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  Shift Work by TA Moore


You'd think the werewolves would be the worst thing about the Night Shift; you'd be wrong. 
All Officer Kit Marlow wanted was a cup of coffee and some downtime before his next night shift. Instead, he got a naked man in the elevator and an unaccounted-for dead girl in the morgue. He's going to need to deal with both before he can head for his bed.
Or anyone else's. Although not much chance of that.
Reluctantly partnered with the acerbic security consultant Cade Deacon—last seen naked in the elevator—Marlow delves into the dead girl's life. Between them, they uncover a new crime scene with the whiff of old corruption. A corruption that, five years ago, nearly took Marlow's life and ended his career.
Finding out who killed the dead girl on the slab might only be the start of this investigation. Oh, and it's the second night of the full moon. So 80% of the city, including Cade, will turn into werewolves in the middle of the case. 
So, there's that.
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Chapter One


“HOLD THE DOOR!”  someone yelled.
Marlow knew the voice—from the TV, from podcasts, and from sarcastic diatribes against an allegedly incompetent police force. It was a memorable voice. He considered pretending to be deaf for a second. It was the morning after the moon before and he didn’t need this, but his better self won out. Life was hard, and it was stupid to pass up a chance at some good karma. He juggled his coat, keys, and coffee as he tried to free up a hand to do as asked. That didn’t work. He stuck his foot out instead and let the elevator doors bounce off his shoe. 
The elevator dinged at him in reproach and slid open again. The “this” he didn’t need, otherwise known as Cade Deacon, grabbed the edge of the door before it could try to close again. He was naked except for the electronic tags that dangled around his throat. His feet were grass-stained, and leaves still matted in his curly dark blond hair.
“Thanks,” Cade said in a rough, warm tone as he squeezed past Marlow. The clammy heat of him, all fresh sweat and old blood, washed over Marlow and coated the inside of his mouth. He imagined that was what Cade would taste like if he licked him—salt, copper, and musk—and then tried to focus on the thought of what Human Resources would say if he did that.
He could see the headlines now: “Night Shift cop licks head of private security firm in inter-company dominance display.”
They wouldn’t be happy. Neither would he when Cade knocked his teeth down his throat.
Marlow hit the button for his floor and watched as Cade selected the fourth floor. The morgue. He took a drink of his coffee—it was cold and had never tasted that good, but it was still coffee—and pushed his sunglasses more firmly up onto his nose. Three floors down from the ground floor and fifteen minutes paperwork, then his good deed for the day would be done. He could clock out and leave the whole building to Cade Deacon.
Neither of them said anything. Cade stretched, reached back, and scratched his ass.
It was rude to make it a thing that time of the month. Marlow chewed the inside of his cheek and managed a whole floor before he snuck a quick look at Cade’s backside. He wasn’t going to pretend he’d not noticed it before. The fitted suits that the head of Cold Winds Security favored showcased it nicely when Cade came in to consult with the chief or rip the Night Shift—including Marlow a couple of times, although he doubted Cade remembered—a new one for throwing one of his asshole operatives into the Crate. This was the first time Marlow had seen it in the flesh, though.
He’d expected the ripe curve of moon-pale skin and tight muscle, but the scars that licked across it were a surprise. Thin raised welts of white keloid crisscrossed his ass, with the tail ends of scars wrapped over his hips and down his lean thighs. He briefly wondered how that had happened. Or when.
“Either ask or look somewhere else,” Cade told him.
Marlow felt the flush crawl red and hot from his collarbones up to his ears. It made them sting. He looked down at his feet—the fabric of his worn Converse had started to come away from the sole and had maybe a week left in them—and cleared his throat.
“None of my business,” he said. 
“You knew that already.”
Fair enough. Marlow shifted his weight from one foot to the other and swore under his breath when the elevator stopped on the second floor. There wasn’t even anyone there, just an empty hallway and a briefcase left to hold their spot. 
