
  
  [image: ]




  
  [image: ]




  
  [image: ]




  
  





Beat Cop











  
  [image: ]




  
  BEAT COP 
A Love Letter to the City of Fog, Ghosts, and Lost Men 
© 2025 Jack Chase. All rights reserved. 
Published in the United States by Abbycat Group LLC, an independent publisher based in Marin County, California.
First edition, April 2025
Second edition, August 2025
All rights reserved. Abbycat™, Abbycat Frameworks™, Abbycat Black™, Abbycat Liminal™, Jack Chase, An Abbycat™ Company, and their logos are trademarks of Abbycat Group LLC. 
No part of this publication may be copied, distributed, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise—without the express prior written consent of the copyright holder, except for brief excerpts used in reviews or scholarly articles in accordance with applicable sections of U.S. copyright law (Title 17).
This book is a work of fiction. Any similarity to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events, locales, or entities is purely coincidental and unintentional, unless otherwise explicitly stated by the author. The narrative, dialogue, and depictions herein reflect artistic expression and are not intended to reflect or portray any real-world subjects or events.
The author asserts sole authorship and moral rights in connection to this work. All subsidiary rights—including but not limited to adaptation for motion picture, television, streaming, stage, audiobook, translation, merchandising, and serialization—are fully reserved. Copyright and all associated intellectual property are presently held by Jack Chase and are transferable, in whole or in part, to Abbycat Group LLC at the author’s discretion under contract.
This publication, including all written content, cover design, interior layout, and any associated artwork, was created exclusively by human contributors. No element of this book—whether in its conception, drafting, editing, or production—was generated, co-written, or materially assisted by artificial intelligence, large language models, generative systems, ghostwriters, or third-party development teams. No machine learning tools were employed at any stage of narrative creation. This book was written, revised, and finalized solely by Jack Chase.
All illustrations (if any), typographic design, and formatting were created either directly by the author or by Abbycat Frameworks™, a division of Abbycat Group LLC. All contributors under Abbycat Frameworks™ work under full work-for-hire agreements with no rights retention.
For information regarding rights, licensing, permissions, or foreign editions, contact:

Abbycat Group LLC
Novato, California
www.abbycatgroup.com
Founded and wholly owned by the author

ISBN 979-8-9986388-7-9 (eBook)
Cover design by Jack Chase

Printed in the United States of America






  
  




“One day if I go to Heaven… I’ll look around and say, ‘It ain’t bad, but it ain’t San Francisco.’”


