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      Recker was sitting on the bench in the park, waiting for his girlfriend to arrive. It was a beautiful, sunny day. He watched a few kids run by him, parents pushing their children in strollers, and a few people running by as they jogged. It was one of those moments where he let doubt creep into his mind about what he did. One of those times when maybe he wanted a more normal life. Those thoughts were quickly erased once he saw Mia walking toward him.

      Recker stood up, giving his girlfriend a kiss as she got near him. She had a bag in hand, and handed him a sandwich as she sat down.

      “Nothing like a beautiful day in the park having lunch.”

      Recker looked up at the sky. “Yeah, it’s a peaceful feeling, isn’t it?”

      “So how are things at work?”

      “Oh, you know, the usual.”

      “Anything pressing?”

      Recker stopped chewing on his sandwich for a second. She rarely asked about his work. And when she did, she never asked if anything was pressing. But, he let it go and continued chewing.

      “No, nothing too pressing. Why?”

      “Oh, no reason. Just wondering.”

      Recker nodded, knowing there was a reason. But he was willing to wait for what it was. They continued with some small talk, along with eating, for a little while longer.

      “Days like this make me not want to go back to work,” Mia said.

      “This kind of weather will make you want to skip work for sure.”

      “So how’s David?”

      Recker froze for a second, then slightly turned his head toward her to look at her for a second. He knew something was coming. He didn’t know what. But something was coming.

      “Uh, David’s fine. You did just see him two or three days ago.”

      “Yeah, but that was at the office. I didn’t know if anything had come up since then to stress him out or anything.”

      “Things are always stressing him out. You know that.”

      “Yeah. Right. What about Chris?”

      Now Recker turned his head fully to stare at her.

      Mia looked at him, as well, feeling his stare. “What?”

      “We just had dinner with him last night. You know how he is.”

      “Oh, yeah.” Mia chuckled. “That’s right. I forgot.”

      “Stressful day for you?”

      “Hmm? What?”

      “You seem kind of forgetful at the moment. Or preoccupied. Everything good?”

      “Oh. Yeah. I mean, mostly. For the most part. I guess.”

      Recker turned his head in the opposite direction, scratching the back of his head. He had a smirk on his face, knowing Mia had something on her mind that she didn’t want to reveal. At least not yet. Instead of letting her twist in the wind for a while, Recker thought he’d help move things along.

      “So what’d you wanna ask me?”

      “Huh? What do you mean?”

      “There’s clearly something on your mind,” Recker said. “Why don’t you just come out with it?”

      “There’s nothing really on my mind.”

      “Really?”

      She finished off her sandwich and shook her head. “Nope.”

      Recker waved his hand in the air. “OK.”

      “Well, I guess maybe there is something.”

      Recker let out a laugh as he looked at the ground. “You don’t have to be that secretive about it. Just come out with it.”

      “It’s kind of about work, and kind of not. It’s… and I really don’t even want to bother you with it, except it’s… it’s this kind of thing that’s…”

      Recker smiled and put his hand on her knee. “Mia, it’s fine. Talk to me. What’s going on?”

      “There’s this security guard at the hospital. His name is Frank. He’s been there a long time. He’s probably close to retirement, I think. Another year or two, I’d imagine. Anyway, he’s always there. I don’t ever remember not seeing him. You know, unless he had a day off or something.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Anyway, he hasn’t shown up to work for a few days. It’s going around the hospital.”

      “What is?” Recker asked.

      “Rumors. About what’s going on.”

      “Which is what?”

      “That’s the thing. Nobody knows.”

      “Maybe he’s got things going on. Called out for a few days.”

      Mia shook her head. “He hasn’t, though. I was talking to one of the other guards yesterday, and nobody there knows anything either. But he said Frank didn’t call out. He just stopped showing up.”

      “I’m sure there’s a reason.”

      “That’s the reason we’re afraid of.”

      “What?”

      “We’re afraid something happened to him.”

      “Such as?” Recker asked.

      Mia shrugged. “I don’t know. Whatever happens to people. You probably have more experience with that than me.”

      “Anybody tried calling him?”

      “Of course. Doesn’t answer his phone. Someone even went to his apartment to check on him. No answer.”

      Recker rubbed his nose as he tried to think of an alternative answer. He didn’t have one at the moment.

      “This isn’t some young kid who’s getting pulled in ten different directions with life choices. We’re talking about a guy in his late sixties. All he had was his work. The people at the hospital were like a second family to him. He wouldn’t just blow it off.”

      “You’re sure of that?”

      “Yes.”

      “Maybe he had a medical emergency and got admitted to a different hospital.”

      Mia shook her head. “No. That’s not it. I’m sure of it.”

      “So you think something happened to him?”

      “I don’t know what to think. I don’t want to think that.”

      “Is this your way of asking me to look into this?”

      Mia sheepishly smiled. “Well, I mean, if you’re not busy or anything and you have the time. I don’t want to force you or anything, and you certainly don’t have to. But…”

      “Mia, it’s fine. I’ve got the time. If it’s important to you, I can look into it.”

      She leaned over and kissed him. “Thank you.”

      “I’ll probably need everything you know about him. As much as you can.”

      “I was thinking maybe you could talk to his supervisor at work? He’s got all that.”

      “OK. I guess I can do that.”

      “Do you have time now?”

      Recker raised an eyebrow. “Mia, did you already tell this person that I would talk to him?”

      “What? No! No, definitely not. No way. I wouldn’t do that, especially without knowing exactly what else you were involved with at the moment.”

      “Maybe implied?”

      “Well, you know, I just said that maybe you’d be available. Just maybe. No guarantees or promises or anything. I just kind of… mentioned that you might be… available?”

      Mia crinkled her nose as she said it, hoping that her boyfriend wouldn’t be mad. But Recker couldn’t help but smile.

      “Does this guy know anything about me?” Recker asked.

      “No. I just told him that you worked in private security and that your team specialized in things like this. That’s all.”

      Recker took a deep breath. “OK. I’ll go talk to this guy.”

      “Oh, thank you!”

      She almost jumped on top of him to give him a hug.

      “Do you think the guys would mind you looking in on this?”

      Recker shook his head. “These are the things that we do. And when it comes to people we know, that’s something that goes to the top of the list. You know they won’t.”

      “I don’t know why I was nervous about asking you.”

      “I don’t know either. You know I’ve always been willing to help anyone that had a problem. Especially if it’s you.”

      “I guess I just didn’t want to drag you away from something important.”

