
The Rookie and the Rescue

––––––––
[image: ]


Lukas Engelbrecht

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright 2025 by Lukas Engelbrecht

​​​​​​

Contents:

Chapter 1 — The Rescue.

Chapter 2 — Aftermath.

Chapter 3 — Signs The Danger Isn’t Over.

Chapter 4 — Lines Crossed.

Chapter 5 — Close Quarters.

Chapter 6 — The Night Move.

Chapter 7 — The Suspect.

Chapter 8 — The Break-In.

Chapter 9 — The Chase.

Chapter 10 — Aftermath.

Chapter 11 — The Line Between Us.

Chapter 12 — The Crossroads.

Chapter 13 — The Fire Under the Surface.

Chapter 14 — Edge of the Doorway.

Chapter 15 — Too Close to Walk Away.

Chapter 16 — The Long Night.

Chapter 17 — Sunlight Changes Everything.

Chapter 18 — The Plan We Shouldn’t Make.

Chapter 19 — Moving In, Whether We Should or Not.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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I was still getting used to the uniform. Every shift felt like a test I hadn’t studied enough for. My name tag caught the streetlights as I stepped out of the cruiser, and I felt the weight of it, like I had borrowed gear meant for someone older, sharper, tougher.
But it was my first week on duty, and I was here to prove I could handle a night patrol without messing up.
My field training officer, Hale, sat in the driver’s seat and typed notes into the report system. His face glowed blue from the screen. He didn’t look at me when he spoke.

“Check the block. I saw movement behind the shops.”

I nodded and tried to sound calm. “On it.”

He didn’t ask if I was ready. That wasn’t his job. My job was simple: do what he said and don’t make him regret signing off on me.

I closed the door softly and started down the sidewalk. The shops were dark. The street smelled like old oil, damp pavement, and someone’s burned toast drifting from an apartment window. The air felt heavy and too still for this part of town. Even the stray dogs were quiet.

I walked past a pawn shop, a closed barber shop, and a run-down hardware store. A loose sign creaked overhead. I scanned the shadows like they taught us in training, but training didn’t mention how your neck stiffens when the dark feels alive.

A soft thud echoed from the alley behind the auto garage. My hand drifted toward my duty belt.
Another thud.
Then a muffled curse.
I moved faster.

The alley was narrow and half-lit by a broken lamp. Garbage bins lined the brick wall. A metal door sat cracked open, spilling a slice of warm light across the ground. That was the garage’s back entrance. The owner closed at eight. It was well past eleven.

I reached the corner and leaned in. My pulse picked up.

A woman stood with her back against the wall, one hand raised to block a man who loomed over her. She wasn’t frozen or helpless. She pushed at him hard, jaw tight, shoulders squared. She swung her elbow and drove it into his ribs. He grunted and stumbled back.

She had grit. She had fight.
But he was bigger.
He grabbed her arm. She jerked free.
He swung. She ducked.
I didn’t waste another second.

“Police!” My voice shot down the alley and cracked off the bricks. “Step back and keep your hands where I can see them.”

The man snapped his head toward me. His hood fell back, revealing a shaved head and wild eyes. He held something in his right hand. I couldn’t see what.

The woman’s gaze met mine for a split second. Fierce. Clear. Not pleading but sharp, like she judged how fast I could get to her.

I drew my gun and took a steady step forward. “Let her go.”

The man bolted.

He shoved the woman aside and sprinted deeper into the alley. I chased him without thinking. My boots hit the wet ground. My breath came out fast. Training said to keep distance and observe. Reality said, Catch him before he hurts someone else.

He turned left at the fence. I followed. He threw a bag of trash behind him to slow me down. The bag burst, but I kept going. He climbed a short chain-link fence. I grabbed his ankle before he cleared it.

“Stop resisting!” I tried to pull him down.

He kicked, catching my shoulder. The jolt ran through me. I held on anyway. He twisted, slipped my grip, and dropped to the other side. He hit the ground hard, got up, and kept running.

I could almost hear Hale’s voice in my head: Don’t tunnel-vision. You lose sight of your surroundings, you get dead.

I stopped short. The dark ahead felt wrong. I wasn’t sure if the man had backup. I wasn’t sure if he waited with something sharp or loud or both. I radioed Hale.

“Suspect fled east down the back alley behind Grant Street. I’m returning to check on the victim.”

Hale replied at once. “Do not pursue alone. Hold position until I arrive.”

I already wasn’t doing that, so I didn’t tell him I’d chased anyone. I turned around and jogged back.

The woman stood near the bins, one hand braced on her knee as she caught her breath. The light from the door lit up her face. There was a streak of grime across her cheek and blood on her forearm, but her eyes stayed steady on me, like she sized me up the way a mechanic sizes up a sputtering engine—fast, sharp, no room for nonsense.

“You okay?” I asked.

She straightened. “Fine.”

Her voice carried no shake. She didn’t even glance at my gun. She looked annoyed more than scared.

“You sure?” I asked. “He got close.”

“He tried.” She wiped her arm on her jeans. “Didn’t get what he wanted.”

I kept my tone level. “What did he want?”

She shrugged. “To scare me. To take my bag. Maybe more. Not sure he thought that far ahead.”

I noted the detail. “You fought him off before I got here.”

“I wasn’t going to let him decide how this went.” She met my eyes again. “You new?”

I blinked. “Why?”

“You’ve got that fresh-face look. No bags under your eyes yet.” She glanced at my badge. “Ward. First week?”

I didn’t ask how she guessed. She seemed like the type who saw everything and missed nothing. “Yeah. First week.”

