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Inside Job 

By Kensley Lewis 

 

Johnny paces around the living room, his feet shuffling around on the shag carpet. 

Pauline’s been out of the room long enough and he’s starting to worry. He always starts 

panicking when anything takes longer than it should. He rubs his hand on the back of his neck. 

Just as he glances up at the doorway, he stops, taking in Pauline like he’s seeing her for the first 

time. “You know, that never gets old,” he smiles, pulling her in a sweet embrace.  

 “What? Seeing me do all the heavy lifting?” she laughs, fiddling with a strand of hair. 

 “Ha-ha,” he mocks. “No, seeing you how you really are – tough, resourceful, not taking 

anyone’s shit – I’m telling you, I know everyone treats you like royalty because you’re beautiful, 

but they don’t know your true beauty.” He caresses the back of her head, stroking her long 

blonde hair. He pulls her forward, closing the gap between them. She wraps her arms around his 
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neck as he runs his hands down her back, lifting her up. She wraps her legs around him and pulls 

away from his lips.  

 Pauline meets his eyes level, still inches from his face. “I better call the clean-up crew. 

Do you know how hard it is to clean blood out of shag carpet after it’s been sitting?” 

 “And I take it you do?” he grins and tilts his head. 

 “Absolutely. I may be treated well now, but I had to do the grunt work like anybody else, 

in the beginning.” 

 “Mhmm,” he sets her down, pecking the tip of her nose.  

 Pauline walks over to the yellow rotary phone hung up on the wood paneled wall, picks 

up the receiver, and dials. Johnny, still in place, watches her every move. He’d fallen in love 

with her the first day he met her in that dingy bar two years prior. After his mom died, he owed 

debts all around the city – bars, casinos, and banks specifically – to pay for her mortgage, her 

funeral, all the underlying costs no one mentions, much less thinks about, when a family member 

dies. So, he got desperate.  

He knew he’d have to underground but didn’t want to mess with gangs – they were too 

boisterous, too known to the world to ever be safe, and he didn’t want to get involved in any kind 

of drug cartel. With the amount he owed, he’d never be able to get real, honest work, but he still 

wanted to be reputable to an extent. So, one day he found himself in one of the last bars he 

hadn’t been banned from in Reno, talking to a beautiful blonde bombshell who looked wise 

beyond her years. He poured his heart out to her, confessed his desperation after a few shots of 

whiskey, and she’d let him in on a little secret she was high up in – the mafia. She told him she 

could guarantee money – and a lot of it – after a few years work to pay off the debts the mafia 

would cover, and he’d have to relocate to Las Vegas. He was sold.  
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Pauline hangs up the receiver and walks over to Johnny. “What’s on your mind?” she 

smiles.  

“Nothing, just reminiscing,” he still has his head tilted, studying her. “Let’s go grab a bite 

at the diner before we head back home.” 

“Sounds good, I could go for a stack of waffles drenched in syrup anytime,” she winks, 

wrapping her arm around his as they walk out of the back-patio doors, stepping over a pool of 

blood and a man’s lifeless body. 

 

 Even though they lived together, they still had a few rendezvous locations, and this time 

it was the Motel 8 a few miles from the Las Vegas strip. Close enough to the commotion, yet far 

enough away for the discretion.  

 Johnny and Pauline sit across from each other on the quaint little patio outside, basking in 

the sunshine. Pauline takes a drag off a Pall Mall, waiting for the call. “You ever think about the 

future, Paulie?” Johnny asked, lighting a cigarette.  

 “Sometimes,” she squints at the sun, then looks back at him. 

 “Well, I think about it all the time. Don’t you ever get tired of all this? I mean, sure, 

there’s not much trouble with the police and we’re paid beyond my wildest imagination. But, 

don’t you ever think about maybe waking up on Saturday mornings and taking kids to soccer 

games and ice cream instead of who you’ve got to take from the world next?” 

 “I suppose,” she taps the cigarette on the ashtray, “but how does one escape all this? I 

mean, really and truly escape without having to look over your shoulder at every turn?”  

 “We can always take what we’ve got saved, fly to someplace like Australia, Alaska, Italy, 

you name it.” 
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 “Alaska’s tempting, you know I love the snow,” she grins and puts out the cigarette. “Oh, 

and did I mention that Lou upped the payout for this one?” 

 “How much?” 

 “An extra twenty grand added on from the usual ten.” 

 “You’ve got to be shittin’ me.” 

 “A. Piece,” she stands up, tilts her head and grins. 

