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Bodies of Evidence

Great evils come and go, but in their wake, it is the little people who must endure—those who, while themselves neither evil nor great, have nevertheless built their lives out of looking the other way. Facilitating. Getting evil done. They are but cogs in the vast economic machinery of despotic do-baddery.

My name is Louis Corelli and I am one of those cogs. For now, anyway. What I really want to do is write for the stage, but that’s a cut-throat business, so in the meantime, I hench. The money is good, and so are the stories.

This is one of them.

It began like a scene out of some pimple-neck’s comic book...



“Incompetent fools!” 

Maladein barked a hyena laugh and pulled the trigger. A crackling arc of plasma shot out from between the coils of the prototype weapon and incinerated Squeaky Pete on the spot. Maladein’s eyes were wild as he struggled to control the spray of particle energies, his cackles of laughter pitched in eery harmony to the shrill warble of the electronics. Mickey Two-Thumbs just stood there in front of him, eyes wide, mesmerized by the sudden cremation of the man beside him, until the stench of smouldering muscle brought him back to reality with a twitch. He blinked. Then he turned to run. But it was too late. Maladein grinned and turned the weapon in his hands. Once more its unholy fire danced, catching Mickey square in the back before he could take his second step. 

And just like that, it was over. With no more goons to discipline, Maladein released the trigger. The beam flickered and then vanished as the whine of tortured inductors cycled down, the pitch falling, volume fading, until the only sounds left were the boss’s heaving gasps of glee. Maladein stumbled forward and prodded Mickey’s remaining lower half with the glowing end of his new favorite toy. Even from the back of the room, I could taste the acrid sizzle that wafted up from the demicorpse where the weapon’s tip made contact with bare skin. I tried not to swallow.

“Fabulous! Freaking fabulous, Doctor!” Maladein spun around, his  eyes coming to rest on the timid little scientist to my left. Poor guy looked torn between retching and weeping. Probably wanted to run, too, but he was too scared. Or maybe too smart. “Build me five more just like it, then get started on a big one for the roof of the castle!” With play-time over, the boss tossed his rifle dismissively at the doc and then strode past us toward the door at the back of the loading bay.

“Marston! Escort the professor back to his lab. Corelli, clean up this mess and then join me at the launch site. By this time tomorrow, the world will be mine!”

Two minutes later, Maladein and his train of functionaries, lick-spittles and lesser adjutants had disappeared into the night, leaving me with the mess. Not that I’m complaining. Like I said, the pay is good. It was just time to actually start earning it.



“Corpus Corp. Hold please.”

I looked around the room, surveying the extent of the mess. There wasn’t much left of either body. Maladein’s new pet scientist might be terrified, but he gave good carnage, even under pressure. Might be time to…

“Corpus Corp. Thank you for holding. My name is Cindy. How may I direct your call?”

“Hey Cindy. My name is Lou. I need a pickup on Pier 26.”

“One moment, please.” I pulled a stick of gum from my chest pocket, but before I could get it unwrapped, a new voice came on the line.

“Collections. This is Penny. I understand you need a pickup?”

“Hi doll. I’m Lou. Yeah, I’m down at Pier 26. How you guys doing tonight?”

“We’re pretty busy, Lou, but I have a unit in your area. How big a load have you got for us?”

I kicked at Mickey’s legs to be sure there wasn’t anything more lying beneath them. “Looks like less than two halves. I dunno, one half and then maybe a foot. Below the ankle.”

“Okay Lou, I can squeeze you in. And how will you be paying?”

“On account. Maladein Industries.”

“One moment, please.” She was gone for over a minute. “Hello, Lou? I’m not showing any accounts under that name. The closest match I have is for SKULL International Consortium of Evil, Local Rep: Sheldon Maladein.”

“Damn. I forgot about the merger. That’s us. Sorry.”

“Not a problem, Lou. It happens all the time. Now, are we talking about bystanders, police, government agents, or henchmen?”