“Thought so.” She picked up a wrench that lay on the ground near the door. “Dropped this. Came out here to toss trash and got jumped.”

“A wrench,” I said. “Good weapon.”

“I prefer a bigger one.” She stepped toward the open door, but I held up a hand.

“Hang on. I need to check you for injuries. And get your statement.”

She sighed. “Of course you do.”

I couldn’t tell if she was mocking me or just tired.

“My partner’s on his way,” I said. “He’ll want to know what happened.”

“Partner,” she muttered. “Right.”

A car engine rumbled at the alley entrance, and Hale’s flashlight beam cut through the dark. He stepped out and took in the scene without a word. His gaze landed on the woman, then me, then the path where the man ran.

“What did I say about breaking off alone?” Hale asked.

I tried not to shrink. “The suspect fled before I could get close. I came back here.”

Hale studied me for a moment. He didn’t argue, but I knew he didn’t buy the clean version.

“Ma’am,” he said to the woman. “You hurt?”

“No. Just annoyed,” she said.

“Name?” he asked.

“Mara.” She crossed her arms. “Mara Keaton.”

Hale took notes. “Tell us what happened.”

Mara explained in short, clipped lines. She walked out with trash. The man grabbed her arm. She hit him with the wrench. He came at her again. I showed up. End of story.

She didn’t pad it. She didn’t exaggerate. She didn’t play weak. She made her strength sound like a fact, not a badge of honor.

Hale nodded. “Do you want EMS to check you out?”

“No.”

“Do you feel safe going home?”

“Yes.”

I stepped forward. “We should take a quick look around your shop. Make sure he didn’t get inside.”

Mara frowned. “He wasn’t after the shop.”

“Still,” I said, “it’s protocol.”

She held my gaze for a long second. It was a challenge, not aimed at me but at the idea that she needed help. But something in her expression softened. She stepped aside.

“Fine. Come in.”

The garage smelled like warm steel, rubber, and the faint bite of engine cleaner. Tools hung from the pegboard with neat order. A bike sat on the lift, half repaired. A small radio played low music from a workbench. It all felt lived-in and cared for.

Hale checked the door locks and windows while I scanned the corners. Everything looked normal.

“You run this place by yourself?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Mara said. “My dad started it. He’s retired now.”

Her tone shifted on the word retired—not sad, just edged with something I couldn’t read.

I pointed to the smear of blood on her arm. “That’s going to need cleaning.”

“It’s fine.”

“Doesn’t look fine.”

She grabbed a rag, ran it under the tap, and wiped her arm. She hissed under her breath but kept going.

I took a step closer. “Can I look?”

“No.” She tossed the rag aside. “It’s a scrape.”

Hale stepped back inside. “Nothing else here. You’ll want to file a report, but you can do it tomorrow. We’ll increase patrol in the area.”

Mara nodded. “Thanks.”

I wasn’t ready to leave yet. Something about the man’s eyes stuck with me. He didn’t look like a random mugger. He looked like he had a purpose he didn’t finish. I caught myself glancing at the door again.

“You sure you’re safe tonight?” I asked softly.

Mara looked at me the same way she looked at broken tools—like she saw every flaw. “I’ve handled worse nights than this.”

“That doesn’t mean you should be alone after something like—”

She cut me off. “I don’t want a babysitter.”

“I didn’t say—”

“Yes, you did.”

She wasn’t wrong.

Hale shot me a look that said, Wrap it up. He spoke to Mara first. “If anything seems off, call us right away.”

“I know the number.”

Hale gave her his card anyway. Then he walked out of the garage and left me standing there with her.

I holstered my gun. “I’m glad you fought him off.”

“Didn’t plan on giving him options.”

“He might come back,” I said before I could stop myself.

She stiffened. “Why would he?”

“The way he looked,” I said. “He wasn’t done.”

She stared at me a moment, silent. Not scared. Not angry. More like she wanted to argue but couldn’t find the words to do it.

“I’ll lock up tight,” she said at last. “Go do your job.”

There was no room to push further. I nodded and stepped outside.

As I walked back to the cruiser, I felt her eyes on my back. I didn’t turn around. I didn’t want to make her feel watched. But part of me wished she’d called me back and asked me to stay a bit longer.

I shut the cruiser door.

Hale pulled away from the alley. “You’re thinking too much,” he said.

“About what?”

“Mara.”

I stared out the window. “She could’ve been hurt.”

“She wasn’t.”

“But he might come back.”

“Maybe,” Hale said. “Or maybe you’re letting your head run ahead of the facts.”

I tried to settle, but something stayed tight in my chest. The man’s eyes. Mara’s grit. The way the alley felt wrong before I even saw them.

“I should patrol near her shop more often,” I said.

“We’ll rotate like usual.”

“She might need—”

“She doesn’t need you,” Hale cut in. “She needs safety. We provide that. Not attention.”

He wasn’t wrong, but something in me didn’t loosen.

We drove on.

Hale changed the radio channel. The dispatcher called out a noise complaint on the west side. A minor fight near a bar. A traffic stop needing backup.

Night kept moving, but my mind stayed in the alley.

I kept seeing the man’s hand flash in the shadows. I kept seeing the wrench fly across the concrete. I kept seeing Mara standing in that thin slice of light—strong, angry, unshaken.

I didn’t want to admit it, but I knew I would check on that block again before the shift ended.

I needed to be sure she was safe.
I needed to be sure the man didn’t circle back.
I needed to understand why something about her stuck with me.
I didn’t have answers yet.
But I had a feeling I would.
And I had no idea how fast the danger would return.
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