 Johnny’s mouth falls open. Pauline leans over the metal patio table, caresses his chin and 

closes his mouth. “Who is it?” he asks. 

 “Some young guy named Girard? Lou don’t take kindly to ex-mafia members skipping 

out when they still owe some debt, but he especially can’t stand it when they go to the police 

looking for some type of “extra protection” from being on or involved with the force. They had a 

time with snitches back several years ago. Lou found out about it and stepped aside from being 

the known mafia boss to working his way up as police chief. He found he could stop them there, 

make them think they’d get protection, but if they debt was big enough or they became 

problematic, he’d send them our way,” she laughs, “Girard must’ve done pissed him off or 

gotten smart, because I’ve never seen Lou jump the payout that much for one guy. I know the 

other two officers he’s gonna have with him have some petty debts, but they’re show-offs, so 

he’s lumpin’ ‘em in there too.” 

 Johnny stands up in front of Pauline. “Did he say when they’d be here?” He runs his 

hands down her arms. 

 “Eh, he said about two, but called a little while ago and said to be on standby. Something 

about an arsonist on the loose that they had to take care of first.” 
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 “So, I guess we have a little time to kill,” he waggles his eyebrows at her, picks her up 

and walks inside, slamming the patio door shut behind him.  

 

 “Girard, we gotta get these guys. You want ‘em dead just as much as I do. I know you 

came to the force to get some added protection from the mafia, but to get help you gotta give 

help,” Lou said, putting out his cigarette on his desk.  

 Girard looks around, then back at Lou. “On it, boss,” he turns around, back to Lou, and 

rolls his eyes. He walks out of Lou’s office, shutting the door behind him. The other two officers, 

ones assigned to the arson case with him earlier, follow in step behind him as he walks toward 

the exit.  

  Lou sits back in his swivel chair, looking at the closed door, making sure Girard is out of 

earshot before he picks up the phone. “Paulie? Yeah, I’m sending him to ya right now, they just 

left. Do me a favor and don’t let him see the light of day. These guys piss me off, getting 

themselves involved in business they ain’t got no business bein’ in, rack up hundreds of 

thousands in debt and quit just like that.” 

 He lights a cigarette, nodding in agreement, blowing out a puff of smoke. “Yep, and 

that’s what I love about being up in authority like this. No one expects the police chief. Oh, and 

don’t forget to tell Johnny I’m paying double this go around, and how’s a month’s vacation in 

the Cayman Island sound? Heh, I thought so.”  

 

 

Pauline places the receiver down on the rotary base. “Now, where were we?” Pauline 

waggles her eyebrows at Johnny.  
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 Johnny picks Pauline up as she wraps her legs around his waist, bringing her to the 

nearest bed in the room. He throws her down on the striped comforter, undoing the motel maid’s 

hard work. She throws her head back and laughs, his warm breath tickling her ear.  

A banging knock on the door startles them and Johnny jolts up from his position 

on top of Pauline. She doesn’t move from the bed, but Johnny makes his way to the door. 

They knock again, three times, all louder than the one before. “Vegas PD open up!” 

The first officer yells, banging on the door three more times. 

Johnny reaches for his gun that was tucked in the back of his pants and inches closer 

until he reaches the peep hole on the door. He peers into the small glass hole, which shows 

three men dressed in uniform, “VPD” etched on the front of their shirts. 

Hand still on the gun behind his back, Johnny opens the door, but the three officers rush 

in. They tackle Johnny to the ground, but Pauline now stands tall between the two hotel beds, a 

pistol in each hand. The officers look up at her and hesitate, giving Johnny the opening to 

wriggle free and press his gun into the cop on top of him.  

She walks over to the officer nearest her, but he stumbles over the low-sitting chair and 

falls to his knees beside her. “Please, we were sent here,” he raises up his hands, dropping his 

gun. “I got to girls and a wife.” 

Pauline puts the gun in her hand under her chin, thinking. “What’ll you do for me? 

Hmm?” 

“I’ll not say nothing, I’ll quit the force, anything so long as I can go home to them.” 

“What do you think, Johnny?” 

Still holding the gun to the cop’s stomach, he looks around and sets his eyes on Girard, 

unconscious. “Eh, I suppose it’s a risk either way, don’t you?” he looks up at her. He grunts, 
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having a tough time wrestling his hostage. Johnny has leverage of him, but he stands up 

suddenly. Johnny fires the gun and the cop drops to the floor with a loud, echoing thud.  

“I hate beggars,” she says, unbothered, and fires the trigger. The other officer falls 

forward, blood trickling from his chest. He convulses, then goes still. 

