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You've been my friend for over thirty years

And are still teaching this old dog some new tricks
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Author’s Note:
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Welcome to the new edition of The Night Chicago Died – A Justice Security Novel.  This novel was previously published in Kindle Worlds, was exclusive to Kindle Worlds, and teamed Justice Security with another fictional world by another author.  With the demise of Kindle Worlds, rights to the story reverted back to me.  The author whose characters were teamed with mine told me that I could re-work my story without his characters.  I’ve done that.

If you’ve purchased the story when it was in Kindle Worlds, you basically already have the story.  It hasn’t changed.  The only changes have been to introduce my own characters that work with the Chicago Police Department.  So, if you already have the story in its old form, it’s not too late to ask for a refund.

If you haven’t read the story because of that retailer’s exclusivity of the story, you are in for one slam-bang ride, as Justice Security’s mortal enemy, Esteban Fernandez, attempts to take over Chicago, in this eighth story in the Justice Security series.

You’ll also meet Lieutenant Mickey Rooney.  She is no relation to the actor, and her actual given name is Michelle.  Her current partner is Detective First Grade Sam Tanner, and her old partner, now a private detective, is Manny Salazar.  I like these characters, and, at some point, I plan to tell the story of the Corn Flakes Killer...but not for a little while.

So, turn the page or swipe your finger on the screen, and let’s get this show started!

T. M. Bilderback
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Chapter 1
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Tim "Skanky" Sanders danced from foot to foot, waiting for his supplier to show up.  It was a cold, windy night for early November, and snow was forecast for overnight...three inches.  Not really worth mentioning for Chicago, but Skanky came from a city further south, and wasn't used to Chicago winters.  Even after five years, Skanky was having trouble keeping warm.

Jesus Christ, when is he coming? thought Skanky to himself.  He said ten.  Ten PM, and it's five past now!  I got people waiting for some new shit, and this damn street corner is damn cold!

Tim Sanders sold things.  Meth, heroin, coke, pot, uppers, downers, oxys, hydros, Xanax, Valiums, over-the-counter cold medicines (for the do-it-yourselfers), even aspirin, if somebody wanted it.  Skanky didn't care.  He was everybody's street dealer.  Sometimes, he sold to cops, and he sold to them at a fair price.  It kept him from getting busted.

Sanders got the nickname "Skanky" from his days selling in Hooker Hollow in that southern city.  Hooker Hollow was really Third Street on any map, but city locals called it Hooker Hollow because of the business conducted there.  The hookers along Hooker Hollow all bought their shit from Sanders, but they all agreed that he was too "skanky" to have sex with...unless they needed what Sanders had and were a little short of money.  Then, they'd pay Skanky with a quick blowjob or a fast roll in the hay, depending on the cost of what they needed.  Sometimes, what the hookers wanted was a little more expensive than what the hookers had to offer, so Skanky came up with another idea.  Customers of the hookers often talked about things during pillow talk...things that could be used.  Sold, even.

Skanky became a seller of information.  Most of the hookers became very adept at getting information from their clientele, along with their clients' names, and they would pass it all along to Skanky in exchange for what they needed.

Skanky's sex life dried up, but the money poured in like water.

Skanky sold information to anyone about anything.

Women began looking to Skanky to find out if their men had been paying for what they could have had at home.  Men looked to Skanky to find out the same information about their women.  Skanky sold information to private investigators – Nicholas Turner was a good customer, along with some of the people from Justice Security.  Cops would pay for information about a person of interest, and Skanky sold it to them.  Ten minutes later, Skanky would try to find that person of interest, and sell them the tip that the cops were looking for them.

One type of information never left his lips.  He never ratted out the hookers that traded with him.  Pimps would come around, asking if their hookers were holding out on them, and Skanky would always answer that they weren't.  Since the hookers were run by these pimps, and the pimps were run by the Giambini crime family, Skanky did what he could to protect his sources of information.

Finally, five years ago, Skanky was given a piece of information by one of his most dependable hookers.  One of the tidbits of information he had sold to the cops had thwarted a job that the Giambinis were about to do.  Mickey Giambini himself had ordered that Skanky be killed.

As soon as the hooker had walked away, Skanky had walked away, too.  He didn't even stop to pack.  He got into his rattletrap car, stopped to retrieve most of his cash from his bank's safety deposit box, and drove north.  He finally settled in Chicago.  He felt confident that Mickey Giambini would not bother with him as long as he stayed there.