He leaned forward and mashed his thumb against the “door close” button. Someone had told him once that it didn’t actually do anything except give you something to do, but he held it down anyhow.  Come on, come on, come on.
“If nothing else, I have to respect the work ethic of San Diego’s tax-funded LEOs,” Cade drawled, his voice low and clear. “Not only here first thing in the morning, but dressed and already looking like shit.”
Sometimes it was hard to tell the difference between dominance games and flirting. Apparently not with Cade. Marlow could appreciate that.
“I’ve been on shift for … ” Marlow paused to figure it out, his brain at that stage of tired where everything worked, but just 20 percent slower than usual. It was November, so the Night Shift was usually split into two. Except Harrison and Toledo had both called in sick, so he’d caught their consecutive shifts. “Seventeen hours. The only thing I want is to sign my kit back in and go home.”
And some good coffee. Or more bad coffee. He wasn’t fussy.
“Oh, that makes sense,” Cade drawled. “You’re one of the fun police, tired out from ruining everyone’s good time last night.”
Marlow’s ribs ached from the impact with a skip in an alley down in the garment district. His knee had that loose, overworked Play-Doh feel that might ease overnight or might seize up and leave him hobbled for a week. When he came in tomorrow night, there’d be a stack of paperwork as thick as a dictionary to log the damage to his patrol car after someone jumped onto the roof and crumpled it.
“That’s me,” Marlow said. He resisted the urge to roll his eyes and just leaned forward to jab the button again. “The fun police. You know, there are lockers on every street corner you can keep a spare set of clothes in.”
“I know.”
They finally reached Marlow’s floor. He decided to believe hammering the button had worked. The doors slid open, and Marlow had never been so glad to see the institutionally green walls. He didn’t exactly bolt out of the elevator, but the doors hadn’t opened all the way when he dodged through them. He was almost free and clear when Cade cleared his throat.
“Officer… Marlow, wasn’t it?”
So much for not knowing who—what—Marlow was.
The cold paw of his grandma’s ghost clouted Marlow about the ear. She’d not spent years chewing manners into Marlow for him to be rude to someone higher ranked than him now. Karma, Marlow reminded himself. He would get credit for this.
He turned around, stiff and reluctant, and his brain promptly fell over and flapped like a gaffed fish. Cade had leaned back against the wall of the elevator, his hands braced on the rail, and his smile showed teeth that were a bit too sharp and crinkled eyes that were bright honey brown. It wasn’t as if it was a surprise that Cade was hot. Marlow didn’t like the idea of a private police force, and he didn’t particularly like the acerbic CEO of it either, but he wasn’t blind. Cade was handsome in a hard, uncompromising way that had nothing soft or pretty about it, with broad, freckled cheekbones and an angular, clean-cut jaw. 
The thing was, it was one-way street hot. Marlow had never gotten the sense that Cade had noticed him, or anyone else, as anything but an obstruction. The man only cared about his work and being an asshole.
Until now, when Marlow’s breath caught behind his ribs as Cade pinned him with those wild near-gold eyes.
“Get some rest, Marlow,” Cade drawled. For a second, Marlow was cynically surprised that Cade actually remembered who he was, until the next thing Cade said gave him something else to be surprised about. “You look like you should be in my bed already.”
Marlow stared at Cade, his jaw slack, as he wondered if he’d misheard. Before he could decide or give in to the urge to let his eyes follow the ridiculously perfect triangle of Cade’s body down to check directly, the elevator doors slid shut and cut off Marlow’s view. 
“What the hell was that?” Marlow said out loud and looked around to see if anyone else had seen what just happened.
The hall was empty.
After a moment, Marlow shook his head and rubbed a hand over his face. He should be used to being out of step with the rest of the city, even the other cops. Real cops. Marlow was tired to the bone from the late shift, and they’d spent the night on all fours howling at the moon.
Fun police. Marlow snorted as he turned on his heel and headed toward the armory.
Werewolves didn’t know how the other 20 percent—based on the last census, anyhow—lived.