“Are you calling Lou, or am I?” he asks, dragging both limp bodies over, laying them 

next to still-unconscious Girard.  

“I will,” she says, putting her gun in the holster hidden under her shirt.  

“What about him?” Johnny points at Girard. “That’s our guy, right?” 

“Yep, I’d know him anywhere. That’s the little fucker who needed protection from some 

Mexican gang. Lou had a soft spot for him because he knew his sister and can’t stand the drug 

cartels, but then he tried to steal directly from the mafia one night when he was supposed to be 

scouting out a house for a potential hit. Idiot.” Pauline shakes her head.  

“So, I’m guessing we need to take him directly to Lou, then?” 

“That, or we can use a tranquilizer and bury him, invite Lou over. He’ll be buried long 

before he comes to. Isn’t that one of the worst ways to go?” 

“I’ll say.” Johnny walks over and out to the patio, lighting up a cigarette while Pauline 

makes the call. 

Pauline picks up the receiver, Lou answers on the first ring. “Yeah, Lou? Don’t think 

you’ll have to worry about this one anymore. We killed the other two, but Girard is still alive, 

just unconscious. I’ve got an idea, so you’ll need to meet us in the desert,” she pauses. “Yeah, 

usual spot. See you tonight.” She hangs up the receiver. She hears a shuffle, only slightly, but 

sees the wind blowing the trees outside as she looks out at Johnny, admiring him.  
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She walks toward the bathroom and is suddenly jerked back and thrown onto the floor. 

Her small frame barely makes a sound as it thrashed on the carpet. Her first instinct is to scream, 

but just as the noise escapes her lips, Girard claps his hand over her mouth, silencing her. She 

feels a sharp pain shoot through her abdomen and her vision blurs.  

Girard hobbles over to the bed closest to the door, glances at Johnny out on the patio, 

then escapes with barely a noise. He stays close against the walls of the building and makes his 

way to his car parked in the corner of the lot, leaning the seat back so he’d be unnoticeable, but 

so he still had a view of their motel room door. 

Johnny takes one long last drag and puts out the cigarette. He gets up, goes back in the 

motel room, but stops suddenly, spotting a pile of blonde spilled onto the green carpet, peeking 

out from between the two motel beds. “Paulie?!” Johnny shouts, the hair moves slightly. Johnny 

rushes over to her, pulling her onto his lap. He gently taps her face and her eyes flutter. “Babe, 

can you hear me! What happened?” he asks, frantically looking around the room.  

“My-my stomach…” Johnny pulls back, moving her hand away from the place she held 

on her stomach, her hand covered in blood. Inches away, a knife glitters in the dimly lit room. 

“Girard…” she whispers.  

“I’m not leaving, I’m calling Lou, telling him he can shove it, I’m getting you help. To 

hell with that bastard, I’ll-” 

“No, you need to go after him, he’s smarter than we gave him credit for,” she speaks 

barely above a whisper. “I’ll call Lou, I’ll be fine. Promise.” She gives him a weak, fake smile.  

“This is the last job, swear to me. I know it may have seemed like I was just fantasizing 

about the future, but this is it, I’m done.” 

“Fine, fine,” she says, reluctantly.  
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He gently picks her up and sets her on the bed and places the rotary phone next to her. He 

bends down, caresses the back of her head, and meets her eyes. “I’ll be back soon, promise,” he 

kisses her deeply. “I love you.” 

“I love you, too,” she mutters.  

Johnny steps back, grabs the duffel bag by the door, and pats his back, making sure he 

still has his gun. He opens the door, gives Pauline, and the room, a last glance and shuts the door. 

He bolts across the parking lot, nearing the front office of the motel, and hops in his car. He 

plops the duffel bag down in the passenger seat, and backs out, tires screeching against the 

asphalt.  

Girard pulls his seat back up, grabs his Motorola DynaTAC, and calls up Lou as he pulls 

out on the road, following Johnny. “It’s finished, job’s done. But, got up with the wife and she’s 

telling me her mother’s ill, so I may be having to leave town and go with her, so she can take 

care of her. I’ll know more by Monday, but I’ll probably be handing my two weeks’ in by then.”  

He tucks the phone back into the bag and steadily blends into traffics, following Johnny’s 

car close enough not to lose him, but far enough away to not be noticed. He thinks about Lou, 

lying to him, but he knows the truth now. He knew those names sounded familiar when Lou gave 

him the orders earlier, but he was a face man, and once he saw them, he recognized them from 

the mafia when he’d first joined in before he stupidly tried to steal from them. He’s been 

skeptical of Lou for months now. It seemed like all of the other officers involved in special 

assignments and cases with Lou kept coming up missing or leaving with numbing regularity and 

they almost always have something to do with mafia members, currently involved or formerly. 