It didn't take long for Skanky to begin peddling drugs again.  It was how he started out, and it was decent money.  The crime families in Chicago were much more calm and businesslike...not unpredictable like Mickey Giambini.

A few days later, through a phone call to a friend, Skanky found out that the hooker that had given him the information about Giambini's intentions had been beaten to death.

Skanky now stayed away from selling information.  A guy could get killed that way.

This evening, Skanky had received a phone call from the Tinker.  Tinker was his main supplier, and had told Skanky to meet him at ten o'clock on this lonely corner on the South Side.

"You sound a little out of breath, Tinker," said Skanky.  "You okay?"

Tinker's voice sounded strained.  "Yeah, I'm okay, man...just a little winded from the stairs."

"Okay, Tinker, I'll be there."

Skanky looked at his watch.  Okay, it's ten past now.  I'll wait another five minutes, then I'm outta here.

A hand touched the sleeve of his coat, and Skanky jumped, yelling, "Hey!"  He whirled around to see who had touched him.

A man and a woman, both customers, were standing behind Skanky.

"I'm sorry we scared you, man," said the man.  He and the woman were both dressed in what used to be snappy designer clothing, but had been neglected and misused since they had both become his customers.  "We followed you.  We're looking for a little quartz...we need it pretty bad."

The woman nodded her agreement with what the man was saying.  "We have money."

Skanky shook his head.  "I'm dry right now.  I can't help you, but...I'm supposed to meet my supplier here any minute now.  He won't stop if he sees anybody else here."  He thought for a minute.  "Tell you what – why don't you two go hide in the alley there."  He pointed to the alley directly behind them.  "Get behind the dumpster.  You can watch, but if he sees you, he probably will kill you!"  He wouldn't, thought Skanky, but he might steal my business.  Prick.  "Then, when he's gone, I'll fix you right up."

The couple nodded, desperation showing in their faces and their eyes.  They turned briskly, went into the alley, and got behind the dumpster.

Not bad.  The only reason I can see them is because I know they're there.

As Skanky completed this thought, headlights began coming down the deserted side street.  A long, sleek, black limousine pulled to a stop under the streetlight, with the back door even with Skanky.

What the hell is this?

The limo driver, a Hispanic man, got out and opened the rear door.  His passenger got out of the limousine.  He was average height and well-dressed, with a tailored suit, neatly trimmed hair and beard, and manicured nails.  His hair was mostly gray, with a few spots of black showing at the temples and in a couple of places in his beard.  His complexion was dark beige, and his eyes were black, and rarely blinked.

"Buenos noches," said the well-dressed man.

"I don't speak Spanish, buddy," replied Skanky.  He couldn't stop staring at the man's eyes.  Skanky thought that the man might blink sometime, but, if he did, Skanky couldn't see it.

"Then I will speak English, so that you may understand me."  The man wore light goatskin gloves, and began taking them off as he talked.  "You are the one they call 'Skanky'?"

"Who wants to know?"

The man moved his head in acknowledgement.  "I do, senor."

"What are you, a cop or something?"

"No, I am not an officer.  Not in this country."

"Yeah, well, look, it's been nice talking to you, but I got an appointment..."

"Yes, I know."  The man put his gloves into his coat pocket.  "Your appointment is with me."

Skanky eyed the man from head to toe.  "You aren't the Tinker."

The man smiled broadly.  The smile was almost a rictus, and Skanky thought this man had a close resemblance to a shark.  It unnerved him, but he wouldn't let it show.

"No, senor, I am not the Tinker.  Do you know who I am?"

Skanky, curious now, shook his head.  "Haven't got a clue."

The well-dressed man reached inside his coat as he spoke.  "Me llamo es Esteban Fernandez."

At first, Skanky didn't recognize the name.  But, as the seconds wore on, and the file cabinets inside his slow-moving brain opened, realization came to him.

This man was the insane Mexican drug cartel leader that carried the rank of General in his home country.

This was the man responsible for wiring the championship boxing match back in his old city with explosives.  Had they exploded, thirty thousand people would have either died or been injured.

This was the man that built a nightclub that was really a Venus flytrap, sprung to try to capture Joey Justice and Misty Wilhite, and that killed dozens of people, including the mayor.

This was the only man that Mickey Giambini feared.

This man was facing him now, smiling with a predator's grin.

