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“I cry when angels deserve to die. Especially if they are the last scraps of hope for a clean life in a city of vice and violence,” thought Sullivan Rush, a private detective, as he took on a new case. In the continuation of the story of the Talking Dead, the detective will have to team up with Rachel Angel, his fateful employer. After all, their goal is to find her sister’s killer. What will the city tell them? Sullivan knows that if you look down the right alley, you can find the answers.
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Attention! This novella contains scenes of violence, the consumption of alcoholic beverages, and smoking. Violence begets only violence, and the consumption of alcohol and smoking are harmful to health. All characters are fictional; any resemblance to real persons is purely coincidental.
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A monstrous headache was hardly of any help to anyone at work. For a private detective, this pain poisoned not only his working days but his vacation as well.

The brief three — day break Sullivan Rush took after the conclusion of the case involving the head of the mafia syndicate, Vincent Mallo, was accompanied by delirious thoughts about the shitty existence of a detective and by migraines.

Rush tried to drown it all in alcohol and poison it with nicotine.

It didn’t help.

Three days passed.

Monday arrived — the time to write the report on the work done and hand over all those damn papers to Captain Jim Brown of the Fifth Precinct.

But his head kept buzzing, and so the detective didn’t even begin.

In the end, he had to swallow a couple of painkillers and sit down at the computer.

“The case of the capture of Vincent Mallo...” Rush tapped out on the keyboard. He himself was inclined to agree with Captain Brown that catching such a “big fish” had been the most important investigation of a private detective’s entire ten — year career.

“The main thing is that the cops don’t find out about my involvement in Mallo’s murder,” Rush thought.

He planned to finish his report at the point where he handed the mafioso over to his client. The details of Miss Rachel Angel’s bloody vendetta were something the detective did not want to recall right now — let alone put that death down on paper.

It was early morning, but his eyes were sticking together from a second night without proper sleep and from the sheer amount he had drunk and smoked. The details of the case surfaced in his mind as hazy images — phantoms and creatures rotting from within, emerging from a bloody swamp.

Rush was already considering scrapping unnecessary detailed descriptions of the events of the past three months and limiting himself to a single meager page of “started — found — caught — handed over.” But no — the vileness of the entire investigation and the brutal finale of The V. Mallo Case forced themselves onto the computer screen, dumping one mutilated corpse after another.

“Ugh...”

The detective tore himself away from the report and decided to take a break after all — the food in his fridge had run out, and the usual order in his small apartment was already sliding toward chaos.

The booze and cigarettes were gone too.

So after a brief cleanup, Sully decided to take a walk to the nearest supermarket.

The street met the detective with thick fog and dew. Rush surprised himself by stepping out for a walk so early in the morning. At that hour, the streets of ordinary neighborhoods were only just beginning to fill with pedestrians and cars. But the “Police Hole” was a deserted place even at noon, and now, at six in the morning, it seemed utterly lifeless.

Sullivan pulled his coat tighter around himself and stepped into the fog.

There were two supermarkets in the Police Hole: Hallmart was cheaper but opened only at eight a.m.; Woodmall, on the other hand, was open twenty — four hours a day, though it was a bit farther from the three — story eyesore that housed Rush’s apartment.

The detective loved his dwelling despite having managed to quarrel with many of his neighbors. He liked coming back to the apartment after prowling streets full of junkies, bastards, and killers. The place was cozy. Without the luxury Sullivan had seen in the lair of the two gay cops, Marito and Dorn, who were horribly entangled with the late Vincent Mallo.

The detective liked to think about the fragile, almost ethereal safety of his apartment. At the same time, he understood that this false domestic comfort was a truly mocking note in the sarcasm of fate. For it was cruel to watch the exhausted semblances of people returning to their dwellings after shoveling through mountains of shit all day — only for the cold autumn wind to laugh sarcastically in their faces the next morning, howling at these clumps of collapsing consciousness as they headed back to work without having had time to savor their rest.

Sullivan Rush rarely blamed the forces of the universe for human stupidity and misery, since he believed the latter to be a consequence of the former. But if Fate had any kind of personified face, the detective would gladly have punched it — at least for the illusory freedom.

At Woodmall, just as Sullivan expected, he encountered only a couple of customers. A sleepy cashier slowly rang up the items while the detective bagged them.

Muted but fairly upbeat music played in the background. Rush listened more closely: a singer with furious despair was proclaiming masks on everyone’s faces, self — sacrifice, and loneliness.

“I cry when angels deserve to die,” the powerful male voice sang.

— When angels deserve to die... — Sullivan echoed softly.

— What? — the cashier asked again.

— What?

— I’m saying, that’ll be thirty — five...

— Ah, right.

Rush paid.

