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      Dust runs the first red, before anyone’s in pursuit. He slows in a couple blocks, takes off his shades. Tearing off the fake beard hurts like hell and he yells in the car but his windows are up and the yell’s part celebration. He shouldn’t be pulling jobs while he’s on the run but no one knows him in Missouri and if he doesn’t rob banks he might as well be dead. It was stupid but he’s done stupid before, that’s why there’s a hit on him.

      Music loud, he drove into one of the million middles of nowhere around here, ditched the car for a stolen job with already swapped out plates and traded his thrift shop leisure suit for jeans and a t-shirt. He hadn’t used his pistol so all he had to drop in the river was the robbery costume. The money wasn’t much but it’d get him to a bar to wind down, another stupid move for a guy with a record who’d just pulled a job, but he knew a place where he’d blend in.

      Brock & Gibson was the kind of joint a guy like him always managed to find, a great bar if you wanted to meet guys with mugshots. A great place to get in a fight too, just by looking the wrong guy in the eye. Dust wasn’t worried; he was one of those guys.

      A beer and a shot, that was his drink, and he could afford plenty but he wasn’t dumb enough to show much cash. Bought a round then another, his adrenaline enjoying the buzz. Nothing like a bank job to make a man want another.

      A couple more rounds and he was relaxed, watched the TV behind the bar, the crowd in here too loud for him to hear it much. He didn’t care, it was just something to look at. Until the news came on and it was about murder. He wasn’t local, it wouldn’t involve anyone he knew. Words at the bottom of the screen said three women were dead in what looked like a gangland slaying.

      “Like that thing in Oakland,” a guy near him said.

      He turned to the guy. “What thing in Oakland?”

      “You didn’t hear? Two chicks and a kid found dead on a hill.”

      Fuck. The bit about the kid. Christ if it was Jeremy. That motherfucker Tenny. The prick he ripped off.

      He tried to sound casual. “When?”

      “A couple months back maybe.” Why? would be the next question but this guy wasn’t dumb enough to ask.

      Dust walked away, got his phone out, searched “Boy Murdered Oakland.” Too much came up; there was a child killer in Oakland County, Michigan. He changed the search to “Boy murdered Oakland CA” and saw the one he was looking for, the one he really didn’t want: “Boy and Two Women Found Shot in Oakland.”

      The article told him what he dreaded. Jeremy, Theresa, and Olive were dead. Val wasn’t mentioned; maybe she was still alive somehow.
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      He drove slower than he’d like, just to keep the wheel straight. If he had some blow this would be a lot easier but he’d gone out of his way not to make friends in his new town. He wasn’t big on that shit anyway. It was just a tool he sometimes used to balance the booze, to fake sobriety. Couldn’t get busted for drunk; if he got jail time Tenny’d probably have him shanked.

      He pulled over at a roadside diner before he’d gone a hundred miles, got a tall black coffee to go and hit that late night long road. Daylight and he’d barely made Nebraska, was ready to drop. If he could get a little sleep and wake up rested he’d be in California in a couple days.

      Theresa and Jeremy and Olive, they must have damn near died from fear. The men who pulled those jobs were outside life and death, couldn’t live with themselves if they cared what they did. Dust would be like that when he found the men, but those two women and that kid—a fucking kid—were innocent as anyone could be.

      Too late to save them, Dust would do the next best thing. But he was going after men who wouldn’t die easy. No word on Val, maybe he could save her. He drove and God he wanted that bottle he’d put in the trunk. How much he needed it was why it was there.

      It was his fault the murders happened in Oakland. He’d called Mimi, set it up to look like he was going to Keene in Berkeley. Keene, a gangster who controlled a large part of the East Bay heroin market. That’s why the men hunting him would have gone to the East Bay. Why they would have dragged Jeremy and Theresa and Olive to Oakland, with its traditional killing hills. Somewhere along the way those three got too involved and Tenny had them killed. If Val was still alive, she wasn’t safe. No one hides from men like that forever.

      Of course, that’s what he’d tried to do.

      He took the 80 but he wouldn’t start in Oakland or Berkeley; hard to say who there was involved, hadn’t been his turf in years. Had to go farther south, Tenny and Rico territory. Going after either man was suicide, but at some point he’d kill them both. Too many other things to find out first. Who was the shooter and was Val okay? He should start with her, maybe learn something before he died.

