more of his surroundings, noticing that the townhouse was well-maintained. Great care had been taken to preserve the historic components while still renovating the home to modern standards. There were very expensive looking pieces of yellow and orange furniture. Big shag carpet rugs. Chic adornments on the walls. The place must have cost a fortune.

      As he reached the stairwell, he found a set of light switches at the base. He flipped them. Nothing. Kade must’ve killed power to the whole home, possibly the whole block of rowhouses.

      He bounded up the stairs. At the second floor, he saw three doors—one closed, two open. He yelled out again, just in case.

      “Federal agent!”

      He continued up another flight of stairs, to the third floor, which had a single bedroom door to the side. He rounded the corner to
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