“Henchmen.”

“Right. Independent contractors? Staff? Or were they from a service?”

“Uh, Mickey was an independent, but I think Squeaky Pete was from Flunky Finder.”

“Okay. And would you like us to notify the agency for you? We’ve already got quite a list to send over to them tonight. The Axis of Evil is breaking in a new Hell-spawn today and it got loose. That scene’s had us tied up since lunch. I could add Pete to our condolence list if you like.”

“Sure. That’d be a nice touch.”

“Righty-o. One last thing before I let you go. We’re promoting a new service this week. Our Sanguinex Clean Scene is guaranteed to get the red out or your money back. This week we’re offering a free demonstration. Would you like to give it a try?”

“I don’t know, Penny. There isn’t much red to get out this time. The boss used his new plasma cannon.”

“Ooo. Those are nice. How’s the scorching?”

I looked around. She was right. Except for a pair of man-shaped silhouettes of unblemished concrete, the back wall of the warehouse was criss-crossed with ugly black burn marks.

“Yeah, the wall is burned up pretty bad.”

“Streamed particle weapons will do that every time, Lou, but I’m sure the Sanguinex will get it to come up real nice. I’ll put you down for the demo. Is there anything else?”

“No. I’m good, thanks.”

“Alright Lou. I have you listed for a half-by-two pickup and a full Sanguinex demo. We’ll be there in twenty minutes and guaranteed to be off-site within one hour of arrival. Thank you for calling Corpus Corp.”

The line went dead and I put my phone away. Like I said, one of the things I liked about the job was all the time it gave me to work on my writing, so I took out my notepad and started making some notes. The rest I got from Sid later.



“Half-by-two lite on Pier 26, with sizzle. Got it, hon. Thanks. Unit three is rolling.” Sid tucked his phone into a shirt pocket and started the engine before turning to look at his trainee.

“Looks like we got lucky for your first call, kid. This is just a little one. We can break you in nice and slow.”

The kid nodded and stared straight ahead as the delivery van pulled out onto the street. Sid glanced at him out of the corner of his eye, noting all the usual symptoms of a first-nighter. Eyes as big as hubcaps, blinks coming in triple time. All of it.  

“Don’t forget to breathe, right? I don’t want to have to dump an extra one-by-one tonight. You get me?” Sid threw a helpful grin at his new trainee while making the turn onto Peachtree, but he knew there wasn’t much he could do. Your first night on the job in this business was tough, but there was nothing anyone could do to help you get past it. The kid would either pull through or he’d run screaming into the night. Or he’d try, anyway. Sid patted his jacket pocket to be sure. One scream-stopper. Check.

The kid licked his lips nervously. When he found his voice, it cracked a little. “What’s a...” He stopped and took a deep breath, then tried again, aiming for a bit more man and a little less mouse. “What’s a half-by-two?”

Sid paused, trying to figure out whether the kid was ready for any real details yet, then he shrugged. He still hadn't decided if the kid was even going to survive his first shift, but either way, if a newbie was going to lose it, better to find out quick.

“The first number tells us how many bodies worth of weight we’re picking up. The second one is how many individual bodies contributed parts to that total.” You could actually hear the kid swallow, but he kept it under control. Even managed to not sound terrified with his next question.

“So why do we care about the second number? Don’t we just need to know how much weight we’re loading?”

Sid suppressed a grin. “Usually, yeah. But sometimes it really helps to know how many fingers you’re looking for.”

They pulled into the Pier 26 lot just as the kid flung the door open to puke.



“We’re pretty much done here now, Lou. Can I get you to sign the work order?” I looked up from my notebook. That was fast. I threw a couple of glances around the rest of the warehouse, and sure enough, every little part that had once been named Mickey or Pete had been packed up and stowed into the back of the FedEx van he’d arrived in. The concrete walls and floor were spotless. Sid had been here less than half an hour and now here was, standing on the lip of the loading dock, ready to leave. A bare bulb glared down at him from above the bay doors, etching him crisply against the blackness of night beyond, as he waved his documents at me for signature.