      [image: image-placeholder]“Forget the wolves,” Bennett said. The other Night Shift officer held court in the middle of the armory. She waved a mug of black coffee, probably laced with whiskey, as she talked. “The fucking rabbits have gone feral. Swear to God, I found a full-grown wolf treed by a bunch of angry bunnies.”
“Yeah,” one of the rookies snorted, sure he’d caught his superior out in a leg pull. He looked around for support. “Right. Then the squirrels got together and stole your car before you got back, right?”
No one cracked a smile. After a second, the rookie’s face fell. He turned back to Bennett, who glared at him.
“Something funny?”
“Oh, come on,” the rookie said. He spread his hands in a plea for someone to see sense. “Bunnies?”
Bennett just shook her head and walked away, toward Marlow. The rookie looked after her with a crestfallen expression, and then jumped when one of the other men chuckled and slapped his shoulder.
“First blue moon? On the job?” Franklin, Bennett’s go-to backup, asked. The rookie had a dull flush on the back of his neck as he ducked his chin in a stiff nod. Franklin pursed his lips and gave a low, breathy whisper as he shook his head. “Oh yeah, you have got a lot to learn. Tell you what, buy Uncle Franklin breakfast, and I’ll get you caught up. Before the bunnies or Bennett get to you.”
The big man threw a companionable headlock on the rookie and marched him toward the door. Marlow paused to watch them go and then gave Bennett a wry look.
“Ever going to tell the kid that ‘bunnies’ are what you call the beat officers?”
Bennett cracked a grin and glanced after her team as they filed out. “Someday. Probably. C’mon, the kid’s new. He needs to learn that blue moon madness is real, for his own good.”
“Except it’s not,” Marlow pointed out. “It’s an old wives’ tale.”
That made Bennett splutter indignantly. She followed along as Marlow headed over to the desk and swung his kit bag up onto the counter.
“That it’s an old wives’ tale is an old wives’ tale,” Bennett said. “What? Do you think all the lunar radiation in the air has no effect or something? There have been studies done, and to the wolves, that stuff is like catnip. They lose control. Tell him, Erin.”
Officer O’Malley grabbed the strap of Marlow’s bag and pulled it to her side of the bulletproof glass wall.
“Last time we had a double bubble,” she said, “we used up three times the average amount of ammo for a month. That’s a fact.”
Bennett slapped her hand on the counter. “There you go. That’s a fact. You can’t argue with facts, Kitty-boy.”
The nickname made Marlow clench his teeth. He hated it; that’s why he went by his surname instead of Kit. Bennett knew he hated it; that’s why she used it. Although they had the same rank, Bennett had three years seniority on him. She liked to make sure everyone remembered it. And she was an asshole. Bennett was the sort of person who tickled a kid until they wet themselves. She never knew when to rein it in.
It just made her worse if she knew she’d caught you on the raw, though. Even if you were friends… ish, or at least had no better offers.
“I’m not arguing,” Marlow said in his mildest voice, “just disagreeing. I just do my job; doesn’t matter what color the moon is.”
He took the clipboard Erin slid through the partition to him and scrawled his initials where they were required. The pen had clogged, and he had to scribble in the corner of the sheet to get it to work. The doodle came out as a wolf with black pricked ears and blind white eyes at the top of a long, wrinkled nose. 
Bennett lifted her chin and squared her shoulders. “You saying I don’t?”
“I’m saying I didn’t use any more ammo the last time we had two full moons in the cycle.”
A scowl flicked over Bennett’s face for a moment at the dodge. She visibly shrugged the brief black mood off and leaned back against the counter to finish her coffee.
“Lucky you,” she said. That was all. She still managed to convey the impression that he’d somehow slacked off. 
There was a pause while Bennett drank her coffee. Marlow took the opportunity to finish the forms. He kept one eye on Erin as she started to unpack his kit, each weapon logged back in as she went. Anything that didn’t tally between her count and what he’d signed out that afternoon—yesterday afternoon—had to be accounted for in his incident report. Technically. In practice, IA didn’t have enough manpower to investigate every dropped bullet. Unless it was flagged in connection with a different active investigation, a few discrepancies weren’t enough to worry about.
It was still a good idea to keep an eye on the clerk as they worked. Last year, one of Callen’s kits had been logged back in under McCall’s name. It had been cleared up in two days, but the investigation had rolled on for six months before Callen got assigned to active duty again. He’d missed his chance at a leadership position. 
Erin lifted out the tear gas carefully and checked them. The armory was sealed, but if one of the canisters went off, it would take three days of scrubbing the walls down with toothpaste and vinegar before they could reopen it. Even adulterated to decrease the potency, the aconite would send any wolf who got a sniff straight to the ER… whether their nose was human or not at the time.
