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Chapter One
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From the depths of the city’s lower side, a great blood moon rises. The blazing sun sets behind vast curtains of the ocean bodies. Newfound exposure tracks out into the open. At some point, unfinished business meets the tides of loose ends.

The Mayor of Chicago comes out to a warm reception. Mayor Luis Reinhart is ready to break the ice for his friend Detective Reisen. He plans on announcing the recent recruits to Progressive Task Force 12-Z.

“It’s a tremendous honor to be before the great acolytes of Chicago and the finest officers of the peace known to mankind. It’s a privilege to serve the citizens of Chicago. Those who serve in Progressive Task Force 12-Z are kin to the Mayor’s Office and guardians of the City of Chicago.”

The crowd issues a resounding applause.

“Without further ado, let me start tonight’s events. I hope you all are enjoying yourselves. Please, do. Allow me to introduce the four latest additions to Progressive Task Force 12-Z that Captain Davis oversees. Please, issue a heroic welcome to Mike Quarters, Blaze Altino, Karmal Sweets, and Donovan Wheaton.”

The crowd gives them a standing ovation. The four recruits shake hands with Mayor Reinhart. Each recruit acknowledges the crowd with a salute or a wave before exiting the stage.

Mayor Reinhart proclaims, “Before handing things over to my best friend and subsequent man of the evening, I have a proclamation to issue and a decree to sign before you all. Body cameras are officially outlawed in the City of Chicago. People have enough phones and cameras on the street to conduct surveillance. Technology is advancing and far-reaching. Wrongdoing and unlawful activity will be rooted out once found, and it will be found.”

Mayor Luis Reinhart moves to sign the decree. He holds it up for all of the cameras and members of the press to behold.

“Now for my favorite part of the night. We honor this particular officer with an appropriate award and promotion for his dedication and service. This Man of the City Award for this year and promotion to Lieutenant Officer go to Detective Reisen.”

Behind the podium, Lieutenant Reisen scans the crowd of his peers, friends, and family. He fixes his notes, adjusts his candy cane-striped tie, and rolls up the cuff links of his black suede suit. He lets out a nervous breath of air and cracks a smile.

Lieutenant Reisen begins, “Wars used to be fought on battlefields, but now they are fought in our minds, hearts, and shadows of our souls.”

People in the audience shush, and hush. They settle down into their seats. Some folks remain standing. The crowd is enamored by Lieutenant Reisen’s confident posture and tactful manner of speech.

“We only know a few things to be absolute in this world. We don’t know when the end is coming. We don’t know much about today. But we do know when circumstances bring us together, and that they are not a coincidence.”

Bonnie Butterfield looks on not only as a lover but as a great admirer of the truth. Her love for Lieutenant Reisen doesn’t outshine her career as a respected, decorated journalist. This brand of passion, mixed properly, makes the nectar of the gods.

“Well-intended ambitions prevail over quiet self-worry and inner doubts. When perception is placed on the value of greatness, you may overcome arriving late for your true purpose in life. I believe I have found mine, so I humbly accept this award and promotion to the rank of Lieutenant Officer for Progressive Task Force 12-Z.”

The crowd erupts with applause. Lieutenant Reisen accepts his award for honorary officer of the year. He holds up the medal and shakes the hand of Mayor Luis Reinhart as they pose for a picture.

Captain Davis appears from the backdrop.

“This will go right to the front page of the paper,” Bonnie says.

“Put this on the front page of the Windy Wind-Up with it,” Lieutenant Reisen says.

He grabs Captain Davis and poses for a picture with him.

“Congratulations on your promotion,” Captain Davis says.

They embrace as brothers. The crowd is shouting from the rooftops and heading to the dance floor. Lieutenant Reisen steps down from the stage. He shares a celebratory kiss with Bonnie Butterfield. A kiss to remember the moment by. If a picture says a thousand words, what does love spell out to you?

Captain Davis points to the photograph, “You have your picture, but you are losing your step. You didn’t notice me in the picture with Mayor Reinhart.”

Bonnie shows Lieutenant Reisen the freshly taken photograph.

Lieutenant Reisen grins, “I spotted you out of the corner of my eye. We the people demand a better one of that tough exterior.”

Captain Davis pats his shoulder, “Enjoy your day. You earned it.”

The party is rocking. Lieutenant Reisen greets the new agents before partaking in the festivities.