      “This is important. If this guy went missing, we need to figure out why. And we will. Promise.”
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      On the way back to the hospital, Mia called Frank’s supervisor, letting him know when they were going to get there. He agreed to meet them in the cafeteria when they arrived. When Recker and Mia got there, she spotted the man and pointed him out. They walked over to the table and sat down across from him.

      “Hi, Joe,” Mia said.

      “Hey. Thanks for coming.”

      “This is Mike.”

      Recker and Joe shook hands.

      “So you’re in security too, huh?”

      Recker smirked. “In a way.”

      “Thanks for looking into this for us. We really appreciate it.”

      “What can you tell me about Frank? Mia went over the basics, but did you notice anything different about him lately? Anything bothering him? Acting unusual?”

      Joe shook his head and lifted his hands up emphatically. “No! No, not at all. That’s what’s so crazy about this. He seemed normal. Just like he always is.”

      “How long has he actually been missing?”

      “Well, he hasn’t shown up for his last four shifts. And he had one day off in the middle of them. So it’s been about five days now. It’s totally unlike him. I don’t know if Mia mentioned it, but the guy hasn’t missed a day of work in ten years. Even last year, he had the flu for a few days. He came right in on time. Of course, I sent him home early to get better and all, but that’s the kind of guy Frank is. He comes in, sick or not, no matter what. Nothing slows him down. That’s why it’s so alarming that he just no-shows like this. It’s not like him.”

      “What about the police?” Recker asked. “Contact them?”

      “Yeah, after about three days. They said they’d look in on it and all, but I contacted them this morning, just to get an update on their progress.”

      “And?”

      “Didn’t have any progress to report. Said they checked his place, found no signs of struggle. Doesn’t look like he’d been there in a few days. They don’t know. They’ll keep looking, so they say, but we both know how that goes. Other cases come up, things with no leads get shoved to the background, and before you know it, a year will go by or something. I don’t want Frank to get lost. He’s a good man. He deserves better than just a file at the bottom of someone’s desk.”

      Recker nodded, understanding the concern. “What about family?”

      “None, really. Frank’s wife died close to ten years ago. As a matter of fact, that might have been when he last took a day off that wasn’t scheduled. Maybe that’s why he’s been so dedicated. The job, the people here, it’s really all he’s got. It’s like a family to him.”

      “What about kids?”

      “I know he had a daughter. He doesn’t talk much about her, though. She’s grown, married, moved out to California, I think. I know he doesn’t see her much, or if he does at all. Whether they’re close or not, my instincts say no, but I’m not sure.”

      “Why do you not think they’re close?”

      “Like I said, never talked about her much. Maybe in passing here or there, but you know, most parents talk about the achievements of their kids, what they’re up to, grandkids, stuff like that. But Frank never really did. In the last year, I think he might have mentioned his daughter once or twice. That’s it. Just seemed to me that they weren’t close. But I could be wrong on that. It was just an impression.”

      “I can check on that. No problems with anyone here or anything?”

      “Nah. Everybody loved Frank. He always made it a point to talk to people here. Get to know them. Even if he only saw them once a month. The younger people working here always loved seeing him. He was like a second dad or grandfather, you know? An easy-going guy you could talk to, even if you didn’t know him all that well.”

      “So not an enemy in the world?”

      “Pfft. I don’t know who it could be, if he had one. If you didn’t like Frank, there’s something wrong with you. Ain’t no other way around it. He’s as good a guy as there is.”

      “OK. I’ll need everything you have on him. Address, phone number, anyone he hung out with outside of work, email, everything you got.”

      “Already figured you would,” Joe said. He reached into his shirt pocket and removed a folded piece of paper. He unfolded it and handed it to Recker. “I anticipated the question. This is everything I know about him.”

      Recker read what was on it and was satisfied. It had the basics that he needed. It would be enough to get started.

      “Was he dealing with any medical problems that you know of?”

      “Never mentioned anything,” Joe answered. “Never saw him taking any pills either. If he was on something, he never let on.”

      Recker let out a sigh as he rubbed his forehead, continuing to look at the paper in front of him. It certainly didn’t add up. Why would a guy who seemed to be universally loved wind up disappearing? Unless he was in one of those wrong place, wrong time types of deals.

      One thing that did get Recker’s attention was Frank’s address. He’d been there before. Not at Frank’s specific apartment, but he’d been in that area. It wasn’t noted as one of the best. Recker wondered if maybe Frank had gotten caught up in something. Something he obviously wasn’t supposed to. But then again, considering everything he’d been told so far, it didn’t seem like Frank would be the type of guy who’d get mixed up in something, unless it was an accident. But, at this point, everything was pure speculation. Oftentimes, that didn’t add up to much.

      They continued talking for a little while longer, with Recker trying to get as much information as he could on Frank. Everyone had their own little quirks and idiosyncrasies. Maybe one of them would give Recker a clue on what happened. But once Recker had everything Joe could give him, it was time to go to work.

      “I guess that’s it, huh?”

      “For now,” Recker replied.

      “Will you keep me updated?”

      “I can do that.”

      Recker took a business card out of his pocket and handed it to Joe. It was a plain white card with a phone number on it.

      “What’s this?”

      “If you have anything else, something you forgot, something you find out, you call me there.”

      “Don’t like to advertise much, huh?”

      Recker grinned. “We like to operate on a… smaller scale.”

      “Yeah, so, I guess that’s it?” Joe stood up and shook Recker’s hand. “I really appreciate you looking into this.”

      “Glad to do it. Hope we can find something.”

      Joe walked away from the table. Recker continued staring at the paper that he’d been given with all of Frank’s information on it.

      “What is it?” Mia asked. “You look troubled by something.”

      Recker glanced at her and shook his head. “No, it’s… not that. It’s nothing in particular. It’s just always troubling when someone mysteriously vanishes.”

      “You don’t think that…?”

      “Right now, I don’t think anything. And neither should you. Definitely don’t think the worst.”

      “What else can there be?”

      “There can be quite a bit,” Recker replied. “Maybe there was an emergency with his daughter in California. Maybe he fell and hit his head, was taken to a different hospital, and has temporary amnesia. There are all sorts of things.”

      “But none of them likely.”

      “Who’s to say what’s likely? All I’m saying is don’t lose hope. Until the light’s been extinguished, keep the fire burning.”

      “When did you get all psychological?”

      “It’s the new me.”

      Mia kissed him on the cheek. “I like it. But I gotta get back to work too. Do you need anything else?”

