Chapter 5


Zerf had him handcuffed to the seat, tight enough to hold him down. 
The prisoner jerked and screamed as Zerf approached, his hand clenched around his pistol. The prisoner, a nobody named Phillips, was the witness of a crime that Gordon Liu’s own son had committed. 


“Get the message across to him,” Liu had personally spoken with Zerf before he had entered the small cell.
 “He’s going to keep this to himself, or suffer greatly for opening his mouth.”


Zerf was good at these kinds of things; persuading someone to take a point of view was fairly easy, given the tools a man could use in these modern times. Shooting electricity through the body? Setting parts of the body
 on fire? Removing genitals? It was all fun, but not as much fun as bullets. Bullets went in quick, and left a mess that couldn’t be fixed sometimes. And besides, Zerf liked shooting things.


He pressed the barrel against Phillips’ knee. “No!” the small and
 frizzy-haired geek screeched. “Please! Please! What do you want? I didn’t do anything!”


“That’s the point, actually,” Zerf heard himself speak softly, before pulling the trigger.


The gunshot was louder than he’d expected, and yet he refused to wince or blink, his eyes fixated on where the man’s leg had once been, now jerking around with blood leaking out in spastic bursts, the entrance wound massive and completely filled with red.


The screams of Phillips would probably have been heard all throughout the building, were it not for the layout that Gordon Liu had installed upon first designing the blueprints for the building in the first place. He had ensured that the walls of the entire building, on every floor, were completely sound-proof. 
There would be no screaming heard by innocent civilians nearby. 


Which made Zerf’s job that much easier, and that much more interesting. 
He had tried all sorts of half-baked interrogation ideas out in this small holding cell, and had seen some interesting things because of it. 


Phillips’ screaming slowly turned into whimpers of agony as he tried to plead some more. “What do you want? What do you want from me? Why are you doing this?”


“Straight to the point; I like that.” Zerf slipped his gun into its holster before snatching his prisoner by the hair and yanking it hard, bringing the man closer to him. “You are an acquaintance of Gordon Liu’s son, David, correct?”


“Yes. Yes!” he shrieked aloud as Zerf shoved a few fingers into the bloody wound in his leg.


“Good then. We’ll be as civil as possible during this discussion then, eh?” Zerf chuckled. He let go of Phillips’ hair. “Let’s get down to the nitty gritty
; you were with David a few hours ago, and he got into an argument at a small bar, am I right? There was no one in that bar, save for you, the bartender, Liu, and a business man who was heavily drunk.”


“Yes…” Phillips was weeping steadily through the pain.


“This particular business man got into an argument with David, and before your very eyes…” Zerf crouched down until he met Phillips’ eyes. “David shot him dead.”


Phillips nodded weakly, his lips forming words that were soundless. He was absolutely terrified.


Zerf hated when this happened. He had to step it up. “Listen up, and listen up well.” He said. “Mr. Liu is not happy with his son right now; but like all loving fathers, he doesn’t want his son to get in trouble for this. You follow me?” Phillips didn’t answer save for weeping some more. Zerf smacked him hard. “Are you listening to me?” Zerf’s voice boomed as loud as the gunshot had in the small cell.


“Yes! Yeah, I heard you!” Phillips moaned afterwards. “I won’t tell a soul, I swear. Please, don’t kill me. I just want him to be safe. Please, please…”


Zerf sighed. This too he hated; groveling
. 


“I don’t wanna get anyone in trouble,” Phillips continued, oblivious. “I just wanna go home, man. I don’t want any trouble!”


“Then I think you understand that it’s in everyone’s best interests if you go away for a while,” Zerf said coolly, standing up. “Leave Chicago or something, huh? Take a vacation. A vacation that starts today once you’ve left here. Do you understand?”


“Yes! Oh yes, thank you, yes!” Phillips was no longer crying but shaking his head up and down frantically. “Thank you!”


