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Chapter One
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The suit fit.

That was the first thing I noticed when I caught my reflection in the window of The Ambassador Room. Not the blood on my knuckles, not the seven hours of war behind me, not the fact that I was hunting a man through Miami's nightlife at two in the morning.

Sal's tailor had done good work. Charcoal gray, single-breasted, shoulders that moved when I moved instead of fighting me. The kind of suit that cost money because it was made for the man wearing it. Not a secondhand dream from a thrift store on Eighth Street. Not a prison release special that marked you for what you were.

This suit said something else. It said I belonged. It said I was somebody.

Made man. That's what Fish called it. Part of the family. A seat at the table.

I was using that seat tonight.

The Ambassador Room sat on Ocean Drive like a diamond on a duchess's finger. Crystal chandeliers visible through tall windows. Women in silk dresses that caught the light when they laughed. Men in tuxedos who'd never worked a day that left calluses. The kind of place where champagne flowed like water and nobody asked where the money came from.

The kind of place Jimmy G would have felt comfortable yesterday.

Not today.

I pushed through the front door and the doorman started to say something. Then he looked at my eyes and changed his mind. Smart man. Some nights you could tell when a customer wasn't really a customer. Some nights you stepped aside and let whatever was coming come.

This was one of those nights.

The interior was everything the exterior promised. A jazz quartet in the corner playing something slow and sad. Tables full of people pretending the world outside didn't exist. Cigarette smoke curling toward a ceiling painted with angels who'd never seen the trenches. Gold leaf on the moldings. Marble floors polished until they reflected the chandeliers back like still water.

I'd seen the trenches. I'd seen a lot of things tonight.

Seven hours since sundown. That's when Fish gave the order from his hospital bed. Tubes in his arms, bandages on his chest, murder in his eyes. Two bullets had put him there. Jimmy G's bullets, sent by Jimmy G's machine gun boys at a restaurant that was supposed to be safe.

Nothing was safe when Jimmy G wanted you dead.

But Jimmy G had made a mistake. He'd tried to kill Arthur Fish and failed. And Fish had friends. Fish had an organization. Fish had Sal, who'd been waiting for this moment for weeks. Fish had Detective Marsh and half the Miami police department, bought and paid for, ready to look the other way when the time came.

And Fish had me.

We'd hit them at sundown. Every safe house. Every money man. Every piece of muscle Jimmy G had spent years building in this city. Sal led from the front, the way he always did. I was right beside him, the way I'd never been before. Made men lead. That's what the seat at the table meant.

The machine gun boys from the restaurant? Dealt with.

Jimmy G's beachhead in Miami? Ash and memory.

It was Verdun all over again. Only this time the artillery was on my side. This time I wasn't holding men together while they bled out in the mud. This time I was the thing that made them bleed.

The killing was done now. What remained was the hunting.

I found the manager near the kitchen doors. Thin man, thin mustache, thin smile that died when he saw me coming. He reminded me of someone. Charlie, maybe. Thin Charlie with his thin hair and his thin prospects, dead in a dime store because he owed money to the wrong people.

Everyone reminded me of someone tonight.

"I'm looking for a man," I said. Didn't introduce myself. Didn't need to. Word had been traveling all night, running ahead of me like a herald announcing a king. "Big. Moves fast. Eyes that look straight to hell."

The manager's thin smile twitched. "Sir, I don't, "

"You do." I wasn't asking. "He was here. Recently. I want to know when and I want to know where he went."

Something in my voice made the decision for him. Self-preservation, probably. The same instinct that made rabbits freeze when hawks flew overhead. He could see what I was tonight. Everyone could.

"Ten minutes ago. Maybe fifteen." The words came out fast, eager to be gone. "He came through the back. Didn't stay long. Asked about the service entrance, then left."

"Which direction?"

"South. He went south."

South. Toward the water. Toward the parts of Miami where the glitz started to fade and the clam smell got stronger. Jimmy G was running, and running men always went the same direction.

Down.

I walked out the back of The Ambassador Room into an alley that smelled like salt and money and garbage that rich people pretended didn't exist. A cat scattered from a trash can, eyes catching the light from a window above. The night air was thick, humid even in January. Florida never really got cold. It just got less hot and pretended that was the same thing.

South. Jimmy G went south.

The glitz was already fading behind me. The night was young and getting older. And somewhere ahead, a man with eyes that looked straight to hell was running out of places to hide.

I started walking.
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THE BUILDINGS CHANGED as I moved south. The architecture told a story if you knew how to read it. First the grand hotels with their Spanish tile roofs and their imported palm trees, landscaped within an inch of their lives. Then the apartment buildings, still respectable but trying too hard, awnings a little faded, doormen a little slower to smile. Then the commercial blocks, laundries and grocers and places that sold things people actually needed instead of things they wanted to be seen buying.

A woman stood in a doorway watching me pass. Not working, too old for that, too tired. Just standing there because it was too hot to sleep and too late to do anything else. She didn't say anything. Neither did I. We were both just ghosts moving through the same city, occupying the same space without touching.

Miami was layers. Peel one back and there was always another underneath. The tourists saw the top layer, the one with the beaches and the sunshine and the promise of something better. But underneath that was a city like any other city. Full of people trying to survive. Full of shadows where things happened that the sunshine never touched.

A stray racoon crossed the street ahead of me, moving with that careful purpose racoon develop. Weird seeing it here. I guess it was his before it was ours. Looking for food, or water, or just somewhere safe to sleep. I thought about Max, back at the motel. One ear up, one ear down. Waiting for me to come home. He'd been a stray once, before Jax found him. Before I found both of them.

Some things you couldn't save. Some things saved themselves. You just had to be there when they were ready.

Jimmy G had been building in these shadows for years. Safe houses and money men and muscle, all of it invisible to the people sipping champagne in The Ambassador Room. He'd been patient. Methodical. Taking over piece by piece while Fish focused on his land deals and his crazy scheme to build a train to Key West over the ocean.

Now all that patience was ash. All that methodology was bodies. And Jimmy G was running through the same shadows he'd built his empire in, looking for somewhere to hide.

He wasn't going to find it.

The cops found me six blocks south of The Ambassador Room.

Two of them, regular beat cops, standing on the corner like they owned it. Which they did, in a way. The badge meant something in neighborhoods like this. It meant you could make problems appear or disappear depending on your mood and your wallet.

They saw me coming. Saw the nice suit that didn't match the neighborhood. Saw something in the way I walked that made them straighten up and pay attention. One of them put his hand on his nightstick. The other one started toward me.

"Evening." He was young. Eager. The kind of cop who still believed the job meant something. "You're a long way from Ocean Drive."

"I'm exactly where I need to be."

A car pulled up to the curb. Unmarked. Black. The kind of car that didn't announce itself because it didn't have to.

Detective Frank Marsh rolled down the window.

"Boys." His voice was easy, relaxed. A man who knew exactly how much weight he carried and wasn't afraid to use it. "This one's with me."

The young cop hesitated. "Detective, we were






























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
WALKED BACK:
THE AUTHOR FISH CASE

SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS

o ,‘;
5\
%4/@ t’(1 |
ks

sy DAVID EDWARD





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