— Herb Caen
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Nick







Nicholas Charles Demming woke with a start, whatever peace sleep had offered slipping away into the dim light of his bedroom. Fifty-five years had carved themselves into his face—in the deep lines around his eyes, in the permanent furrow of his brow, in the gray that had conquered his once-dark hair. The booze hadn’t helped either, adding a permanent puffiness beneath his eyes and a redness that spoke of long nights and early mornings that blurred together. 
He strained to pull his body upright, his joints protesting as he edged to the side of the bed. Smoke billowed softly from the ashtray on his nightstand, cigarette butts arranged like fallen soldiers around a few polished beer bottles—empty sentinels that had stood watch through another restless, pitiful night.
His eyes were steely, vacant almost, as he reached for the crumpled pack of Marlboros with a hollow sigh. The ritual was as familiar as breathing: the cigarette between his lips, the flick of the lighter, the first deep drag that promised to chase away the shadows for another day. The lighter’s flame caught on the third try, his thumb working the wheel with practiced irritation. Thirty-two years of morning cigarettes, and the small rebellion of a stubborn lighter still managed to needle him. The first drag filled his lungs with the particular satisfaction of necessity met, nicotine chasing the last wisps of whatever dreams had visited him in those final hours before dawn.
He sat on the edge of the bed, shoulders curved forward like a question mark, watching smoke spiral toward a ceiling stained yellow by decades of similar mornings. The cigarette burned between his fingers with mathematical precision—two minutes and thirty seconds from light to filter, give or take. He’d timed it once, during a particularly empty afternoon shift. Time was something you measured when you had too much of it.
The ashtray held the archaeology of his insomnia: three butts from around midnight, two from the 3 A.M. wake-up, one from 5:15 when he’d finally abandoned the pretense of sleep. Each one a small surrender, a white flag raised against the advancing army of another day.
Morning light filtered through blinds that hadn’t been fully opened in years, casting prison-bar shadows across a room that had seen better days. San Francisco fog pressed against the window, a constant reminder of the city’s embrace—sometimes comforting, sometimes suffocating.
In the kitchen, SportsCenter droned on about last night’s Warriors game, statistics and commentary washing over Nick without landing. His dog, an aging mutt with eyes almost as tired as his owner’s, waited patiently by his food bowl. The mutt—he’d never bothered naming him, inherited as he was from the previous tenant—watched with the stoic patience of something that had learned not to expect much. Brown eyes, clouded with age, tracked Nick’s movements without hope or disappointment. Just observation.
Kibble rattled against the metal bowl with the sound of small stones. The dog approached his breakfast with dignified hunger, no tail wagging, no performance of gratitude. Just need, met with the minimum necessary grace.
Coffee grounds scattered across the counter as Nick fumbled with the filter, his hands not quite steady. The machine gurgled to life, adding its voice to the apartment’s morning chorus: the refrigerator’s wheeze, the upstairs neighbors footsteps, the distant hum of traffic beginning to thicken. A symphony of urban solitude, played in a minor key.
The walls told stories. Photos hung in simple frames: A less gray Nick with his son Michael, seventeen and smiling at a bowling alley, a frozen moment of connection that seemed to belong to someone else’s life. A faded picture of his mother, her eyes kind in a way his had forgotten how to be. Another of his father in a World War II infantryman’s uniform, standing with a rigidity Nick had inherited but never understood. He and Michael holding up a University of Texas flag in front of a garage, back when the future still seemed like something worth planning for. His eyes lingered on each frame with the weight of a man conducting inventory on a life that felt increasingly borrowed. The bowling alley photo—when had Michael’s smile looked so easy? Before the divorce papers, before the silence that stretched between phone calls like a wound that wouldn’t heal. His son’s face, caught in that moment between boy and man, when fathers still seemed like heroes instead of cautionary tales. His mother’s photograph had faded to sepia without ceremony, time leaching the color from her Sunday dress until she looked like something from a museum exhibit on normal families. Her eyes still held warmth, though—a quality Nick sometimes caught glimpses of in mirrors, usually before the recognition hit him like cold water. The World War II uniform hung perfectly pressed on his father’s frame, a man who’d carried himself like he was perpetually at attention. Nick had never understood that rigidity until he’d put on his own uniform, felt the weight of institutional expectation settle across his shoulders like a yoke. Now he wondered if his father had also felt like he was drowning in the clothes that were supposed to make him a man.
The University of Texas flag drooped between them in the garage photo, father and son united in the temporary religion of college football and shared assumptions about how life would unfold. Neither of them had imagined that flag would outlast their ability to be in the same room together.
He dressed methodically, buttoning his uniform with the precision of a man who had performed the same action for over three decades. The badge felt heavier these days, but he pinned it anyway, a weight he had earned the right to carry. The metal caught the morning light as he pinned it, thirty-two years of accumulated scratches and dings telling their own story. Each mark a day survived, a shift completed, a small victory over the entropy that seemed to govern everything else in his life.
His reflection in the bedroom mirror showed a man wearing his uniform rather than filling it. The shirt hung differently now, tailored for someone who’d carried more weight in his chest and shoulders, less in his gut. Time had redistributed him, gravity winning the long game against whatever vanity he’d once possessed.
Outside, San Francisco was already awake, the city moving with its particular rhythm—part frenetic, part languorous, all contradiction. Nick descended the steps of his apartment building, each one creaking beneath his weight. The air was thick with salt and exhaust, the particular perfume of a city by the sea that had grown beyond its natural boundaries.
As he circled to his car, he cast a reflexive glance at the homeless man who had taken up residence against the brick wall of his building. The man muttered to himself, clutching a ragged blanket around his thin frame, his existence as much a fixture of the neighborhood as the streetlights or the corner store. Nick’s eyes registered him without really seeing, the way one might note a fire hydrant or a stop sign—urban furniture to be navigated around. The homeless man’s presence had become part of the building’s ecosystem over the past six months—first appearing like a stray cat, then settling in with the resigned permanence of something that had nowhere else to go. Nick had watched the progression from his window: the initial wariness, the territorial establishment, the gradual accumulation of possessions that transformed the space from temporary shelter to something approaching home. The city moved around him with practiced indifference. Commuters stepped over his outstretched legs without breaking stride, their eyes fixed on phones or some middle distance that excluded the inconvenience of visible poverty.
The morning air carried the familiar perfume of sourdough from the bakery three blocks down, mixed with diesel exhaust and the salt tang of fog that hadn’t quite burned off. Somewhere a siren wailed—police or ambulance, heading toward someone else’s emergency. The sound faded into the white noise of a city that never quite slept, just dozed fitfully between crises.
Nick’s footsteps echoed off the sidewalk with the rhythm of routine, each step a small percussion note in the larger symphony of morning. Thirty-two years of walking to his patrol car, and he still felt like he was moving through someone else’s life.
Traffic moved with the sluggish inevitability of blood through aging arteries, each light cycle a small eternity of idling engines and restless fingers drumming against steering wheels. Nick settled into the familiar rhythm of stop and go, his patrol car just another cell in the organism of morning commute. The radio crackled with the day’s first calls—domestic disturbance on Irving, possible break-in on Judah, drunk and disorderly near the
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“YOU CAN FEEL THE FOG ENVELOPE YOU, EXPERIENCE THE MIASMA
OF SQUALID CORNERS, THE BEAUTY THE BEAST, THE AGONY AND
ECSTASY THAT ARE ALL PART OF THE SAN FRANCISCO MYSTIQUE.

WHAT A FABULOUS RENDITION OF PERSON AND PLACE.”
-BRENDAN, SAN FRANCISCO NATIVE
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