      “Nope. I’m good.”

      “All right. I’ll see you later tonight, then.”

      As soon as Mia left, Recker took out his phone to call Jones.

      “Hey, need you to start running some information down.”

      “Taking cases without me, are you?” Jones asked.

      “Sometimes I just hang a shingle out on the corner. Get whatever business I can. Especially when you don’t have anything.”

      “Should I just start creating problems out of thin air?”

      “Not necessary when I start getting the jobs for us.”

      “Indeed. And how did you catch this one?”

      “Security guard at the hospital Mia works. He’s gone missing. Mia’s pretty worried. Just talked to his boss, too. They’re all pretty shaken up about him.”

      “Oh. Well what do you have? I’ll get started on it.”

      Recker read off everything that was on the paper that Joe gave him.

      “That should be enough to work on,” Jones said. “I assume I’ll see you in a little bit?”

      “Not just yet. While I’m out, I figure I’ll head over to this guy’s apartment. See if I can dig something up. I’ll swing by Chris’ place and pick him up to give me some backup.”

      Jones’ ears perked up. “Backup? Are you already expecting trouble?”

      “Expecting? No. But Frank’s apartment isn’t exactly in the greatest of neighborhoods. I’d rather have him there just in case.”

      “Should I inform him you’re coming?”

      “No, you’ve already got your hands full. Just get started on all that other stuff.”

      “All right,” Jones said. “Let me know if you need anything else.”

      Once Recker hung up, he immediately called his other partner.

      “Don’t tell me,” Haley said.

      “Don’t tell you what?”

      “You need me for something?”

      “Well, I mean, you don’t have to.”

      “This is my first day off of the week, you know.”

      “Oh. Um, well, like I said, you don’t have to. It shouldn’t take more than an hour or two.”

      Haley loudly sighed into the phone. “All right. What are we into?”

      “Just checking out an apartment.”

      “And I just got all lathered up, too.”

      Recker raised an eyebrow. “Uh, am I interrupting something?”

      “Well, I just got all lotioned up, laying outside in the courtyard with my speedo on. Working on my tan.”

      Recker was silent for a moment.

      “You still there?” Haley asked.

      “Yeah, I guess. I’m not sure what to say now.”

      Haley laughed. “You want a picture?”

      “No! Please tell me you’re joking.”

      “No, why would I be joking?”

      “Uh. I don’t know.” Recker shook his head, trying to jar the images out of his mind. “Now I lost my train of thought.”

      Haley continued laughing. “Good. That’s what you get.”

      “Say what?”

      “If I have to work on my day off, you get visions burned into your head that you can’t shake loose. Now we’re even.”

      Recker chuckled. “I’m not sure that’s a fair trade.”

      “Maybe not. But that’s your problem.”

      “You’re not really sitting there like that, are you?”

      “No, I’m just sitting here watching a show. Figured if I had to work, you’d get the worst end of it.”

      “You know, if you really want the time off, I can go alone. It’s no problem.”

      “No, it’s good,” Haley said. “I don’t really mind. David finally came up with something for us?”

      “No, this is from Mia. Security guard at her hospital’s gone missing. By all accounts, very out of character. Figured we had the time to check it out.”

      “Works for me.”

      “I’ll come by your place and pick you up.”

      “I’ll be ready. What do you think we got here?”

      “I don’t know,” Recker answered. “But one thing’s for sure, isn’t it? People don’t disappear for no reason. And I have a feeling when we find out the reason here, we won’t like what we find.”
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      Recker and Haley pulled into the parking lot of the apartment complex that Frank lived in. As soon as they found a spot, they observed a drug deal going down at the corner of the building. Right out in the open, not really a care in the world. Recker sighed. He’d been there before, so he knew there was quite a bit of criminal activity there, but it always made him shake his head when it was done so openly.

      Recker and Haley sat there for a few minutes, just observing their surroundings. Since they had been there before, they knew things could get hairy quickly. They had to be cautious. The residents there, and the whole area, really, didn’t take too kindly to strangers. If you weren’t known and were visiting there, people assumed you were either with the police, undercover, or were looking to start trouble. Either case could be troubling for Recker.

      “What’s his number again?” Haley asked.

      Recker looked at his phone. “B9.”

      Haley pointed to his right. “Over that way.”

      There were numerous buildings, but none of them were connected, though all were very close together. They observed a couple known gang members walk past one of the buildings.

      “This should be fun,” Haley said.

      Recker smirked. He knew his partner was being facetious, but there were very few things in their line of work they could call fun. This certainly wasn’t one of them.

      “We could just wait until after dark.”

      “I’m not sure it makes much difference,” Recker replied.

      “They can see us better in the daytime.”

      “But there will be more out and about after the sun goes down.”

      “That’s true.”

      They kept their eyes on the gang members until they disappeared out of sight. The coast was clear for the moment.

      “I say we go now,” Recker said.

      “Yeah, let’s do it.”

      They got out of their car and swiftly walked over to the B building. They kept turning their heads, looking for any sign of trouble as they walked over there. Thankfully, they reached it without a problem.

      Once inside, they instantly came across a man walking past them. He gave them a strange glance. They definitely looked out of place there. They kept moving, though, eventually passing a woman, who also looked at them curiously. No one said a word, though.

      They finally reached Frank’s apartment. They stood just outside the door. Just as Haley was about to fiddle with the lock, the neighboring apartment door opened. A middle-aged man stepped out.

      “What you guys doin’?”

      Recker turned his head. “What does it look like we’re doing? We’re going into this apartment.”

      “That don’t belong to you.”

      “We’re investigating something.”

      “Oh. You cops?”

      “Do we look like cops?”

      The man sized them up for a second. “Well, yeah, kind of.”

      “Well there you go.”

      “You got badges?”

      “We don’t have time for this,” Recker said. “We’re not here for you. Get back in your apartment and let us do this.”

      “All right, all right, just calm down there. Jeez, you’re just like the other guys.”

      “What other guys?”

      “Those other cops that were here. They didn’t want nothing to do with me either.”

      “Why should they?”

      The man shrugged. “Well, when you try and help them out with stuff, think you got information for them, and they just push you along cause they got better things to do, apparently, it gets a little off-putting, you know?”

      “You had information for them?”

      The man threw his hands up. “They didn’t wanna hear it. Just pushed me along, told me to get back inside, and never heard from them again. It’s just like everything else around here.”

      “What do you mean by that?” Recker asked.