      Killers couldn’t find a woman he’d known since high school. Didn’t mean he couldn’t.
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      Val lived in the same house for years. She wouldn’t be there now, not alive. Weeds sprawled in the yard. Almost as bad as before he cut them back and mowed it a few months back. Her ancient Volvo, in the driveway for years, was gone. Dust pulled in. Good so far; dead women don’t drive away.

      He was careful at the door although he was sure the house was empty. No sound from inside and no one could see as he popped the flimsy lock and walked in. He stopped at the edge of the living room.

      The TV and the shelves it and the rest of the entertainment system had sat on were scattered on the floor, surrounded by broken glass from the monitor, some music CD’s too. Gutted couch cushions had been flung around the room, the couch upside down and sliced open on all sides. Shelves that had held photo albums were also strewn across the floor, the albums themselves gone.

      The little kitchen was more of the same, open cabinets and empty shelves. Dishes and bowls and shards from both covered the floor. Too much, like she took nothing when she left. This was stupid. Breaking shit doesn’t help find anything. Whoever searched was frustrated. Looking for Dust or looking for Val, they hadn’t found a damn thing.

      A guess confirmed by the bedroom wreckage: bed flipped, dresser knocked over, everything pulled back from the walls, her clothes everywhere, linings slashed. None of what they’d left was a clue to where she’d gone. Probably nothing they took, either.

      And he had to save her. She’d been in love with him. Everyone else he tried to protect—Theresa, Jeremy, Olive—was dead.

      He went through the tossed rooms but he was no detective. Val lived down here, away from everyone. If she left it would be to get away somewhere else. Nothing about this wreckage told him anything except she wasn’t dead here. He’d look in Oakland. Where the bodies were found.
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      Dust knew that hill. No way anyone got found there by accident: he was supposed to find out about this, he was supposed to come back. It was a lure but they couldn’t know when he’d return, there wasn’t a trap. He stood near where Theresa, Jeremy, and Olive were shot, looked at the dirt. It didn’t have to come to that, except to bring him back. Fucking Tenny.

      He looked around in the dirt but coming here was stupid. What was he gonna find, a souvenir? Cops took the bodies months ago. And pros don’t leave anything behind. It’s just he had to come here, had to be where they died. He closed his eyes and tilted his head back. He felt something inside, didn’t know what it was, didn’t like it. He was too late to protect them. It was his fault they died. He lowered his head, opened his eyes. He couldn’t think like that, had to do something about it.

      If Tenny used locals for the hit his best bet was Keene’s people, based out of Berkeley, one town away. Oakland was Joey Lee or black and Mexican gangs. And he knew Keene, worked for him years ago. A guy who’d sell the soul he didn’t have for soldiers in his war with Lee, his primary competitor for East Bay heroin distribution. Maybe Tenny sold Keene some soldiers.

      Dust drove to Berkeley. God knows who Keene talked to about hits. Had to be a buffer, no way he put out the word himself, but who could Dust talk to? One guy if he was still around: Karma D’Angelo. He’d know nothing about shit at the top but might know who would.

      Dust called him, left a message, got a room in downtown Berkeley. Karma liked the bars there. Late afternoon and Dust lay down, wiped out. Wouldn’t be long and he’d be on the hunt, he knew that much.
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      Dust crossed the street at University. Loads of bars west of here but he’d heard Spats, a block north and always a dive, reopened. He didn’t know it had closed. Sun going down as he walked in, glanced at the tables, mostly empty, and walked to the bar. Odds of seeing Karma were low but a woman with long black hair was there. She had a sharp, angled nose but short, thin lips that pulled naturally into a smile, eyes he couldn’t tell the color in this darkness but they were oval and he liked them. He sat beside her.

      “Anyone sitting here?”

      “No.” She had vertical line tats on her forehead and an empty margarita glass in front of her.

      His eyes stayed on her as he waited for the bartender. “I’m Dustin.”

      “Kitty.”

      “I like the hippie tats on your hand.”

      “Those are henna.”

      “What?”

      “Henna. It’s a dye. Holds longest on hands and feet.”

      His hand was gigantic beside hers; they brushed against each other and neither of them pulled back immediately. He looked at her hands a moment, wondered about her feet. “You down here much? I’m from out of town, looking for a friend who’s here sometimes.”

      “You should call him.”

      “I did. He ain’t called back so far.” He shrugged. “We ain’t that close, I’m here on a business trip. His name’s Karma. Big guy, a little round.”

      She shook her head.

      “You work near here?”

      “At the herbs and oils shop up the street. You?”