Skanky's bladder let go as his fear grew into a living thing.

"So you see, Skanky, I have come to Chicago to...organize things.  You understand, of course.  And I no longer require your services."  Fernandez drew a gun from his coat and shot Skanky three times through the heart.

As Fernandez fired the third shot, and Skanky was falling to the ground, a taxi turned the corner into the deserted street.  Fernandez turned to face the taxi.

The taxi driver quickly realized what was happening, even as Fernandez was aiming his gun at the passing vehicle.  The driver began muttering, "ohshitohshitohshit."  He floored the gas pedal, and began weaving back and forth across the narrow street, trying to leave the area quickly with his life intact.

It was enough.  Fernandez had fired seven rounds at the retreating taxi, but missed the driver.  The taxi turned left at the first opportunity, and the driver used his cell phone to call the police.

"Hijo de puta!" shouted Fernandez.

The limousine driver, Felix Juarez, said, "Come, Esteban.  He will call the policia.  We must go now."

"Yes.  Again, Felix, you are correct.  We have much to do."

As the limousine drove away, Skanky's two customers came out from behind the dumpster and stepped cautiously out of the alley.  They were holding hands tightly, staring at the cooling, unmoving body.

They were still standing there as the first two black-and-whites arrived.
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The black-and-whites had already taped off the area surrounding the body when I got to the scene.  A few brave souls had come outside in the cold, windy night to stare at the dead man lying on the sidewalk.

Maybe they were hoping he would sit up and say, "April Fool!"

As I eased my 1998 Beetle to the curb and parked behind a taxi, I wondered why tonight was so busy.  This was the third shooting that we'd been called to.  All of them were street dealers.

You'd think the cold would keep people inside.

My partner, Detective First Class Sam Tanner, had gotten here first, and was talking to a couple of people that were holding hands and huddling close together on the sidewalk, inside the "Crime Scene" tape.  I checked the cord that held my star to make sure that it hadn't frozen and broken off.  It was still intact.  I was a little disappointed.

I still hadn't taken the time to buy a new winter coat, and my London Fog trench coat over my blazer still didn't keep me warm.  Add the slight limp from the almost healed bullet wound in my leg – compliments of the Corn Flakes Killer – and I was a little on the moody side.

I passed under the line and stopped to look at the body.  A uniformed officer that I didn't know was standing guard, making sure that the body remained dead.  The Medical Examiner hadn't arrived yet.  With two other bodies, it looked like it might be a while before he did arrive.

I lifted the tarp that one of the officers had used to cover the body.  Three shots to the heart, all less than an inch apart, in a perfect triangle.  Even at close range, that was some fancy shooting.  And the wounds and spacing were identical to the other two victims.

I put down the tarp and caught my partner's attention.  He said something to the couple, and then walked over to me.

"What took you so long, Mickey?  You stop for ice?"

"Don't let the chattering teeth fool you.  I'm as warm as a convenience store pizza right now."

"Clearly, you haven't been to Tony's Pizzeria lately.  I don't think their pizzas are warm even straight from the oven."

I indicated the victim.  "Do we know who he is?"

Sam shook his head, jowls looking a bit like Jello as his head moved.  Tiny icicles had formed in his salt-and-pepper moustache from the moisture in his breathing.  "I haven't looked for ID because the ME hasn't gotten here yet.  But, according to the two witnesses, the victim is Skanky Sanders."

"I'm supposed to know who that is?" I asked.

"I called it in.  If it is Sanders, he's a street dealer.  Been busted a couple of times, never prosecuted.  Evidence seemed to disappear both times."

I knew what that meant.  It meant that this guy sold to a few cops.  And they kept him out of trouble in exchange for low prices.  I shook my head.

"Witnesses?" I asked.

"We got lucky on this one.  We got three.  Those two," he pointed at the huddled couple, "saw the whole thing, and heard one of the two men say the name 'Esteban'.  'Esteban' called the other man 'Felix'."  He pointed to the taxi.  "The taxi driver drove by as the shooting happened.  The perp shot at the taxi several times, but missed the driver.  His description of the shooter matches the couple's."

"Why were those two out?" I asked as I pointed to the couple.

"Sanders was their dealer.  They were looking to score a little meth."

I noticed their clothes.  At one time, they had been expensive and stylish.  Now, they were shabby and worn.  Meth does that to a person.  It lures you in, chews you up, and spits you out as a rotten mess.