      “Police, man. They always say they wanna help, get things cleaned up and all, but you never see or hear from them. People around here want the scum and riff-raffs out of here.” The man shrugged again. “But nothing ever changes.”

      “Maybe we can do something about that.”

      The man looked past Recker, seeing Haley on one knee, appearing like a burglar trying to pick the lock.

      “Why’s he doing that, man?”

      Recker looked back at his partner. “The other guys lost the key, if you can believe it.”

      The man put his hands up to his shoulders. “Man, I can believe just about anything. A lot of incompetence out there these days. In all professions. I guess it’s no different with you guys.”

      “Apparently so.”

      “I mean, I can get you in if you want.”

      “You got a key?”

      “Yeah.” He reached into his pocket.

      “Why do you have a key to Frank’s apartment?”

      “Me and Frank kind of looked after each other. Got to around here. Need someone to have your back, you know? And we had a lot in common. There was a twenty-something year age difference between us, but we liked a lot of the same things. He was good people.”

      “Why do you say ‘was’?”

      “He’s missing, ain’t he? Around here, we all know what that means. Especially with Frank. He wouldn’t just up and leave.”

      Recker pointed with his thumb toward the door. “Can you open that?”

      “On one condition.”

      “What’s that?”

      “You let me go in there with you. I can let you know if something’s missing or ain’t right in there.”

      “You’ve been in there before?” Recker asked.

      “Oh yeah. Many times. One of the things we had in common was chess. We used to play each other two or three times a week.”

      Recker grinned and nodded. “Open it up. What’s your name, by the way?”

      “Jamar.”

      Haley got up and moved out of the way as Jamar stuck his key in and opened the door. Haley walked in first, followed by Recker. Jamar snuck in behind them.

      “Just don’t touch anything,” Recker said.

      As Haley started the search, Recker had more questions for their new friend.

      “You said you had information for the other cops that were here. What was it?”

      Jamar put his hand on his forehead and looked down. “I dunno, man. A couple days before Frank disappeared, I heard him talking to someone. Well, I say talking. It was more like yelling.”

      “Do you know who he was talking to?”

      Jamar shook his head. “No idea. And I don’t know if it was someone in his apartment or if he was on the phone, but it was loud. I mean, it was coming through my walls pretty good. Walls in these buildings ain’t too thick, you know?”

      “What did you hear?”

      Jamar grimaced. “Ah, you know, I don’t try to listen in to other people’s conversations, you know? But it was so loud, I couldn’t help but hear a few things. Frank kept saying something like, ‘I’ve always tried to help you’, or ‘I’ve done nothing but try to be there for you’, things like that. Kept repeating that over and over a few times. Really strange.”

      “And you don’t know who he was talking to?”

      “No idea.”

      “Didn’t ask him?”

      “Nah. Man’s personal things are his own business. Not for me to interfere or nothin’, unless he asks for an opinion or something, you know?”

      “I get it,” Recker said.

      “Like I said, it was really strange. I ain’t never heard Frank raise his voice like that. Not even close. I mean, he was agitated. Like I ain’t never heard him agitated before.”

      “You didn’t hear him say a name or anything?”

      “No, I don’t think so. Like I said, I didn’t want to listen in to his private stuff, you know? I just cranked the TV up a little, watched the Sixers, tried to block it out and all.”

      “How long did it go on for?”

      “It was only a couple minutes. And to be honest, watching the Sixers, I got a little distracted myself, you know? I started getting all hot and bothered once they bricked a few three’s, you know?”

      Recker smirked. “I hear you. Not their best year, is it?”

      Jamar puffed. “Man, you ain’t kidding. Their bench is awful, and they need a backup point guard in the worst way. And somebody teach these people to shoot some free throws, you know what I’m saying? I mean, they’re shooting something like sixty or seventy percent from the line. Those are free points!”

      “Maybe next year.”

      “It’s always next year. Pretty soon a decade’s past and it’s the same thing. Maybe next year. I’m tired of next year, you know?”

      “I hear ya. Back to Frank…”

      “Oh, yeah, anyway, I ain’t never heard him yell like that to anybody. And I’ve been here eight years. Never heard him raise his voice or say a mean word to nobody. Still hard to believe he’s gone.”

      “Did he have a lot of visitors?” Recker asked.

      “Nah, not really. Maybe a friend or two from the building, but nobody really from outside. He kept to himself mostly when he was here. And not too many people want to visit here, you know? This place has been going downhill for a few years now.”

      “Why do you guys stay?”

      “It’s home. It’s hard to leave your home. Plus, who’s to say you won’t move somewhere else and it won’t be just as bad? Crime’s everywhere. Well, you know. Don’t have to tell you.”

      “Unfortunately, I do.”

      Recker and Jamar started looking around, joining Haley in their search of the rooms.

      “Let me know if you see something out of place or missing,” Recker said.

      After looking for a while, they didn’t see anything that didn’t look like it belonged. They didn’t uncover any documents that gave them a clue, or any strange items that would lead them in another direction.

      “You see anything that looks like it’s missing?” Recker asked.

      Jamar crossed his arms, his eyes scanning the room. “Nah. Not a thing. Doesn’t look like…” He stopped mid-sentence as he looked at the bookcase along the far wall.

      Recker noticed his demeanor. “You see something?”

      Jamar walked over to the bookcase. It appeared as if he were looking for something in particular.

      “What is it?”

      Jamar stretched out both his arms toward the bookcase. “There used to be a box. Right here.” He pointed to the third shelf from the bottom. “Right on this shelf.”

      “What kind of box?”

      “Ah, you know, just a box. Like, uh, one of those jewelry type boxes, you know? About, so big.” He demonstrated the size with his hands. “You know the ones. You put jewelry or important papers, things like that.”

      “What was inside?”

      “No idea. I never looked inside. Not my business. But I remember it was here.”

      “Why would that go missing?” Recker asked, mostly talking to himself.

      “Can’t say. And he kept it locked, I know that.”

      “How?”

      “One time he showed me a picture of his daughter in there. And he had to take out a key to open it.”

      “When’s the last time you saw it?” Haley asked.

      “Oh, must’ve been last week or so. Yeah, I think that was it. Definitely was there a week or two ago. I remember that much.”

      “Must’ve had something valuable in there.”

      “Yeah, I noticed other things in there when he took out the picture, but didn’t really see what it all was. Could’ve been other papers, or stamps, or maybe old valuable baseball cards, you know? I just don’t know.”

      “We noticed some gang members hanging around outside,” Recker said. “Frank ever have any problems with them?”