      Dust shrugged, couldn’t use his old cover story, word might get out. “I’m in business.”

      “You think you look like a businessman?”

      “Lotta businesses in this world.”

      “And yours is what?”

      He didn’t have an answer, didn’t even have a beer. “Buying beautiful women drinks.”

      The bartender appeared, a guy with a goofy smile and goatee, the friends he’d been yukking it up with at the far end of the bar taken care of.

      “Another margarita here,” Dust tapped the bar in front of the empty glass, “and what you got on tap?”

      The goof recited a couple and Dust cut him off. “The Fieldwork IPA and a Knob Creek if you got it and don’t keep the lady waiting next time.”

      Fucker backed up. Dust saw fear and liked it. Their drinks came quick.

      Her margarita in front of her, the bartender away, she said, “Nice. Thanks.”

      “I make deals,” he said. “So the other guy agrees. Maybe he don’t like it. That answer your question?”

      “I can see it,” she said. “Don’t exactly believe it.”

      He drank fast. He’d keep an eye out for Karma but only for a couple rounds. He hadn’t fucked in weeks.
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      Kitty’s hand on Dust’s arm, their eyes barely open. “That was good.”

      “Yeah.” He sounded sleepy but his hand closed tight on her shoulder. It stayed there a minute then slid down her back, grabbed her ass and pulled her to him.

      They woke together in the morning and fucked again.

      She looked at the time on her phone and sat up. “Shit. I gotta go to work.”

      He lay on his back. “Me too.”

      She smiled and shook her head. “You gotta leave when I do.”

      He blinked. “Huh?”

      “Get up. This is my place.”

      He sat. “Gimme your number.”
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      He called Karma again. Maybe he’d have better luck now that he got laid. Phone rolled straight to message.

      “Karma. Call me back. It’s Dust.”

      At least a couple hours to kill, he took the first parking place he saw and walked to the closest coffee joint. Fucking load of those in downtown Berkeley.

      Dust got his coffee and took a table against a wall facing the door, only person in the place by himself without a laptop. This town was so fucked. He sipped, took in everyone in the room and everyone he saw outside. Anyone he’d care about would stand out. Oakland was more his kind of town. Drank a second cup and walked back to his hotel.

      It was almost eleven, checkout time. He got the room for another week, figured it would take at least that long. Anyway, he couldn’t be coming back every damn morning to make sure he still had a room. One thing he had was time. Money too, what he took from Tenny plus what he made on the jobs on the run. Hotels don’t take cash but he had money in the bank. Funny if you thought about how many banks he robbed.

      He walked back to his car. Two hours parking was up. He drove. Fucking crazy homeless all over the sidewalks, them and college kids, mostly Asian, a few adults who might be employed in between. He took surface streets to Oakland. There’d still be crazy homeless but there’d also be badasses and he could get with that.

      He drove efficient, moving from the left lane to the right when someone had to make a left turn, then back over to get past everyone looking to park or just lost. His phone rang. He finished changing lanes and picked up without looking. The phone was a burner; no one but Karma had the number. “Yeah?”

      “Dust?”

      “This Karma?”

      “I sound like me, right? Someone else sound like me?”

      “We gotta talk. I’m in Berkeley. Or Oakland, don’t know where’s the border. You near?”

      “Berkeley’s better for me right now.”

      “A time and a place. Soon would be good.”

      “Beta Lounge on Durant opens at 4. We get a table, then we can talk quiet in back.”

      “Okay. You know a place around here I can get a good burger and a beer?”

      Karma told him one. Hours to kill before he had to turn around, Dust kept driving into Oakland.
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      The burger was half bacon, half beef, he got a good beer and a shot, and he didn’t even have to get off Telegraph except to park. He owed Karma one. He’d owe him more when he talked to him in Berkeley. Dust had another beer, got good and relaxed, put more money in his meter and walked around a little.

      The walk was fucking dull. Bars and restaurants and businesses he’d never go in, places that weren’t even stores just shit he didn’t get. Still early but he drove back to Berkeley, he had to pay for parking somewhere. Every moment before revenge is the worst.

      He parked near the hotel—goddamn nice place didn’t offer parking. He walked around the corner and down the block, got back to his room and lay down.

      He wasn’t sleeping though, needed way more drinks for that. More than an hour before he’d see Karma and every hour not knowing who pulled this shit was worse than the one before. No way lying here would work. He got up, did push-ups and sit-ups and every damned exercise he could think of. Killed an hour, walked out and drove after that, parked near as he could to the Beta Lounge.