I tried not to look too intimidating as I walked over to speak to the couple.  I had decided not to be too "authoritative" as I spoke with them.  Always the helpful cop.  Yep, that's me.

"Hi, folks.  My name is Lieutenant Rooney.  Call me Mickey."

The man snickered.  "You're kidding, right?"

I sighed.  This was getting old.  I took my badge case from around my neck, and showed both of them my official ID card.  Lieutenant Mickey Rooney, CPD.  Short for Michelle, but I wasn't telling them that.

“Any relation to the actor?” asked the man.

I sighed again. “No relation.”

"Wow," said the woman.  "I bet you get a lot of jokes about being called Mickey."

"Let me put it this way," I replied.  "You can't come up with a joke that I haven't heard."

The man snickered again.

"Could I have your names?"

"I'm William, and this is my wife, Deborah," said the man.

"Last names?"

"Glick."

"Sanders was your dealer?"

The two exchanged worried glances.

"I'm not looking to make a bust, or to make your lives harder.  I just need some questions answered."  I looked from William to Deborah.  "You have my word."

William looked into my eyes for a moment.  I could see that he believed me.  "Yeah, he was our dealer."

"How did you happen to be here with him?"

"We talked to him earlier.  He said that he was dry, but that he could help us a little later.  He said he was supposed to meet his supplier," said William.

"Yeah, so we followed him," said Deborah.  "We wanted to get our stuff fresh off the cart."

I looked at her.  "Is it that bad?"

They both nodded.  "It's getting pretty bad right now."

"When we're done, if you'd like me to, I'll take you to a place that will help you.  The City provides assistance for people that want to stop using."  I let that sink in for a few seconds.  "Now, what happened after you followed Sanders?"

"He said that his supplier was supposed to be there any minute.  He told us to go into the alley and hide behind the dumpster.  He said that his supplier would kill us if he saw us," said William.

"We saw the whole thing," said Deborah.  "A black limousine pulled up in front of Skanky, and the driver opened the door for this guy.  The guy talked to Skanky a little bit."

"The guy was Hispanic," added William.  "I can't narrow it down any more than that."

"What did they talk about?" I asked.

William wrinkled his brow.  "Skanky told the guy that he had an appointment, and told the Hispanic guy to beat it.  The Hispanic guy said that Skanky's appointment was with him.  Skanky said something about him not being the Tinker, whoever that is.  Then the Hispanic guy asked if Skanky knew who he was, and Skanky said he didn't.  Then the guy said something in Spanish.  I think he said his name, because the sentence ended with Esteban Fernandez."

"Yeah, then this guy Esteban pulled out a gun and shot Skanky three times," said Deborah.

"We saw the taxi drive by, and this Esteban turned around and fired several times at the taxi.  He must have missed.  The limo driver told Esteban that they must go, because the taxi driver would call the police.  Esteban agreed with the limo driver, and called him 'Felix'," said William.  "They drove away after that."

"Did you get the license number?" I asked.

They both shook their heads.

"Thank you for your help.  Please stay here a little longer, and I'll get you to that clinic."

Both Glicks thanked me.

Sam and I walked a short distance away.

"Any of those names ring a bell?" I asked my partner.

Sam was thinking.  "I've heard the name Tinker...he's maybe a low-level supplier.  The other two...something about Esteban Fernandez rings a bell, but I don't know why."

"Same here.  I can't place it, though."  I shivered.  "Where's the taxi driver?"

"Sitting in his taxi."

Warmth.  I thought it was time to question the taxi driver, and it might take some time.  A long, warm time.

I walked to the cab, opened the front passenger seat, and climbed in.  Sam climbed into the roomier back seat.  The temperature inside the cab approached summertime.  I basked in the heat for a few seconds, while the taxi driver argued over a CB radio with his dispatcher.

"No, I can't just leave," the driver was saying into the microphone.  "I don't want the cops to arrest me."

"I'm telling you, if anyone shot up that cab, it's coming out of your pocket.  And if you don't get rolling soon, you'll be out of a job," said the voice of the driver's dispatcher.

"What's your dispatcher's name?" I asked, before the driver could press the transmit key again.

"Lou.  Lou Mitchell," said the taxi driver.

"Your name?"

"Tony Fisher."

I pressed the transmit key.  "Am I speaking to Lou Mitchell?"

A few seconds passed.  "This is Lou.  Who the
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