      “Never any heated conversations or anything. But if they were hanging around, messing with someone, Frank wouldn’t hesitate to tell them to leave a kid alone, or peddle their drugs elsewhere, things like that. And sometimes they listened, and sometimes they brushed him off.”

      “Think maybe they could’ve done something to him?”

      Jamar shrugged. “Who knows? These days, I wouldn’t put nothing past nobody.”

      They took another look around the apartment, but didn’t notice anything else besides the missing jewelry box.

      “I think that’s all we’re gonna get here,” Haley said.

      “Yeah,” Recker replied. “I think you’re right.”

      “At least we know about the jewelry box.”

      “But no way of knowing what was in it.”

      “Hey, before you guys go, I gotta know something,” Jamar said. “Can I ask? And if it ain’t the truth, you don’t gotta worry about me or nothing, I know how to keep my mouth shut.”

      “Go ahead.”

      “Are you guys really cops?”

      Recker briefly glanced at his partner. Jamar didn’t seem like the type of guy who’d give them a problem. And it really didn’t matter if he would. They’d be gone by the time that would happen.

      “No.”

      “I didn’t think so,” Jamar said. He put his hands up. “You ain’t gotta worry about me. I won’t say nothing.”

      “Put your hands down. You don’t need to fear us.”

      “Who are you guys? Really.”

      Recker reached into his pocket and removed one of his business cards. He handed it to Jamar.

      “It’s just a phone number.”

      “I don’t usually like to advertise my presence,” Recker said. “But if you ever need me for something around here, you can call it. I’ll be around.”

      “Who do I ask for?”

      “The Silencer.”

      Jamar’s eyes almost popped out of his head upon hearing the name. “No way. You’re him?”

      “Last I checked.”

      “I’ve heard of you. I’ve heard you’re one of the good ones.”

      “I try.”

      “If you’re on Frank’s case, I feel much better about it. How’d you get on this?”

      “Somebody who knows Frank at the hospital just happens to know me. Thought I might want to check it out.”

      “Well God bless them, man. Cause now, like I said, I’m feeling better knowing you’re on this.”

      Recker pointed to the card. “If you ever need anything, you call that, all right? I’ll be here.”

      “It’s good knowing I got this in my back pocket. Especially with Frank being gone, it don’t feel the same around here. What if I’m next or something?”

      “Like I said, you call that.”

      Jamar stuck his hand out to shake, which Recker obliged.

      “Appreciate this,” Jamar said. “Hopefully I won’t need this, but I have a feeling, somehow, I will.”

      Recker didn’t respond, but he had a similar feeling. He didn’t think of it before, but what if Jamar knew more than he was saying? Maybe he didn’t know himself. But if Frank went missing, was there a chance that Jamar might find himself in a similar situation? It was tough to say without more useful information. But as Recker looked at Jamar, he got the feeling he’d be seeing him again too. And probably soon.
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      Recker and Haley walked out of the apartment, ready to call Jones with their findings, as well as seeing if he had come up with something on his end. Recker never got the phone out of his pocket, though. As soon as they stepped outside, they looked over to their car and saw a few unfamiliar faces hanging around it.

      Haley nudged his partner in the arm. “Looks like we got company.”

      “I see them.”

      They counted five. Three were leaning up against the hood, while the other two were on each side. They appeared to just be lounging, probably waiting for them to return.

      “How you wanna play this?”

      “Let’s try the easy way first,” Recker answered.

      “And if that doesn’t work?”

      “One way or another, they’re leaving.”

      Recker and Haley made their way to their car, stopping just short of it.

      “Something we can help you guys with?” Recker asked.

      A man with a red durag on spoke up, looking and acting like the leader of the group. “Uh, yeah, man, you can tell us what you were doing in there.”

      “That’s not your business.”

      “Everything around here is my business.”

      “Oh, are you in charge around here?”

      “That’s right. And nobody comes in here that I don’t know, or know what they’re doing. And that includes you.”

      “Well, I guess you’ll just have to accept it differently this time.”

      The man pushed himself away from the car, looking like he was egging for a fight. He took a few chews of his gum as he looked at Recker and Haley.

      “Think you guys are bigshots or something? You can just roll in here, do what you want, then leave without nobody saying a word?”

      “That’s exactly what we’re gonna do,” Recker replied. “We don’t answer to you. And there’s nothing you can do to stop us. So unless you have a strong interest in visiting the hospital to get your jaw wired shut, I’d suggest you step away from our car and go hassle some elderly people crossing the street. From the looks of you guys, that’s probably about all you’re good for.”

      One of the other men pushed himself away from the hood, looking like he wanted to tangle with Recker, though the leader put his arm out to prevent him from going any further.

      “I know you guys probably thrive on intimidation and fear, but you don’t scare us,” Recker said.

      “We should.”

      “Should be the other way around. You should be fearing us.”

      “Now why would we do that? I only got a high school degree, but I can count pretty good. Looks like it’s five against two right now. Unless I got my math wrong?”

      “Your math is right. But the odds are wrong.”

      “The odds?”

      “They’re in our favor. You don’t have enough to handle us.”

      The man laughed. “Oh, is that right? You two boys are gonna throw down with us and just knock us all off, huh?”

      Recker grinned. “Yeah. That’s right.”

      “I almost would like to see it.”

      “Make a move and you will.”

      One of the other men spoke up. “Yo, T, let’s just take these guys out and move on, man. What are we fooling around for?”

      “Probably because T is smarter than you,” Recker said. “He’s probably standing there wondering why the two guys in front of them are not intimidated or afraid like everyone else is. That probably gets him thinking, saying, ‘what is it about them that I don’t know’? Why are they not scared? Do they have something up their sleeve? Or maybe they’re just the two baddest mofo’s we’ve ever come across.” Recker then pointed at the other man. “And see, that’s the thing. You really don’t know what you’re going up against right now, do you?”

      T licked his lips, appearing like he was really giving the situation some additional thought. He didn’t have the same confident look he had at the beginning of the conversation.

      “Now, as much as we enjoy standing here and having this conversation with you, we really have other places we need to be,” Recker said. “So unless there’s something else that needs to be said, or you wanna try something that you won’t live long enough to regret, I’d really appreciate you guys stepping aside.”

      T stood there staring at him for a few seconds. Eventually, he looked over at his friends and motioned for them to move away.

      “All right. I’ll let you go this time.”

      “Oh, thanks,” Recker said. “So kind. I was getting worried for a minute.”