      Four oh five and not a goddamned customer in the joint. The beer menu was a bunch of brands he never heard of so he bought an IPA and a shot of Maker’s Mark, sat at the far end of the bar and watched the door.

      Five minutes later Dust was still alone at the bar. The bartender headed his way at one point like he wanted to talk but Dust stared him down and the guy started flipping through channels on a TV remote.

      Four fifteen and Karma rolled in, shorter than Dust and similar in build—muscular and wide—but fatter. Dust wasn’t fat at all, had to run away too much. Karma’s rep said he never ran from anything. Dust stood, nodded, and moved to a booth in the back of the room. Karma got a beer and joined him.

      “Lotta heat on ya here,” Karma said. “What kinda shit got you coming back for that?”

      Dust threw back some bourbon, took a slug of his beer. “The guys after me? They capped my girlfriend. And her kid. And my other girlfriend.”

      “MOTHERFUCKERS!”

      Dust was glad the place was empty. The bartender looked straight down. “And I think,” he said low, “you might know who pulled the trigger.”

      “Don’t know a damn thing about it or you’d be hearing now.” He shook his head hard like he was clearing it. “Can’t believe they did that to women and a kid. Your family, man.”

      “We weren’t exactly family.”

      “Nah man, family’s blood. There’s blood by blood, relatives and like that. And there’s blood by choice.”

      A nod to his glass and Dust drank in agreement.

      “I find what I find,” Karma said, “and letcha know, ya know. You need a bigger hand on this, just gimme a call.”
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      Kitty knew he wouldn’t call but it would be nice if he did. Maybe in a couple days, that’s more how guys worked. There was something about Dust, like if he was around she wouldn’t have to worry about how dull work got or why the fuck she never did anything at night. For now she packed a pipe and took a deep hit, drifted away from her day. Maybe a video later.

      In the middle of nowhere her phone rang.

      “Hey,” Dust said, “I got a nice room downtown. Wanna come over? I’d go to your place but I don’t know this town and I’m kinda fucked up.”

      “You sound drunk.”

      “And you sound stoned. Lemme read ya the address.”

      Close enough she could walk it. She changed clothes and put on a coat in case it was cold in the morning.

      She got there and he let her in and turned away. She followed but she already knew this wasn’t like before. “What’s wrong?”

      He turned, took both her shoulders in his hands. “Nothin. Want a drink?”

      “Sure. I can smoke here, right?”

      “You brought it, do what you want. I got none.”

      She patted her coat. “Part of the wardrobe.”

      He took a couple steps, turned and sat on the bed, drank from a glass on the little table there. Two bottles on the table, a fifth of bourbon and a beer. He passed her the bourbon glass, went into the kitchen and came back with another glass, poured himself a fresh one. “I talked to a guy today. The work I’m here for might start soon, one phone call and you might not see me a while. Wanted you to know before.”

      She took a step toward him. “Sounds like bullshit.”

      “Yeah, it does. I wouldn’t believe me. But I’m in a business where no one believes anyone. Money, you know. You and me? Nothin to do with money. I just like you.”

      “And I thought I liked you last night but now you’re talkin like it’s one more fuck and you’re out of town.”

      He drank from the bourbon then the beer and the bourbon again. “Just sayin I might not see you a while but I wanna see you again. And I sure as hell want you right now.”

      “Why’d you ask me over and tell me this?”

      “I coulda balled you without a word of it, right? But we ain’t that. Listen to me. I wanna see you again.”

      It all sounded good. Exactly why you don’t talk to guys. “I’m leavin.”

      “Leavin?” His look so stupid it could only be a man’s. “Why?”

      “I don’t know what you got goin. Could be you got a pistol and guys in the bathroom ready to come out and rape me. What am I, a moron?”

      “You think I wanna share you with some other motherfucker?” Dust got up from the bed and walked to the bathroom, flung the door open wide and flipped on the light. “You wanna look? Ain’t no one in there.”

      She stepped over, took a look. It was like he said.

      “Now,” he returned to his place on the bed, “I’m gonna sit right here and drink a while. You gonna join me and get fucked tonight, or you wanna go back home?”
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      Kitty woke alone, sat up. She didn’t like waking up fast like that, didn’t like waking before her alarm went off. And he was gone already? So much for promises.

      She forced herself out of bed, put on the clothes flung off in the night, and walked slowly into the kitchen.

      Dust turned fast when she reached the edge of the room. “Hey. Want coffee?”