“I hear Harrison has requested early retirement,” Bennett said abruptly.
Marlow was startled enough to botch his signature. He swore under his breath, scribbled it out, and tried again before he looked up at Bennett. “You sure?”
“New wife, new life,” Bennett said. “I guess she doesn’t want him shot. Me, that’s the first thing I’d want to happen to my husband and his police pension. Then I could be a Merry Widow.”
Bennett winked at Erin, who laughed and then gave Marlow a quick, awkward look before she went back to work. There were still two blotches of high color on her cheeks as she pulled out the ammo boxes and counted the bullets. She had to pause again as one of the other clerks ducked in from the back to murmur in her ear.
“She isn’t the first wife who wanted to change him,” Marlow said. “Night Shift has always hung on to him before.”
“Well, she might be the first one to pull it off,” Bennett said. “My source knows what they’re talking about. Paperwork was signed and handed in. If he doesn’t back out, you going to go for the job?”
Marlow hesitated as he thought about that. As an abstract, one-day thing, he’d always assumed he would, but the reality was a bit more daunting. 
“I guess,” he said after a moment. “You?”
He got a scathing look for that. Bennett had been acting sergeant for two years while her sergeant was off on extended medical leave. Only, he’d come back as fit as a fiddle and ready to take back the reins.
To her credit, she’d handed them over, but everyone knew she missed it. 
“What do you think?”
Marlow shrugged his acknowledgment of that. “Probably Dawson over on day shift too.”
“She’s night-blind,” Bennett said. “What good would she be?”
“OT got her those glasses,” Marlow said. “And she needs the money, with her husband.”
Bennett had to give him that, with an annoyed twist of her mouth. “Maybe—”
Before she could finish, O’Malley cleared her throat. When they both turned, she slid a slip of paper through the slot in the partition. The other clerk had written the note in loopy, messy letters that were still legible. 
“The captain wants to see you,” O’Malley repeated it anyhow. “Down in the morgue.”
Her finger unconsciously tapped the paperwork she had almost finished, just over the tally of Marlow’s bullets. He’d brought back less than he’d checked out. It happened. A wolf was a wolf until it wasn’t. It couldn’t be talked down or reasoned with. Sometimes silver was the only way to keep its teeth out of someone’s throat.
That didn’t mean there wasn’t hell to pay when someone died.
If someone died. Marlow could have sworn that every wolf he’d crossed paths with last night might wake up pissed off, but they would wake up. Maybe he’d been wrong.
“Damn,” Bennett said. She clapped Marlow on the back, hard enough to hurt, in rough sympathy. Or close enough to it. “I guess I don’t have to worry about you as competition after all.”
She chuckled at her own joke as she headed out to the locker rooms.
“Look, take your gear back, and I’ll finish up this,” O’Malley offered. “It’s everything but the last two boxes, and they aren’t touched. I can notarize the forms.”
Marlow hesitated for a moment, but there was no reason to say no. Or there was, but those reasons were either paranoid or ungrateful.
“Thanks,” he said.
O’Malley wrinkled her nose dismissively as she pulled the sealed envelope out from the rack under the table. She handed it over, and Marlow hooked his finger under the flap to rip it open. It contained his badge, personal weapon loaded with non-silver bullets, and his wallet.
Wolves weren’t men during the full moon, but they weren’t just beasts either. No one on Night Shift wanted to tangle with a wolf and then find out it used their ID to beat them home. There were tragedies written about that.
Not that Marlow had anyone at home to put at risk. The worst he had to fear was wolf scat on his sheets.
“See you tomorrow night,” O’Malley chirped cheerfully.
Marlow grimaced as he clipped his gun to his belt and pulled his T-shirt down over it. He supposed he would with the current manpower shortage, no matter how much sleep he ended up getting.
“Maybe I’m going to get a pie for all my hard work?” he said. “And the night off?”
O’Malley wrinkled her nose. “I think Jay would have gotten a pie first,” she said. Her eyes went big and dreamy. “She’s amazing. It wouldn’t be fair to give one to you and not her.”
It took Marlow a second to realize who she meant. Bennett. He rarely used her first name or even thought about it. 
“There’s no pie,” he said as he stepped back. “There’s never pie, O’Malley. Or a night off.”
It turned out he was right. There was no pie.
There was a corpse.





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
a S

e AR sy





OEBPS/images/dfacc934-147c-4b2f-ac2e-fd9128c7093f.png
7JROGUE FIREBIRD

< PRES S





OEBPS/images/21ecd01d-e2e2-4b30-a7c3-7c234add851f.jpeg





OEBPS/images/29d812d6-a8e9-4dda-b15b-6bc71df9e084.png





OEBPS/images/53340fd2-0c13-41a9-8aae-90f7aec2f1ad.png