      “You’re kind of a cocky guy. Cocky guys sometimes need getting pegged down a notch or two to put them in their place.”

      “See, the thing about that is, you’ve gotta be better than the ‘cocky guy’ to put him in his place. And I don’t see anyone here capable of doing that. But I’m certainly willing to let someone try their luck.”

      Recker’s eyes glanced to the left of T, noticing one of the men slowly putting his hand in the right side of his pants. He knew he was most likely reaching for a gun.

      “Hey! Before you pull that thing, you better ask your boss first, because before you’re able to use that, T is going to be the first one shot.”

      T instantly spun his head around to see what his underling was doing.

      “Yo, what are you doing, man? Put that away! You don’t do nothing until I tell you to. Sit tight!”

      The man complied and put his hands in the air.

      “Who are you?” T asked. “I know you ain’t cops.”

      “Why aren’t we?”

      “You don’t act like cops. Cops would be here talking about arresting us or asking for backup and shit. That wasn’t you. You almost daring us to do something. Taunting us. Cops wouldn’t do that. At least not the ones we’re used to.”

      “Just call us concerned citizens.”

      “Who you here visiting?”

      “Again, not your business.”

      “I can find out, you know.”

      “I’m sure you can,” Recker said. “But in regards to that, if I find out you go in there and hassle people or hurt them in trying to find out who we are, we’ll come back. And I guarantee you we won’t be in as good a mood as we are right now.”

      “C’mon, T, let us just drop these jokers right here,” one of the other men said.

      “Man, you got some real dumb-dumbs working for you. You should go on a hiring spree to find some more talent. Honestly, I don’t even know how you’re even still around with these idiots working for you.”

      “They got their talents,” T said.

      “I’m sure they do.”

      “So you’re not gonna tell me nothin’?”

      “Nope.”

      “All right. Consider this your one get out of jail free card. But don’t come back here, all right?”

      “Why not?” Recker asked. “What’ll happen if I do?”

      “Maybe you won’t like what happens if you do.”

      “Now I almost have to just to see what does. Well, I should clarify. What you’ll attempt to do. Big distinction in trying and succeeding.”

      “Oh, we’ll succeed.”

      Recker shook his head. “No, you won’t. You’ll give it your best effort. But believe me, you and your bozo clowns here aren’t ready for what’s coming for you if you tangle with us. You might be the toughest people on this block. But there’s a world out there that’s tougher and badder than you can ever dream of being.”

      “Guess we’ll just have to see, then.”

      “Guess we will.”

      T directed his boys to step away from the vehicle, giving Recker and Haley plenty of space as they passed them and got in. Once inside the car, Haley took out his gun, holding it on his lap in case they had a little trouble in exiting. They weren’t sure if T was good for his word in letting them out without a problem. It turned out that his word was good. At least this time.

      They drove away and exited the parking lot without any further trouble. As they left, both Recker and Haley kept looking in the mirrors to see if anything else was coming their way. They weren’t being followed, though. T and his men remained standing in the same spot, just staring at them as they eventually drove out of sight.

      “Man, I really thought we might have something there for a while,” Haley said.

      “Yeah, a few of those guys looked like they wanted to shoot it out.”

      “You did lay it on pretty thick there.”

      “Those are the types of guys you gotta talk to that way. If they have any idea that you’re afraid of them, they’ll walk all over you. You gotta put it in their minds that they’re not tougher than you.”

      “Wonder who those guys really are. And if they’re involved in Frank’s disappearance.”

      “Yeah. I wonder about that too. Somebody’s gonna have to know who they are.”

      “Maybe David can find them.”

      “If not, I’m sure Vincent will have an idea,” Recker said.

      “You know how you get those feelings from time to time?”

      “Yeah?”

      “I’m getting one now.”

      “On what?”

      “T and his boys. I got a feeling we haven’t seen the last of them.”

      “I get the feeling you’re right,” Recker replied. “I don’t think we’ve seen the last of them either. Not by a long shot.”
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      Jones swiveled his chair around as he heard the door open. By the looks on their faces, and the faint detection of a sigh on Recker’s end, he got the feeling all was not well. Considering he didn’t get any calls or messages to say otherwise, he thought it was a strange reaction. But, he figured it was just frustration that they probably didn’t uncover anything at Frank’s apartment.

      “By the looks of things, I’d say you have nothing new for me?” Jones asked.

      “I wouldn’t say that,” Haley answered. “We might have a name.”

      “A name? For who?”

      “Goes by the name of T,” Recker replied.

      “T? Is that the letter T? Or is it T-e-e? Or perhaps T-e-a? Maybe he’s a fan of Lipton.”

      Recker grinned. “See? All my jokes have rubbed off on you.”

      Jones shivered as if he were trying to shake things loose. “There’s a sobering thought. So who is this T that we’re now talking about?”

      Recker then recalled their encounter with the small gang outside the apartment.

      “So you didn’t find anything inside?” Jones said. “But this gang was waiting for you by your car? How did they know it was yours?”

      “I assume we were spotted on the way in,” Recker responded.

      “And we did find something inside,” Haley said. “A missing jewelry box.”

      Jones raised an eyebrow. “Um. I think it’s technically impossible to find something that isn’t actually there. I mean, you can’t say you found something if you can’t actually hold it and touch it and see it.”

      Haley looked at Recker, while pointing with his thumb back to Jones. “Look at Mr. Semantics over here. Have you been watching some comedy improv shows today?”

      “No, just hanging around you guys too long. And who is this other guy you talked about?”

      “The neighbor,” Recker said. “Jamar.”

      “And how does he fit in?”

      “He doesn’t at the moment.”

      “And who is this T?”

      “We don’t know. We’ll need you to look that up.”

      “Oh, I’ll just add that to my never-ending list.”

      “Speaking of your list, what have you found out so far?” Recker asked.

      Jones swiveled his chair around again to face his computer. “Not much, I’m afraid.”

      “That wasn’t what I was hoping for.”

      “Me neither, but that’s where we are.”

      “What do you have?”

      “Well, phone records have not uncovered anything unusual. He doesn’t actually appear to use his phone all that much anyway. At least as far as calling or texting. Very few of either, actually. And no calls on the day he didn’t show up for work.”

      “What about the day before?”

      Jones shook his head. “That’s a goose egg, as well. No calls. No texts.”

      “Didn’t Jamar say he heard Frank talking loud?” Haley asked. “That would indicate there was somebody there in person.”