      “You’re here? Yeah. Thanks. You want it Irish?” She grabbed her purse, pulled out the Jameson flask and passed it to him.

      He nodded, set the flask on the counter. “And I ain’t gonna leave without a goodbye kiss. Cuz I am one romantic motherfucker.”

      He cupped the back of her neck. She was on her toes when they kissed.

      She dropped down and he turned away, opened the sleeve for another Styrofoam coffee cup. “This shit sucks,” he said, “but it’s the coffee in the room. You want another, we can go out after.”

      “Won’t have time. Gotta work.”

      “Yeah. Me too.”
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      Karma didn’t call around. He was on doorsteps, inside apartments and houses. So he saw guys, only one guy after another didn’t know shit. When a hit gets called, word don’t spread. Two chicks and a kid? That’s cold-hearted motherfuckers. No one would know except the shooters and Keene or whoever ordered the hit. Karma wasn’t looking for knowledge; he just wanted a reasonable guess.

      Mid-morning he hit a bar. He didn’t want a drink but guys he knew came here, and he could always drink a beer. He didn’t see anyone who mattered so he took a seat at the end of the bar facing the door, ordered a pint and sipped. Waiting sucked. This wasn’t the kind of shit he did.

      Sipping wasn’t the kind of shit he did either. He took normal-sized gulps to pass the time and was on his second beer when he saw a familiar face. “Hey Terry!” and he waved the guy toward him.

      Karma wasn’t a guy people declined. Terry sat next to him. “Hey Karma.”

      “Over here.” He walked to a table, took a seat against the wall.

      Terry sat across from him.

      Karma’s talking soon as they sit down. “There’s a thing a little ways back and I know you don’t know shit about it. Only there’s a hit and Keene called it and I wanna know who he usually calls and ya know, you’re the kinda guy maybe knows that.”

      “You wanna know shit about Keene?”

      “I don’t give a fuck about Keene, but there’s pros for this shit, right? And I don’t know em and I got reasons a my own to know and you don’t wanna know those fuckin reasons. Drop some local names, you know this never comes back at ya.”

      “But it’s Keene.”

      “And he ain’t at this table and I am and you fucking know me. Drop names.”

      Terry nodded. “There’s one guy, and I don’t know he done shit only he’s dangerous. Name a Platt.”

      “Whaddaya mean, you don’t know he done shit?”

      “I mean I’d lay money down he killed guys but don’t know he got paid to do it.”

      “Fucking psycho?” Karma asked.

      “Bad man with a temper’s what I heard.”

      “He work with anyone?”

      Terry shook his head. “No one I know.”

      “But he works for Keene.”

      “He sure as fuck ain’t workin for Joey Lee.”

      “Where’s this motherfucker hang?”

      “Fuck if I know.”

      Karma grabbed Terry’s shoulders. “Fuck if you know?”

      “Help ya if I could.”

      “You lyin about this, you know I’m comin back on you, right?”

      “I wouldn’t shit you.”

      “And you know I like killin people.”

      Terry shuddered. “I seen it, Karma. I swear.”

      Karma walked out of the bar.
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      Dust took the call on the sidewalk. “Yeah.”

      “There’s maybe a guy,” Karma said.

      “Maybe?”

      “Don’t know if it was him but it’s the sorta thing he does. Name’s Platt.”

      “Look into him. Call me when you find somethin. I’m lookin too.”

      There were guys Dust could talk to, if they were still around and he could find them. Guys he knew years ago. He sure as hell didn’t remember their numbers. But he remembered where he used to drink. And he was willing to drink again.

      Dust pulled up outside a West Berkeley joint called Benny’s, named for the black guy who opened it in God knows what century. The neighborhood was rundown warehouses; whole damn block looked like a converted junkyard. Street parking and no signs of life. He put the club on his steering wheel anyway.

      The bar was half-full, a crowd for this time of day. He saw faces he knew but couldn’t place right away. If any of them left or got his phone out Dust would talk to them outside.

      Just a beer for starters while he tried to put a rep to a face. Any of those damn faces. A joint where jobs were arranged at the bar. If nothing panned out here, maybe someone would tell him another joint where deals went down. A jukebox halfway across the room blasted shitty “classic rock.” He walked over to it.

      He flipped through page after page at the box, eyes flicking back to the bar throughout, got to Bowie’s Diamond Dogs and selected the whole thing, found some Stones and put them on too, paid for damn near every song from London Calling and figured that would hold him awhile, sat back down, eyed the faces again.