I shook my head in disbelief and went over to join him. He knew I was surprised. It was written all over his self-satisfied grin. I took the workpad and looked it over. In addition to the work order and a customer satisfaction survey for the Sanguinex demo, there was a small unsealed business envelope. I pulled it open and peeked inside: a gold cross on a chain and two pea-sized lumps of yellowish metal. Gold fillings, maybe? Leftovers to send on to the families. Apparently the beam didn’t atomize gold. Interesting. Maladein would definitely want to hear about that.

I scrawled a signature into the little signing box and handed it back. “Top notch job, Sid. Fast and clean. I tell you, it’s a joy to work with professionals.”

Sid smiled and offered me his hand, which I shook. Then he winked. “Tell your boss he made our job easy. I wish more people would switch to energy-based weapons. But I guess if too many of them did that, I’d be out of work.”

The kid had spent the whole time cleaning up his own mess on the pavement beside the truck, but he was done now, and walking toward us across the parking lot. Sid and I exchanged knowing glances and a quiet chuckle. Newbies. “Somebody’s nephew?” I asked, hopefully.

Sid shook his head. “Nah. The usual. Recruiting picked him up on a sweep. Shelter somewhere or a flop—I didn’t ask. The more you know, the harder it gets.” I nodded in sympathy. “Supposed to have scored as ‘promising,’ or something” Sid added. “But so far, I’m not seeing anything but jumps and twitches.”

There wasn’t much I could say to that. Training is always a rough gig—on both sides—and this kid looked six kinds of awkward, even in just the few minutes I’d seen him. Besides, it didn’t matter what I thought. It was Sid’s call. He and I both went back a ways in this business, and we both knew the score. The work was dirty and dangerous, but by far the most dangerous part of all was that very first day, though few of us ever knew it at the time. You didn’t get a sense of that until you’d seen a few newbies wash out for yourself, but by then of course, you’d already managed to not wash out yourself. 

Every supervisor in the business has his own theory about what it takes to make it. I don’t know what Sid’s thing was, but so far he hadn’t seen it, and if you asked me, the kid was too frail. Too much rabbit. Not sure I’d have even given him a try, if it had been me. But hell, for all I knew, Sid would find what he was looking for and I’d be calling the kid “boss” by a week next Thursday. A part of me wanted to wish him luck—wish them both luck—but it wasn’t really any of my business, and we all had work to get back to. 

Calling a quick “g’night” over his shoulder, Sid motioned the kid back toward the van and followed after him. Thirty seconds later, they were gone.



As soon as Sid climbed into the van, it was like a cork had been yanked out of the kid’s chatter box. How much blood had there been? Did that big guy really whack people for a living? Why did they have to drive around in a FedEx truck? How much did Corpus Corp charge clients for this kind of thing? What were they going to do with the bodies now? How come he wasn’t allowed to use Sanguinex to clean up the puke?

“Whoa. Slow down, kid.” Sid put the vehicle into gear and pulled casually out of the lot, making a right onto Canal. “That was an easy job, but it didn’t go like I expected. Normally, I’d have let you handle some of it—even though I can do the easy ones in my sleep—but if there’s only one thing you need to learn tonight, it’s this: maximum service, minimum exposure. That means do the job, do it right, but do it fast, and for the love of Jupiter, don’t leave any new evidence on site. So tonight, I had to clean up the client’s mess so you could take care of yours. As for why you had to do it by hand, well, let’s just say that, my way, you’re less likely to flip your burgers at another call. You’ll remember how unpleasant the cleanup is.” The kid nodded that he understood. Sid continued.

“The rest of your questions fall into the three categories of questions I ain’t gonna answer. Category 1: questions that will answer themselves by the end of the night. Category 2: questions that are none of your damn business. And Category 3: questions that might get you killed for asking. You follow?” The kid swallowed hard and nodded again, then he turned his wide, blinking eyes back toward the window. 