He had to get out and away, so he’ll have to kill Johnny to prevent him from coming after him 

later, but after that, he’s gone.  
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Johnny drove for several hours, passing city after city, the car full of silence save for his 

heavy breathing. He isn’t dumb. He’s noticed that Chevy following him since he pulled out onto 

the highway. He figured he’d stop and get something to eat, give Girard time to think he’d won 

before killing him.  

Girard steadily rode behind him, wondering if Johnny had a bladder made of steel until 

he saw him pull off of the highway and into a diner parking lot. It’s late, the sun long gone. He 

slowly pulls off behind him, parking in the truck stop parking lot next door. He hides himself just 

enough to not be seen, but so he could also see the diner’s entrance from the car.  

Johnny sits in the car, pulling out his DynaTAC, and phones Lou. “Hey, Pauline’s not 

with me, she’s at the motel. Your little bastard got her with a knife, but he was too stupid or in a 

hurry one to hit anything major. I’m over here at Belinda’s off of 63. He’s been following me 

ever since I left. I’m gonna go grab me some waffles, should buy enough time for you to get over 

here. I have a feeling he’s not going down without a fight and I figured you’d wanna be here for 

this. Oh, and it’s double what you upped this payout to, and me and Pauline are done. Nah, nah, I 

don’t wanna hear it. I know this kid has been on your list for a while and he’s finally getting 

what’s coming to him, but after him stabbing Paulie, I’m done. We’re going on vacation, 

permanently.” Johnny puts the phone down and climbs out of his car, making his way into the 

diner at a booth in the corner.  

Girard gets out of the car as soon as he sees Johnny sit down at the booth in the diner, so 

he could relieve himself. He was afraid he’d make some truck mad by pissing all over a 

Peterbilt’s tires, but that was the least of his worries. Girard hops back into his car and waits. 
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Johnny finishes the last bites of his bacon and eggs, scooping them through the leftover 

syrup from the waffles. He glances out the window of the diner and spots Lou’s pick-up truck, 

barely visible. He calls the waitress over, tips her generously, and walks out. He crosses the 

parking lot and opens his car door. He expects what comes next.  

Girard sneaks up from behind the car’s trunk and puts the gun against the back of 

Johnny’s head.  

“Get up, slowly.” 

Johnny raises his hands up slightly, slowly backing up from the car, gradually standing 

up.  

“Turn around.” Girard holds his arms straight, the gun now directly at Johnny’s face. 

“Before I blow your brains out, just tell me one thing.” 

“And why the fuck would I do that?” 

“Is Lou working for the mafia and making everyone who used to be involved in it 

disappear?” 

 

Johnny gives Girard a smug look, confirming Girard’s suspicions without every uttering 

a word. Girard paces back and forth in front of Johnny, putting his gun down. “Ugh, I knew it.” 

Girard curses under his breath. He’s too busy having his world crashing down to notice Lou’s 

truck coming straight for him. He realizes it at the last second, but it’s too late. Lou runs over 

Girard, knocking him flat on the ground. He backs the truck up a little so he and Johnny can get 

to him.  

They walk over to his barely living body, he squints up at them, trying to focus, the 

barely lit parking lot being of no help. He mutters and nothing but grunts and inaudible words 



Lewis Inside Job 
 

12 

come out. Lou stands to one side and Johnny on the other. “Serves you right,” Lou says, spitting 

on him.  

Girard reaches up, his arm barely a few inches off the ground, for help. Johnny flips him 

off. They stand there for barely a minute, but it seems like more, until Girard takes his last 

breath. Lou checks for a pulse. Nothing. Lou picks Girard up and puts him over his shoulder, 

carrying him to the back of the truck and throwing him in the truck bed, covering him with a tarp 

and weighing it down with rocks. He walks back around to Johnny and pats him on the shoulder. 

"Go get Paulie. You two are free. I was beginning to get sick of you anyway, you lovebirds.” 

Lou grins and gets into his truck. He rolls down the passenger window. “Oh, and don’t forget, 

Caymen Islands. However long you want. And don’t forget to check your accounts later. Happy 

retirement.” Lou rolls up his window, pulls away, and nods at Johnny. Johnny waves as Lou 

drives out and turns around, getting into his car. 

He shuts the door and turns the radio up. He pulls out onto the highway, going back in the 

direction he came from, Freebird filling the empty spaces of the car.  