      “He couldn’t pin down the exact date, though,” Recker replied. He then snapped his fingers. “But he did say that he started watching the Sixers game.”

      “I’ll pull up their schedule.” Haley quickly scrolled through his phone. “Looks like they played two days before Frank went missing.”

      Recker looked at Jones. “You have any phone records for that time? They played at what, seven?”

      Haley nodded. “Yeah. Finished after nine.”

      Jones quickly searched. “No. No activity within that time frame.”

      “Figures,” Recker said. “That means whoever he was talking to had to be in person.”

      “But why would Jamar hear Frank’s voice, but not the person he was talking to?”

      “The other guy wasn’t heated,” Haley said. “He was calm. Talking normal, or barely at all. Only explanation.”

      “Or Frank had a second phone,” Recker said.

      “That wouldn’t make sense. Why would he?”

      Recker shrugged. “Didn’t say it made sense. Just said it’s another possibility.”

      Jones had another idea. “Is it possible that this Jamar is lying about it and he didn’t really hear anything?”

      Recker looked at his friend strangely. “Why would he lie about that?”

      Jones threw his hands up. “Who knows? Why do people lie about anything? It suits their purpose somehow. And I’m not saying it’s a good idea. Just throwing it out there.”

      Recker put his hand over his mouth and chin as he thought about it. He couldn’t think of any reason why Jamar would lie about that.

      “I don’t see how that makes sense either.”

      “Like I said, just throwing it out there,” Jones replied.

      “Well, we probably shouldn’t discount anything at this point either. What else do you have?”

      “As I said, not much. He didn’t have a lot in the bank. A few thousand dollars. That hasn’t been touched in the days leading up to his disappearance, or since then. He doesn’t appear to own a passport, so him deciding to leave the country on a whim doesn’t seem likely, either.”

      “Credit cards?” Haley asked.

      Jones shook his head. “Also a negative. Had one credit card. He had no balance on it, though. And it hasn’t been used in over a month.”

      “Major bills?”

      “Nothing that I can find.”

      “Social media accounts?”

      “He had a couple, and he seemed to use them fairly regularly, though nothing since he disappeared.”

      “What about before then?” Recker asked. “Anything unusual? Threats? Arguments?”

      “No, he seemed to enjoy photography and the outdoors. Wildlife. He commented on pictures he thought were interesting or that he liked. Certainly no arguments or snide comments that I could find.”

      Recker loudly sighed, appearing to be agitated. “This doesn’t make sense. Nothing about this guy seems like he should be a target for someone.”

      “Maybe we’re missing the obvious,” Haley said.

      “Which is?”

      “Maybe he wasn’t targeted. Maybe the reason he’s missing is completely random. Some accident somewhere.”

      “Certainly a possibility,” Recker replied. “What about his car? License plate hit anywhere?”

      “He did not own one,” Jones answered. “Took public transportation everywhere he went. Or walked, I suppose.”

      “Have you looked up his bus or transit passes?”

      “Dead end.”

      “So you’re telling me you have nothing?”

      “Well, yes. But that’s what I told you in the beginning.”

      “No, you said, ‘not much’. I assumed ‘not much’ meant something. Even just a small something. Not nothing.”

      “Are we getting pedantic now?”

      Recker shrugged and grinned. “Just striving for accuracy.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind for next time.”

      “So just to be clear, your ‘not much’, is nothing, right?”

      “For the moment.”

      “Oh. So can you get on this T, thing, then? I mean, it’s not like you have much else going on, it seems.”

      Jones faked a smile. “I’ll move it right up to the top of the list.”

      “Gee, thanks, Dad.”

      “Just so I’m clear, and so there are no misunderstandings, there’s not much to work with on this T, person.”

      “Already coming up with excuses as to why you won’t get the job done?”

      “You’re really pushing buttons here, Michael.”

      Recker let out a laugh, seeing Jones getting hot under the collar.

      “Well, you know, I was just…”

      Jones put his hand up, not wanting to hear another word. “Out!”

      “What?”

      Jones pointed toward the door. “Out! If you’re just going to stand here and criticize my work, out!”

      Recker continued laughing. “OK, OK, I’m done.”

      Jones gave him a look that suggested he didn’t believe him. “Really?”

      Recker put his hands up. “Really. I’m done. Since there’s nothing to go on…”

      “Out!”

      “OK, OK, I’m really done now. I promise.”

      “I mean it. There may be some booby traps in this office that you don’t know about, you know.”

      “Really?”

      Now Jones gave the smile. “With all the free time I have here to work on things, you just never know, do you?”

      Recker looked over to the wall, where the secret passage was that he didn’t know existed for a long period of time. Maybe Jones really had other things worked out. Before the playful banter between the two got out of hand, Haley stepped in.

      “So what else do we have going on so far?”

      “Not much,” Recker answered.

      “You don’t happen to have anything else to go on with T, do you?” Jones asked. “A picture, perhaps?”

      “Well, I was gonna ask for a selfie with my arm around him, but the topic just never seemed to come up.”

      “I’ll take that as a no. Do we even know if he lives in the complex?”

      “We do not,” Recker replied.

      Jones grunted as he typed. “This is not going to be easy.”

      “Already…”

      Jones shot him a look, and Recker immediately discontinued his thought, which was going to be sarcastic.

      “Proceed,” Recker said.

      “What about his daughter?” Haley said. “When’s the last time he talked to her?”

      “According to my records, it’s been a while,” Jones answered. “Over a month ago. And just for good measure, I looked into where she’s been, and she is out in California. And, I can verify that she was at the Dodgers game in Los Angeles the night before Frank went missing.”

      “So she’s likely out.”

      “And no mysterious emails or anything?” Recker asked.

      “Very infrequent emails that I can find,” Jones replied.

      “Looks like a hard one, doesn’t it?” Haley said.

      “That it does.”

      “Right now, we got two things going for us,” Recker said.

      “Two?” Haley asked.

      “The missing jewelry box.”

      “That we don’t know if there’s really anything inside of.”

      “And T.”

      “Who won’t talk to us without shooting.”

      “Not great options, there, Michael,” Jones said.

      “Didn’t say they were,” Recker replied. “And the jewelry box has to be involved somehow. I mean, why take it if there’s nothing inside that’s valuable? And two, it would have to be someone close to him that would know about it and what’s inside. It would also lead into the theory that whoever was arguing with him that night that Jamar heard about may have taken it.”

      “And how does T fit? Assuming he’s not the one that’s taken him or killed him.”