Detective Dewalt and his wife, Caroline, are dancing when Suclese joins them.

"They have never seen trouble like this on the dance floor," Detective Dewalt says.

Party favors, bottlenecks, and dancing. No worries over time burning up as the volume ticks up.
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A speech galvanizes and rallies all walks of life. Devious elements connive and thrive in spaces where they are given room to breathe. A dark stasis is where horrid thoughts roam freely.

Jake Frunk paces back and forth in a motel room on Whacker Drive. The door slowly opens, and Eric Greitens enters the room.

“What have you heard? Are they looking for me?” Jake asks.

“Sit down, Jake. This won’t take long,” Eric Greitens says.

Jake sits down and sinks into the plastic covering on the sofa. He promptly awaits a response that feels like an eternity.

“You’ve done good by me, Jake. But there are only two possibilities if you stick around Chicago. One is that you wind up booked at the precinct downtown. The other possibility is you wind up dead.”

“Where do I go?” Jake Frunk asks.

Eric Greitens taps out his cigar in the ashtray.

“I’ve taken over a business in the Caribbean. A simple sugarcane operation. If I were in your shoes, I would be taking the first flight out of here. Start your new career. Meet a friendly woman. Have yourself a fancy time.”

Jake Frunk rubs his chin—lost in deep thought.

“What will you have me do?”

Eric Greitens smiles, “Oversee the night shift. Check through orders that need to be filled. Your job title will be Logistics Coordinator.”

They laugh as Jake Frunk rises to his feet.

“How about a supervisor?”

Eric Greitens nudges him, “You are the supervisor.”

They shake on the deal. The agreement is final.

“When do I leave?” Jake asks.

“First thing in the morning. Pack your favorite things and be ready for the cab outside of your place at five AM sharp.”

Eric Greitens hands Jake a plane ticket for the Caribbean islands.

Jake Frunk examines the ticket, “Coach seats ... you do care about me.”

“Be situated for the morning. When you arrive, a man named Vin Gritty will be expecting you. Don’t miss your flight. Good night, Jake. We will talk soon.”

Lieutenant Reisen and the guests are having a blast. Some people drink alone, but tonight the drinks are overflowing. The male guests are in black and blue, freshly tailored suits with the slacks to match. Every woman has a dress, or a pantsuit to boot. All of the details add up to an expensive room.

Lieutenant Reisen steps aside to pour a drink from the punch bowl. Detective Dewalt approaches the table of refreshments. Lieutenant Reisen senses his presence while pouring up drinks.

Detective Dewalt takes a sip, “So, are you the kick-butt cop of the year?”

Lieutenant Reisen finishes pouring a drink for Bonnie and himself.

“That’s what they are praying I will be.”

“I am praying as well,” he admits.

“I’m working on it. Don’t forget to pour a drink for your wife, Caroline. Don’t overdo it. You have a flight to catch tomorrow.”

Detective Dewalt grins, “I have a bone to pick with you.”

“What’s your beef?” Lieutenant Reisen probes.

“After the smoke cleared from your cruise, at the funeral of the Golden One, you said nobody looked familiar.”

“For a higher purpose.”

“You knew his brother, Mr. Platinum, was there. We could have questioned him or brought him in to help. Why did you lie?” Detective Dewalt asks.

“There are no lies when you are protecting the mission. The next phase is a bumpy ride we can’t afford to jeopardize.”

Lieutenant Reisen walks away. Detective Dewalt stews over his responses. Lieutenant Reisen abruptly bumps into the city coroner, Mr. Kennison, grabbing a cheese cracker from a tray.

“My bad, sir. Didn’t see you ... Coroner Kennison.”

“Don’t sweat a thing, Lieutenant. Congratulations on the promotion.”

“Thank you, Mr. Kennison. How are you?”

“Alive and well,” he chuckles. “You deserve that promotion. I believe you will be happy to know we have an identification of who the Golden One truly was.”

“I will swing by tonight. Thank you for informing me,” Lieutenant Reisen tips his cap.

A few hours pass after the hunky dory nightly festivities come to a close. Lieutenant Reisen drops Bonnie off at her home. He finally arrives at the city morgue and is checked inside.

Coroner Kennison walks over to Lieutenant Reisen.

“Glad you could meet with me."

“I’m grateful to help identify the body,” Coroner Kennisn replies.

They walk down to a cold storage area. Coroner Kennison presents the body of the
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