Sid smiled to himself. Like most rookies, the kid had probably been spinning his wheels all night on the “what came next” problem, his head full of wild conjectures—vats of acid, chipper/shredders, darkened piers, concrete galoshes and sinister alleys on the dark side of town. And along about now, he’d be starting to get a glimpse of the “what have I gotten myself into” problem, too. Either way, what Sid did next came as a bit of a curve ball.

He pulled up in front of City Hospital. 

The kid looked around in a panic and discovered that it was worse than just being at the hospital. Sid hadn’t parked surreptitiously in the back of the lot. No, he’d triple parked the van in front of the emergency entrance. Beside a squad car. With a cop in it. The kid began to hyperventilate. 

“Relax,” Sid said, with a frown as he climbed around his seat and went into the back of the van. “We’re FedEx, remember? Nobody cares.” He re-emerged a moment later, carrying a grimy looking package. “People expect us to park illegally. Hell, we get away with more crap than even handicapped people do.” Then he looked at the kid. Mouth still gaping, eyes darting from place to place, panic obviously scrambling up the back of his throat.

“Now stay here,” Sid told him, “and for Christ’s sake try to not look guilty of something, okay?” Then he hopped out the driver’s door and disappeared into the hospital. 

When he returned, Sid was pleased to see that the kid had managed to get his breathing under control and that most of the wild panic was gone from his eyes. All that remained was a slight movement of his lips—either praying or counting to himself. Sid hoped he was counting. That would have been okay. But praying? That wouldn’t be a good sign. Not in this line of work.

“No dice,” he said as he jumped up into the driver’s seat. The kid snapped his head up, startled by the announcement, and obviously still confused about why they had even come here. Sid threw him a bone. “Sometimes if they’ve been busy in Emerge, we can add our little offerings to the mixed bag of parts waiting to be processed after the autopsies are done.” Sid shrugged. “But like I said, no dice. They haven’t had any partials tonight. Our chaff would stick out like a bag of severed thumbs at a bar mitzvah.”

“P-Partials?” But then a look of understanding shuddered across the newbie’s face. “Never mind,” he said quietly. “I get it.” 

Sid twisted around in his seat and looked into the back of the van. “Tonight might be a hard night to outload,” he said. “On top of the call we just did, I was at a nasty one all afternoon, before you started. I’ve still got that lot to ditch as well.”

“W-What do you mean, ‘nasty?’”

“Some bozos were receiving a razor-beast in the back of a dairy this morning and they opened the cage without feeding the damned thing first. That little oversight turned into a six-by-nine call. A real wet one. Took forever to strain all the pieces out of the cheese vats.” To his credit, the kid only gagged. Twice.

They drove on in silence for several minutes, each man alone with his own disturbing thoughts. Then, suddenly, Sid did the oddest thing. As they were passing a little urban park, he jerked the van to a halt and jumped out the driver’s door—the engine still running—and ran across the grass. When he reached the base of a tall bronze statue of some pioneer housewife, he pulled a small hammer from a loop on the back of his belt and whacked her on the toe with it. Then, without even pausing, he turned and trotted back, hopped up into the van, and resumed driving, as though nothing at all had happened. The whole stop had taken less than a minute. 

No doubt the kid was burning with curiosity, but after Sid’s lecture on questions that might get him killed, he must have decided to play it careful. But even fears of his own impending death couldn't keep him quiet forever. 

“So how come we’re driving around the city looking for somewhere to dump this stuff? Doesn’t a company like CC have all kinds of easy ways to handle it?” He must have figured that this kind of question didn't fit into any of Sid's “categories.” Apparently, he was right. 

“Yup,” Sid agreed. “Normally we’ve got four or five different processing options, depending on how much chaff we’ve got and how much of it is bone. But the cops have been sniffing around lately. I figure it’s safer to avoid the regular systems. No telling what’s being watched. You know, we even sent out a bulletin warning clients to lay low, but do you think you can tell a megalomaniac when to ix-nay on the utchery-bay? Christ! The work load has been going up since then instead of down. Definitely not team players.