      “He seems like a guy who always knows what’s going on in his neighborhood.”

      “Even if he does know, I doubt he’s the kind who’s going to talk to you. Willingly, that is.”

      “Then we’d just have to make him. Unwillingly.”

      “Easier said than done,” Jones said.

      “Most things are.”

      “And getting him to talk without shooting first is going to be problematic, as well. Not to mention finding out who he is.”

      Recker shrugged, not concerned with that. “If all else fails, I could just show up and stand in the parking lot again until he shows up.”

      “I get the feeling you would be lying on the ground dead before you see him again.”

      “Maybe. But it would be helpful if you found out something about him first. Like a name or an address.”

      “I’m working on it.”

      “You know, a guy like T is probably on someone’s radar,” Haley said. “Someone who already knows what’s going down on every block in the city.”

      “Are you talking about Vincent?” Recker asked.

      Haley nodded. “I am. If David punches up a zero, I gotta believe that Vincent’s already got this guy in his book.”

      Recker looked over to the window. “Yeah. I’m sure he does.”

      “Might be worth a phone call.”

      Recker glanced at Jones. “Yeah, especially since some people are coming up…”

      “I’m warning you, Micheal,” Jones said.

      Recker chuckled. “In any case, we’re already behind the eight ball here. If Vincent can give us something quicker, let’s reach out. Frank’s been missing for a few days now. Who knows how much time he’s got left?”

      “If any,” Haley said.

      Recker pulled out his phone, ready to make the call. “Yeah. We can’t afford to wait any longer on this. We need to start making up some time and figure out what’s going on here. And we need to do it fast.”
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      Recker walked across the grass on his way to the bench that Vincent was sitting on. The crime boss was just staring at the water, watching a few small boats and kayaks go by. Recker gave a half-hearted wave to several of the guards as he passed them. He was a little surprised that he didn’t see Malloy around. It was rare that he wasn’t near wherever Vincent was.

      Recker sat down on the bench. “Thanks for the meet on short notice.”

      Vincent glanced at him before his eyes quickly returned to the water. “Ah, it’s a nice day out, anyway. I wanted to get out and stretch my legs.” He then let out a laugh, patting his stomach. “Besides, a little walking outside is good for your health, you know?”

      “That’s what I hear.”

      “It seems when you start getting older, everything you eat ends up straight at the bottom. Doesn’t look like you have the same problem, though.”

      “Well, I move around a lot. Where’s Jimmy? Everything OK?”

      Vincent waved his hand in the air. “He’s attending to another matter. You know, why is it that water has this calming influence? You look at the water, you hear the water, you see people on the water, and it just… it calms your mind. Relaxes you. Why is that?”

      “I dunno. I’m sure there have been studies done on it. Some type of reaction to the brain or something.”

      “Yes, studies. There are studies about everything nowadays. Anyway, enough about that. What’s on your mind?”

      “I was wondering if you knew anything about a guy named T,” Recker said. “Don’t have much else on him at the moment. Seems to be in charge of some gang that I don’t know the name of. Had a red durag on.”

      “Where’s he operating?”

      “Northwest. It’s those apartments on…”

      Vincent didn’t need to hear anything else, though. He already knew who was being talked about. T was someone he’d dealt with before and had his eye on.

      “T-Bone.”

      “You know him?” Recker asked.

      “Oh yes. T-Bone Strand. Real name is…” Vincent lowered his head for a moment as he thought. “Darius. Darius Strand.”

      “Where does the T-Bone come from?”

      “I believe because he’s tall. And thin.”

      “Oh. That wasn’t what I was expecting.”

      “So what’s your interest in T-Bone?”

      “Well, to be honest, I’m not sure I have any.”

      Vincent looked confused. “Then why are you inquiring about him?”

      “I’m looking for someone. In the process of doing that, I ran into T-Bone. Wasn’t sure if he might have some connection to what I’m looking at.”

      “I see. Are you at liberty to tell me what your situation is? Perhaps I can lend some assistance.”

      “Missing security guard. Works at the same hospital as Mia. Hasn’t missed a day in ten years. All of a sudden, doesn’t show up. Everyone’s concerned, police look into it, nothing to be found. And he hasn’t turned up anywhere that we can tell. Hospitals, morgues, nothing. Daughter in California, no other family around that we know of, just seems to have vanished.”

      “History of mental illness, maybe? Just wandered off somewhere?”

      Recker shook his head. “No history of it.”

      “That’s a tough one for sure.”

      “So we went to his apartment, looked around, talked to a neighbor, figured out there’s a missing jewelry box, and nothing else. Went back to our car and found T-Bone waiting for us, asking what we were doing, had some words with him, and now I’m just wondering if he might be involved somehow.”

      “My initial reaction would be doubtful.”

      “Why?”

      “Doesn’t sound like T-Bone’s style,” Vincent said. “He and his group… they’re not the most… delicate, shall we say? They’re not exactly the type who make elderly people go missing without anyone knowing about it. Don’t get me wrong. They’ll make people go missing. Permanently. But they’re not exactly shy or deceitful about it.”

      “So you don’t think they’d kidnap him for some reason?”

      “Not unless he stole some of their merchandise and they’re looking for it.”

      “Drugs?”

      Vincent nodded. “Among other things. But that’s their main play.”

      “Hard to believe he’d be mixed up in that.”

      “That’s why I don’t think they’d be involved in his disappearance. If they were, you’d likely have found your victim by now. Probably lying on the sidewalk with some holes in him.”

      “Seems like a dangerous group.”

      Vincent shrugged. “Can be if you don’t know how to handle them.”

      “Kind of surprising that you’re letting them walk around without a leash on.”

      “They’re small-time right now. I’ve had conversations with T-Bone. He knows where he stands. If he gets out of line, or gets too big for his britches, he knows he’ll receive a visit. As of now, he mostly operates out of a small area. I’m OK with that. As long as he has no aspirations of expanding, steps on my toes, or infringes on my business, he’s OK. But make no mistake, I’ve got my eyes on him. I’m watching. And he’s not the only one, believe me. There’s others like him around. But they all know their place.”

      “So you’re doubtful he’s involved?”

      “I am. Unless there’s something you don’t know yet, such as this guy working with them in some capacity. But if the guy’s clean, it would be surprising to me if T-Bone’s the guy you’re looking for.”

      “Do you think it’s possible you could set up a meeting with him for me?”

      “For what purpose?” Vincent asked.

      “Seemed like he’s a big man around there. Maybe he has an idea of what
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