“Shut up,” Zerf rolled his eyes, headed for the door. “Someone will come get you in a few minutes.” He halted at the door, and laughed when he realized he’d forgotten one minor detail in the whole scheme. “By the way,” he glanced back at Phillips. “If anyone asks, you were out shooting with a buddy and he accidentally shot you. Am I right?”


Phillips nodded eagerly. “It happens!” he said.


“Good.” Zerf smiled. “You just made Mr. Liu’s day better, Phillips. Don’t ever let me see your face again near his son, though, all right?”


“Never again!” Zerf slammed the door with a loud clang, drowning out the poor soul’s words as he strolled away, whistling a tune as he made for the elevator. Zerf reached into his pocket, pulling out his cell phone. Punching a key, he lifted it to his lips. “Security? Yeah, we got the squealer in the box. I think he’s seen Mr. Liu’s side of things, and he’s going to be leaving Chicago for an indefinite time. Let him out.”

-


“Who’s going to get the bartender?” Gordon Liu demanded as he, Zerf, and Gordon’s personal bodyguard Jeff Bisby strode through the hall towards Liu’s office.


“I will,” Zerf had started to open his mouth when Bisby spoke first. “It’s my turn.” Bisby winked at Zerf.


“Whatever.” Zerf shrugged. “Not my problem now. Just bring him back in and I’ll make him shut up.”


“I want someone else on this job,” Gordon said angrily. “I’ve got more important business for both of you to handle.” He sighed moodily as they passed by some of the most amazing sights within the downtown center of Chicago, sitting right outside of the glass windows of the building. Views so beautiful, it made what the three men were speaking about seem cold.


Both mercenary and bodyguard held their breath and waited for Liu to continue. The older, graying man sighed, frustrated. “Sometimes it just feels like everything’s against me,” he said.


“What did you need done?” Bisby inquired.


“There’s a cop from the SPC that’s been assigned to us,” Liu said coldly. “I don’t trust him. I want someone to watch him, and make sure he’s not trying anything funny. If he does anything, I want him eliminated.”



Zerf couldn’t keep the surprise off of his face. Bisby maintained a neutral look. Liu glanced at both of them before halting. “Well, which one of you is going to do it?” he demanded.


Both Zerf and Bisby glanced at each other first. Bisby shrugged. “Does it really matter? Bane’s not causing any trouble that I know of. He’s just a small-timer. Agent Gillespie’s got him on a leash.”


Zerf bit his lip. Liu’s eyes fell on him, analyzing him. Zerf knew without hesitation that this was the moment that Liu had been waiting for. He’d been baiting Zerf this entire time, well aware of his friendship with Bane.


Friendship? Maybe that wasn’t quite the word for his relationship with Michael Bane. They had only known each other for a short while. But in that short while, Bane had shown himself to be a man after Zerf’s own heart. Both had been soldiers, after all, and both had lost much because of their soldier
 status.

 “I’ll do it.” He said. 


Liu nodded with tightened lips. Bisby remained behind as Liu walked into his office down the hall, slamming the door shut.


“You’re protecting him,” Bisby said to Zerf. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed.”


“Noticed what?” Zerf adjusted himself so that he was facing Bisby.


“You like the kid. I can see that. Anyone with brains can.” He pointed at the door where Liu had gone. “You honestly think he didn’t notice that?”


“What I think of Michael Bane is none of your business.” Zerf smiled darkly at him. “So I think it’s best if you leave the matter to me. He’s not gonna screw anything up.”


“If the kid does something to jeopardize us,” Bisby said as Zerf had just started to turn away. “You know who I’m going to be angry with.”


Zerf once again found himself in a staring match with the man. Stone-dead eyes shot sparks at each other, both daring the other to pull his gun. Neither moved a muscle, but their internal works were spiraling out of control. 


Zerf laughed softly, breaking the tension as he turned his back on Bisby and headed for the elevator. This was a war that would not be finished soon. He knew when to hold back. He could wait forever if he had to.


Bisby went in the other direction of the hall. Zerf chuckled again as he heard Bisby’s door slam harder than Liu’s had.
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