“Anyway, that’s why I’m pulling a double today. I’ve been with Corpus since before we were big enough to have in-house disposal. Lucky for you, I still know a few tricks from the old days. You couldn’t have picked a better week to start on the job.”

As they were talking, Sid guided the van toward the downtown core. Twice more he punctuated their conversation with his sudden stop-and-hammer assaults on civic memorials. Each time he would whack the statue on a foot or a hoof or a hand, and each time he would come scampering back just as quickly to continue their journey, with never a word of explanation. “The big problem,” he said after the third such stop, resuming the conversation right where he had interrupted it, “is our damned reputation. No Corpus client has ever had so much as a toe turn up after disposal. And every year it gets a little harder to hide or destroy each and every scrap. We can’t just take it out and dump it in the forest. Too many people with nosy dogs out on nature hikes. Sinking it in the bay doesn’t work either. The first time our concrete crumbles and some scalp floats to the surface, all our hard work goes down the tubes. It gets to be a lot of pressure.”

“So you’ve never had any, um, evidence come back to haunt you?”

“Nope. Came close once, though.” Sid chuckled at the memory. “In hindsight, it was a stupid idea, but it was thirty years ago and I was just getting started. Spotted what I thought was a great little hiding place. You know those run-down houses over in Adelaide Park? Well they were just being built back then. I was helping to clean up after a time jump splooge—some idiot sent a squad back to a week later than he shoulda. Poor bastards appeared half inside a new foundation wall. Anyway, while I’m cleaning flunky off the cinder blocks, I notice that a couple of the houses had this weird sort of architectural quirk in the attic. A sort of dead space, about the size of a small bathroom, completely surrounded by walls. No doors. No windows. Nothing. Completely sealed inside the ceiling—or, it would be, once the ceiling was put up. And it was only about five feet high, too, so even if somebody ever noticed it, it wasn’t like they were going to open it up to put in an office or something. It was perfect. So I picked out one house, at the end of a darkish street, and for the next two weeks, I took all my loads up there, sealed in heavy plastic, and stuffed them into that hidden room. I figure I got maybe a forty-by-sixty in there, all in all, before they finished the place. Nobody every wondered who it was that dry-walled the ceiling for 'em.”

The kid was hanging on every word. “So, how did you almost get caught?”

Sid rolled his eyes at his own stupidity. “That part was maybe five years ago. I was driving through the neighborhood that summer and I noticed that the siding on my special hidey-house was in rough shape. Didn't think nothing about it at first, but then I just about swallowed my hat. See, the secret room was up against the front wall of the house, under the roof line and I suddenly twigged that if anybody pulled that siding off, they'd be staring straight into that room full of shrink-wrapped murder victims.”

The kid looked horrified. “So what did you do?” 

“What do you think I did? I fixed the siding. Right then. Right there. Pulled into the driveway and knocked on the door. Told the missus I was new in town and fixing to set up a siding business. If she’d let me do their house that week—to establish a local example of my work, you understand—then I’d do it at cost. Took me three days to get the whole load shipped out and moved to our cat food plant—plus I had to actually do the siding job, too.”

Sid chuckled. “Turns out I did such a bang up job on the siding that I wound up creating a whole new mess of trouble. Nowadays I gotta keep four guys working full-time to handle all the demand generated from the siding referrals I get.”

“You’ve got a real business going and you’re still working here?” Clearly the kid found the notion completely incomprehensible, but Sid just shrugged.

“I could never do siding for a living myself,” he said. “It’s filthy work.” 