      Remembering where he knew someone from was like eyes getting used to the dark. A lot of years had passed but that was Dex the Moron—too fucking stupid to know shit about a big job—but he worked muscle and maybe Platt hung with stupid people.

      Dust walked over, put an arm around Dex’s shoulders and squeezed. “Outside a minute.”

      Dex looked at him. “Wha-? Dust?”

      “Outside.”

      He guided the moron outside, a few feet from the bar door. It was a risk, if anyone inside knew him they could be making calls already, but Dust felt like this was his guy.

      “You know Platt?”

      “Platt?”

      “Motherfucker thinks he’s hard. Don’t shit me, Dex.”

      Dust had the look in his eyes he used when he collected gambling debts.

      Dex tried to step back but Dust held the stupid fuck where he was. “You ain’t goin nowhere.”

      Dex looked down, then up at Dust. Looked scared. Good. “Ain’t seen him in a while. He was gonna do a job with a guy. Then he high-tailed.”

      “He’s gone?”

      Dex nodded fast. “Ain’t seen him.”

      “Who’s the guy?”

      “Huh?”

      Jesus. “The guy he was gonna do a job with.”

      “Name a Willis. A Keene guy.”

      “And where do I find Willis?”

      “No idea.”

      “We’re goin for a ride,” Dust said. “Maybe you remember in the car.”

      “No, Dust. I don’t know no Willis.”

      He pushed Dex toward his car. “You’re gonna tell me where he is.”

      Dex didn’t answer, looked confused.

      “Willis.” For fuck’s sake.

      “I don’t know.”

      “But you know Platt went with him.”

      “Platt’s my friend,” Dex said. “He told me.”

      They reached the car. “Get in. Hands stay outside your coat.”

      Dust unlocked the car, took the club off the wheel and dropped it in back. He and Dex sat and he started the car. “Get your fuckin seatbelt on.”

      Dex belted himself in and Dust pulled away. “Now, you’re gonna lead me to one of these motherfuckers or I kill ya and throw ya out of the car.”

      “I dunno, Dust. I ain’t seen Platt since he went on this job.”

      Dust kept turning his head from the road to Dex and back. “He tell ya what the job was?”

      “All he said was Willis.”

      “Where’s Platt hang out?”

      “Benny’s. Only he ain’t been there.”

      “Anywhere else?”

      “Nah, man.”

      Dust reached inside his coat. “My hand’s on a pistol. Don’t make me bring it out.”

      “I don’t know, Dust!”

      “What about Willis?”

      “Oakland mostly, I think. Dresses good.”

      “You seen him?”

      Dex mumbled to himself, hard to make out the words but it sounded like swearing. “Maybe once.”

      “Where?”

      “I guess it’s when I gave Platt a ride. He says he’s seeing Willis and I should drop him off and go. Only, you know, he ain’t my dad, he’s my friend. So I sit where I drop him off and watch him walk up the street.”

      “And you saw Willis?”

      “Yeah, they got in a car together.”

      “Where?”

      “Down by the lake.”

      Dust dropped his head back. “East or west side?”

      “Huh?”

      “Closer to Berkeley or farther away?”

      “I dunno. He just told me where to go.”

      “Okay,” Dust said. “I’m gonna drive around the lake and you’re gonna tell me where it happened. And what Willis looks like. Or they’re gonna find your body in the lake.”
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      Dust took Telegraph to Grand, turned left and got in the lane closest to the lake. Gave his idiot passenger a better view. No traffic but he drove slow. “Tell me when you see it.”

      “See what?”

      “Where Platt met Willis.”

      “I don’t know where they met.”

      “You said-”

      “Oh, you mean where I saw them together. But I think they met before.”

      Jesus. “Yeah, that’s what I mean.”

      “Oh, okay. Ain’t seen it yet but it’s outside somewhere.”

      “Outside where?”

      “Tell you when I see it. If I can remember.”

      Dust kept driving slow. “Remember.”

      “I’m looking, man. Hell, I’m squinting.”

      “Just remember.”

      He drove down Grand at low speeds and damn right it took a while. Felt like forever.

      “There!” Dex yelled. “I stopped back there.”

      Dust hit the brakes. Early in the day, no one behind him, he backed up.

      “Here!”

      He’d backed up almost a block. “What? Nothing’s here.”

      “But this is where I stopped.”

      “Where did they get in the other car?”

      “Up a little
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