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 Chapter 1

Julian Westbrook had been looking over his shoulder
ever since he’d entered the subway station at 57th and Seventh
Avenue. Several miles and one bridge later he was entering a 10th
floor apartment in Brooklyn.

His first cousin, Big Pat, met him with a
black handgun and said, “I should shoot your black ass back down to
the first floor. It’s nine o’clock; what time I told your young ass
to be here?”

The 20-year-old closed the door quietly. “I
thought somebody was following me, so I stopped at, uh, Harvey’s to
get something to eat. The cops came in there and arrested some
white dude then started questioning people.”

Big Pat put the gun away and said, “I don’t
know if you’re lying about being followed or the cops showing up at
Harvey’s, but I know you’re lying. Why didn’t you call me?
Wait...You lost your cell on the subway.”

Julian cautiously headed for the window as
he tried of think of an excuse.

“Stop stalling and answer the question.”

Julian parted the curtains for a peek and
looked down ten floors. “Oh shit! That’s him! That looks like the
nigga that bumped into me.”

“How the fuck you gonna recognize somebody
ten floors down?” Big Pat rushed toward the window, knowing his
cousin was about to point out a random stranger just to make the
lie seem real.

“See the guys with the ball cap? I bet
that’s a Yankee cap, and I bet those are blue Jordans on his
feet.”

The streetlights made the stranger very much
visible, but he could not be identified from that distance.

 


* * * *

 


Dean Hamerill, a well-known ghostwriter in the
Jackson Heights neighborhood of Queens, said to Echo, “Actually,
Mr. Davidson, the book you want me to write sounds eerily similar
to what the FBI calls the Godsend Agency. You wouldn’t by any
chance belong to that agency, would you?”

Echo shook his head and said, “Me, I’m a
practicing Christian Orthodox. On my momma’s side. I saw that
Godsend shit all over the news just like you did, but I decided to
cash in on it before somebody else does. Can you write the novel or
not?”

“If you’ve got my $85,000 writer’s fee, with
thirty percent down, I could get started. You said over the phone
that you have many notes, is that correct?”

“Yep.” Echo smiled when Dean’s wife, an
elderly white lady, returned with a small tray and two cups of
coffee. His Samsung rang. “Excuse me. I have to take this.” He got
up to take the call outside. When he was in the hallway of the
apartment building, he said, “Brian, what’s up?”

I followed Julian to some apartment in
Brooklyn, a few blocks from your place. This might be where Patrick
Bowman is staying. Where you at?”

Echo said, “With the book writer.”

“In Queens? Man, I thought you was
bullshittin’ about a Godsend book. I’m going in. You’re too far
away.”

“I’m on my way. Let me pay the writer and
I’m on my way.”

“I can’t wait for you, Echo. We got a chance
to catch Patrick and you worrying about a book? You’re on some
bullshit.”

“Brian, the FBI been trying to find him for
seven years, and you act like you can’t wait another forty minutes.
Tell me which building, and don’t go in without me.”


Chapter 2

Nearly an hour had passed
and Echo still hadn’t arrived. He’d called twice, though, telling
Brian about a terror threat that shut down the Brooklyn-Queens
Expressway, or had at least slowed the traffic to a crawl by the
time Echo’s taxi made it there.

Brain wasn’t about to wait any longer. He
left a nearby convenience store and made a call to his girlfriend
as he walked toward Big Pat’s apartment building again. “Needles,
did you get the pics I just sent?”

“Yes, and so did Kiandra. Now tell me what
am I looking at.”

“That’s the apartment building Patrick’s
cousin led me to. The other pic is the door of the apartment.”

“You tailed him all the way up to the
apartment?”

“No. I put a micro-tracker on him in the
subway. My app shows me where he is. That third pic is a screenshot
map.”

“Did Echo get there yet?”

“Nope, and I can’t keep waiting for him.
Patrick might slip off and never be found again.”

“Brian, you still need to wait until Echo
gets there.”

“Can’t do it. I’ll call you back when I wrap
this shit up.”

A few minutes later Brian was standing in
front of Apartment 10C. He knocked lightly on the door but got no
answer.

Inside the apartment, Big Pat, was looking
through the peephole. He considered blasting the stranger then
blowing by him for a quick getaway. He also thought about shooting
Julian for leading the stranger to the apartment.

Brian adjusted his Yankee cap then said,
without looking up, “Mr. Julian Westbrook, I have a bench warrant
for your arrest concerning child support. I’ve monitored you for
the past few hours, so I know you’re in there.”

Big Pat eased away from the door and
whispered to his cousin, “Why the fuck didn’t you take care of that
child support shit?”

Julian said, “I gave that bitch $1,500. She
said she was gonna drop the shit.”

Brian knocked again and said, “I can call a
judge to get a search warrant and can have some backup here in a
matter of minutes.”

Big Pat gave Julian a menacing look. “He
don’t even know I’m in here. Get your ass out there before this
shit turns bad. I’ll have Nita pay all your shit tomorrow.”

Brian was still talking and occasionally
knocked. When the apartment door was finally opened, he saw no one
but Julian.

The youngster held both wrists together and
said, “Okay. Take me in.”

Brian temporarily tucked his handgun away
then handcuffed Julian’s hands behind his back. Suddenly, from
behind, Brian placed the kid in a chokehold and began reading his
writes as calmly as he could. He applied more than enough pressure
to keep him from even groaning, and he kelp him on his feet near
the door.

When Julian had passed out, Brian was still
reading his rights aloud. He eased him to the floor and said,
“Alright, let’s go, you fucking deadbeat.” Brian’s feet shuffled
noisily and then he closed the door. He remained absolutely quiet.
Waiting. Knowing Patrick would pop into view from one of the other
rooms.

Big Pat was in his girlfriend’s bedroom.
While he looked out the window, waiting to see his cousin being led
by the plainclothes officer, he used his cell phone to call his
woman. When she answered he said, “Nita, I almost got fucked up at
your place just now. Where you at?”

“About three minutes away now. What
happened?”

“I’ll tell you when you get here. You won’t
believe it.”

Brain calmly entered the bedroom, gun aimed
at Big Pat’s head. “Get off the phone, or you won’t believe how
accurate I am at eight feet away.”

“Nita, I’ll call you back.” Big Pat pressed
a side button to give the cell phone screen a time out. He tossed
the phone to the floor and it slip up to a dresser. He hadn’t ended
the call, and he hoped Nita would still be listening.

Brian smiled at him. “You say you’ll call
her back? I doubt it.”

“What you do with my cousin? You can’t be no
police coming in here like this without backup. Is this a
robbery?”

“Robbery?” Brian laughed. “Your ass is going
to prison. I’m killing two birds with one brick. Remember the
armored truck you and your two partners robbed seven years ago in
Alabama? The feds mainly want you guys for the murdered guard and I
mainly want to make the feds look bad for leaving your ass on the
streets all this time.”

Big Pat smiled this time. “Got some bad news
for you. I’m not going to prison. I’ll let you kill me, or I’ll
jump out that window and land ten floors down before I go to
prison.”
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