It finally happened as they were passing through a recently rejuvenated section of the downtown area. In particular, they were passing one of those fashionable new neighborhood parkettes, complete with obligatory statue—this one celebrating the humble dry-cleaner. As before, Sid slammed on the brakes and hopped out to perform his hammer ritual, but this time, when he came back, he didn’t get in. This time he went to the back of the van and re-emerged a moment later with a toolbox in hand. “Come on, kid. Time to learn a useful lesson.”

When the kid caught up to him at the monument, Sid had a hacksaw in his hand and was cutting across the back of the giant dry-cleaner’s right leg. As soon as a kerf was started, he handed the saw to his baffled assistant. “You finish it. Stop when you’ve got two or three inches left. If you see somebody coming, toss the saw into that bush and start to sing. As loudly and as badly as you can. Play drunk. If you hear me start to sing, same thing.”

The kid took about four strokes with the saw and then paused to risk another question. “Shouldn’t we use, like, a power saw? This’ll take forever.”

“Sure, kid. And then we’d have every public snoop and brass button in the city crawling around asking what we were doing. I’ve always done it this way and I’m always going to do it this way. It’s quieter and a lot easier to cover up. Just keep sawing.” A moment later, the saw resumed its rhythmic cadence, but after a few minutes it paused. Again. 

“What are we going to do with a statue’s leg?”

Sid had been walking a large, drunken perimeter around the parkette, keeping watch, but the question brought him to a halt. Truth be told, he was getting a bit tired of this timid rabbit routine, and he couldn't help checking again to be sure that his “trainee dehiring process” was still an easy reach in his pocket. Then he turned and gave his little rabbit buddy a thin and obviously strained grin. “Category one, kid. Now shut up and get it done. Down to three inches or so, then call me.” Then he added with a growl, “But not sooner.”

To Sid’s surprise, the next little while was dead silent, save for the sound of the saw scraping back and forth. At just about the time that he was beginning to wonder if the kid had any idea how to use a saw, he was interrupted by a sudden loud call. “I’m through!”

Crap! Sid immediately responded in a loud, off-key tenor: “With chicks and poker! I’m through! With whores and grass! I’m through with all your schemes and lies, so kindly kiss my ass!” As he sang, he lurched his way back to the statue, until he was close enough to hiss under his breath. “Are you crazy? We’re trying to keep a low profile here, dumb-ass!” The kid muttered an apology, but it was almost too quiet to be heard at all.

Sid shook his head and took the saw before the kid could figure out another way to jeopardize this simple drop, then he wandered drunkenly back over to the van. When he returned, the kid looked surprised to see that he was now carrying a long pry bar and the heavy FedEx package that had been appropriately addressed to Mickey Peters. In just a few moments, Sid had levered the bronze leg further open and was hurriedly stuffing henchmen parts down into its cavernous, cylindrical interior. When that load was done, he ran back to the van—speed was now more important than drunken deniability—and came back with a heavy duffel bag from which he began throwing fingers, ears and various gobbets of flesh and bone down into the voracious dry-cleaner’s leg. The moment his sack was empty, he stuffed it and the empty FedEx box up into the statue’s torso and then he waved the kid over to help.

When the leg had been forced back into alignment, Sid led his young sidekick away, swaggering drunkenly back to the van, where they quickly climbed in and drove away. They hadn’t gone more than a block before the inevitable questions started again. “But, Sid. What about the statue? It’s still sawed open. Somebody’s gonna look inside and see bits of, like, people, aren’t they?”

Sid sighed. He hadn’t seen a single sign that this kid was worth the trouble. Not one. Sid was a tolerant, forgiving sort of guy, but when your ass is on the line with every shift, you gotta know that the people around you aren’t going to be a liability forever. You gotta see some kind of progress, right? 

“Unit Three, are you clear for assignment?” Penny. Perfect timing. Well, Penny would have to wait. It was better to get this kind of thing over with before talking to her. “That’s the thing about useless statues,” Sid said, casually. Wasn’t much harm in telling the kid now. “It takes city hall a year to send somebody out to fix a pothole around here, kid, but you'd be surprised how quickly repair crews seem to show up when the ugly statue of somebody’s grandmother gets vandalized. They're usually on the scene before sunrise, the very next morning.”