The song he’d overheard immediately ignited thoughts of Rachel Angel — that dangerous yet damnably sexy director of the logistics company Limon inc. Miss Angel fit the line Rush had just uttered from the song perfectly: a magnificent woman who had killed the head of the mafia world, yet continued to do business with a criminal syndicate. Did she deserve death? “No.” But she had probably ceased to be an angel the moment Vincent Mallo’s blood covered her hands.

— Although... — Rush pondered again as he left the supermarket and headed home — Rachel was hardly ever a goody — two — shoes. Besides, in this city, resembling a fishing net hung on a hook and full of catch, there were many people who radiated light. But they inevitably had to crush those nearby, like fish caught in the city’s net. We all do wrong to someone, and in the end we rot under the scorching rays of the sun. But pity those angels who will never be able to soar back into the sky.

Sullivan climbed up to his place. Third floor. Green door. Key in the lock.

His coat was soaked with heavy dew. Rush left the groceries in the kitchen and took out a pack of cigarettes.

The phone rang.

Pulling off his outerwear on the move and cursing through clenched teeth — with a cigarette jammed between them — the detective made it to the receiver.

— Rush speaking.

— Detective, this is Josh Marito.

— Have you and your partner given your statements yet? — Sullivan asked.

— Not yet, — the big cop’s voice sounded embarrassed and even dejected.

— What’s the matter, Marito? — Sully asked.

— It’s all about Vin... I’m worried about him...

— Listen, your love affairs aren’t my business...

A heavy sigh came from the receiver. It seemed the cop who fraternized with the syndicate was genuinely upset.

— Vin was much more deeply tied to the mafia than I was.

— And aren’t you tied to it now?

— No! After we helped you catch Mallo, we’re out of the game. What happened with that bastard proved that “double moles” like Vin and me don’t live long. And he and I want to live long and, damn it, happily. So I’ve already made a couple of calls to serious people and assured them that Dorn and I had nothing to do with the boss’s death... damn... fucking Mallo. That sick son of a bitch had plenty of enemies — but he also had enough influential friends. And now they’re all on edge! Looking for him... even though they understand Mallo is dead. They’ll be looking for the killer. And the precinct’s on its feet too. Vin and I got “cleared,” but the others... nerves... nerves... nerves...

— How does that involve me? — Rush asked.

— Hm... as I said, I’m afraid for my Vin. He’s deeply tangled in this: he still has friends in criminal circles... and enemies too. And since we’re done with that world, we need to cover our tracks. But the problem is you, Rush. We can’t kill you — and there’s no need to... Besides, first, you killed those goons, Mallo’s bodyguards, whom I didn’t even know. And you did it with Vin’s gun. And according to the legend, he wasn’t even at my place that evening... That’s me covering for him, — Josh Marito faltered. — Bastards! I won’t let anyone hurt my Vinny!

— And secondly... — Sullivan sighed, tired of the conversation. He was already lighting his second cigarette and understood where the cop was heading.

— Secondly, Rush, I’m asking you not to blab too much about us, not to mention Vin in the report. Write that I was alone and that I killed the mafioso’s bodyguards. You’ll do that, right? Right, detective? After all, Vin and I helped you lure Mallo into the trap...

— What sentimentality. I wanted to minimize your involvement anyway. If that’s the case, I’ll mention only you. Besides, you’re not aware of Vincent Mallo’s further fate. Dorn isn’t either.

A pause.

— Thank you, — Josh said quietly.

He had clearly been worked up while delivering his lyrical tirade about his lover. Now he relaxed.

— Now you’ve got another pair of ears in the police. You can count on me, — Marito added.

“Questionable friendship — two cops deciding to quit crime and walking toward their goal over the corpses of the unwanted.”

— All right, — Sullivan replied.

Another pause.

— By the way, why didn’t you pick up earlier? I called several times, — Marito asked foolishly.

— I was at the supermarket.

— At Woodmall?

— Yes.

— Hm. They still got discounts on martini there?

— I don’t know.

— Hm, all right. Goodbye, Rush.

Sullivan hung up.

“So that was the conversation.”

And so was love. One man covering another man’s ass, shielding him not only from police justice but from the revenge of crime bosses as well. Love. Strange, but pure. The spiritual torment of angels whose hands are elbow — deep in blood. Such people deserve death, yet continue to prove that a quantum of mercy in them has not yet died.

Rush sat back down at the desk with the computer. Marito and Dorn had truly helped him a great deal — on his own, he would hardly have been able to catch one of the most terrifying killers of this rotten city so easily and cleverly, a man who also wielded immense power. He owed those werewolf cops. And besides, the report still wasn’t finished. So changing a couple of lines in it wouldn’t be difficult.
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