The kid still looked lost. “But that’s bad, isn’t it? I mean, what if—” Sid just shook his head, sadly. It really was a damned shame. He slid his hand slowly into his jacket.

Maybe the kid saw something in Sid's eyes just then. Maybe it was something about the set of the older man's shoulders, or the way his fingers flexed subconsciously inside his pocket. Whatever it was, the point is, for the first time that night, the kid didn't finish his question. He swallowed one last swallow of fear and then nodded. 

“We’re the repair crew, right?”

The older man raised an eyebrow. “Got it on the first try, kid.”

“Come in, Unit Three.”

Sid studied the kid for a long moment and then he made a decision. Taking his empty hand out of his pocket, he reached down to grab the handset. “Okay, Penny. We’re here. What have you got?”

Turns out that what she had was some intra-dimensional water broker who’d had to take down a cyborg infiltration team. According to the report, it was a 7-by-11, plus mechanicals. Within moments Sid had turned the van around and was making for the scene with all haste.

As they pulled onto the highway, the kid broke the silence. “So, I think I figured it out. The hammer thing. You were checking to see how noisy the statues were, right? Make sure we didn’t pick one that would shriek or squeal when the saw bit in?”

Sid shook his head, but he grinned, too. “Not even close, kid.” On the whole, though, it hadn’t been a bad guess. “We obviously gotta check ’em first, but that ain’t what we’re looking for.” 

Rather than ask the question, the kid just looked at the older man and waited. Finally Sid smiled. “Jesus, kid. The other ones were full!”  

There was an awkward moment of silence and then, for the first time since Sid had met him, the kid laughed. He laughed so hard that the van shook, and with that laughter, an enormous weight simply evaporated from Sid’s shoulders. That was the sign he’d had been waiting for. Laughter. An ability to deal with this job when it needed dealing with, and the sense to let it roll off you when the tough parts were over. Sid couldn’t be sure yet, but it looked like the kid might work out after all. 

The kid’s laughter was infectious, and before Sid knew it, he’d barked out a laugh of his own. Then he thought, “What the hell,” and jammed his foot to the floor, sending the van hurtling off into the night.

After all, there were bodies to collect.



So that's it. Two guys driving off into the night. Not buddies. Not friends. Not even particularly friendly, really. But there was something new between them that hadn't been there before. A connection. And that's all we ever really get in this business. We don't work in office towers, or at the mall, or on movie sets. People like that can have more, but cogs of darkness like us? All we can hope for is a half-way civil chat and maybe a bit of grim laughter - between the periods of trying to kill each other.

   Not that I'm complaining, mind you. At least I don't have to install siding.















Get More From Jefferson Smith



If you enjoyed this story, you might like my fantasy novel, Strange Places—the first installment in the Finding Tayna series.



“Holy crap! This book freaking powns!”  That’s what fans have said about it. Spunky and irreverent, 13-year-old Tayna is every villain’s worst nightmare: an uncooperative victim who refuses to play by his rules. After living her entire life in a cruel orphanage, Tayna discovers that she may never have actually been an orphan in the first place and flees from nunnish captivity to search for her real family. But time is running out and she has two entire worlds to search: one filled with shopping malls and televisions, and another filled with Brownies, Djin and magic!



If that sounds interesting, Strange Places is available as an ebook from Amazon, Kobo, and other ebook vendors, or in print format from most major booksellers in Canada, or from my publisher’s web site.



And if you’re so inclined, I would love to hear from you. Connect with me on any of these social media sites: Twitter, Google+, Facebook, Scribd, GoodReads, or YouTube (for the book trailers).



Some of you may also be interested in my blog, where I dive into the nitty-gritty about my three passions: creativity theory, computer software, and fiction. Check it out at creativityhacker.ca.

 



Keep your ears on,

Jefferson Smith
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