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New York City | 1991



The sirens didn’t faze him anymore. They screamed like broken angels down 2nd Avenue, chasing ghosts he stopped believing in years ago. Trevor Morrow leaned against the cold brick of the bodega, cigarette clinging to his lower lip, half-burned and bitter. Rain glazed the pavement, turning the city’s filth into a mirror—and he hated what it showed him.

Blood. Vodka. Regret.

It had been three years since he walked away from the NYPD, but the stink of it still followed him. He could smell it in the alleyways, hear it in the silence between footsteps. It clung to him like a second skin—and right now, it was screaming again.

His pager buzzed. Just one word.

“Mitchell.”

Trevor’s chest hollowed out. That name—sharp, sacred, and soaked in history—should’ve been buried. Should’ve stayed buried.

Mitchell was dead.

And the NYPD was calling him a suspect.
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Chapter One – Brooklyn, 9:17 AM, Saturday

I wake slow — too slow. My head feels like someone bored into my skull and left the drill bit spinning. My mouth tastes like old cotton. My tongue is thick, coated in regret and last night’s tequila.

“Well, what did you expect?” I mutter to the ceiling.

This is what happens when I go toe-to-toe with a bottle and lose. My sinuses dry out, I mouth-breathe all night, and I wake tasting like I’ve been chewing on carpet fibers. Sexy.

I sit up too fast. Bad idea. A pain like a hot ice pick stabs behind my eyes. But the pain brings memory.

Club Onyx. Marcus. The celebration. And then—

A smile almost forms. Almost. But a darker memory shoves in.

I turn my head.

Shit.

Mitchell.

My ex. My mistake. My ex-mistake.

“Damn it,” I whisper. Not surprised, just... disappointed in myself. This is what happens when I drink too much — my standards slide, and apparently so does my common sense.

If it were a nameless hookup, maybe I’d feel less nauseous. But this? This was the man I swore I’d never let touch me again. And now he’s lying there, naked, grinning like he just scratched off the winning lottery ticket.

I swing my legs off the bed. My feet hit the floor like a judge’s gavel. I try not to look, but I do. Still fine. Still built like a Greek god dipped in maple syrup and bad decisions. My mouth remembers him before my brain gives permission.

I rub my temples hard enough to erase him from memory.

Last night was supposed to be a double celebration — launching my new agency and marking two years since our breakup. I planned to celebrate like there was no tomorrow. Apparently, I succeeded.

The night comes back in flashes: dinner with Marcus, too many drinks, sweat on the dance floor, the bass in my bones. Then him. Across the room like sin in denim.

“What’s up, Trev?” he said, licking his lips.

“Not much,” I replied, casual. Flat. Like my heart hadn’t just tried to punch its way out of my chest.

We danced. We drank. He kissed me. I let him. Told myself it was nostalgia. Alcohol. A one-night relapse.

And now—

He’s here. In my bed. In my space. In my head.

And it’s too damn quiet.

Something’s wrong.

I lean over and nudge him. Nothing.

I press my palm to his chest. Cold.

“Mitchell?” Louder now.

No response.

I check for breath. For a pulse. Anything.

Nothing.

A rush of ice fills my body. My hands shake. My mind screams. I stumble back, slam my shin into the bed frame.

“No. No no no. This isn’t happening.”

But it is.

Mitchell is dead.

In my bed.

And I have no idea what the hell to do next.



I drag myself toward the bathroom, each step like wading through cement. I splash cold water on my face, trying to rinse the taste from my mouth. Not enough. I strip, step into the shower, hoping the heat will wash away the night and the shock.

When I step out, my foot hits slick tile — my own dried vomit from earlier — and I go down hard.

“Fuck! Goddamn it!” I shout, more fury than pain. Disgusting, yes, but the fall snaps me out of the fog. I grab a towel, wipe myself down, and head downstairs.

The living room windows are open. Odd — I don’t remember opening them. A cool breeze carries the smell of the pond outside. Ducks glide across the water. For half a second, I let myself feel that peace.

Then a car door slams. A baby cries. Reality floods back.

I shut the windows, head into the kitchen — and freeze.

A crack pipe. Sitting on the divider like it belongs there.

“No,” I breathe. My voice trembles with rage.

The trash tells the rest of the story — a small vial, probably the last thing he touched.

My hand twitches toward the pipe, but training stops me. No fingerprints. No evidence tampering.

It hits me like a fist.

He overdosed.

My knees buckle. I drop onto the couch, muscles gone slack. My mind spins back to the day that ended us.

Drugs had been the deal-breaker. He swore he was done. Rehab. Recovery. Redemption. All the words people like him learn to say.

Then came the call from John — my old partner on the force. “We’ve got a situation, Trev. The guy says he knows you. Says he’s your roommate. Won’t talk to anyone but you.”

He knew. About Mitchell. About me.

John had always had my back, even after I came out. In a precinct swimming with homophobia, that wasn’t small.

Still, this was bad.

“DA’s been after this guy for three years,” John said. “They want blood.”

“Bring him in,” I told him.

Mitchell walked into the interrogation room looking like something kicked too many times. I stared at him, torn between rage and pity.

“I might’ve dealt with you cheating,” I said. “But you just fucked with my career. My life. And that, I won’t forgive.”

Tears welled. “Baby, I need you. Please.”

“Don’t ‘baby’ me. Mr. Urbans, I’ll see what I can do through my father. But this? Us? It’s over.”

I left him there.

Thanks to my father — Judge Stephen A. Morrows — Mitchell avoided prison. Five years’ probation in exchange for names. I never looked back.

But the whispers at the precinct didn’t stop. Hate notes in my locker. Silent treatment in the hallways. Even Captain Jamesway started muttering about “repercussions.”

So I walked.

And now, years later, Mitchell is dead in my bed. And the last person I want to call might be the only one who can help.



The phone rings. I grab it like it might bite.

“Hello?”

“Hey chile, what happened to you last night? I couldn’t find you anywhere.” Marcus.

“I can’t talk right now. I’ll call you later.”

“Oooh, who’s in your bed?” His voice goes teasing. “Wait — don’t tell me Mitchell’s there. After all the shit he put you through?”

“Marcus, I don’t have the time or energy for your shit this morning.”

“Damn, Trevor, no need to get nasty! I was calling to check in. That’s what’s wrong with you Black people today — never appreciate genuine concern!”

“Okay, okay. I’m sorry. Really.”

He exhales. “Alright, alright. So what’s the dish, bitch?”

I inhale slow. “Marcus, listen. This is bigger than anything we’ve dealt with. I’ll explain tomorrow.”

Silence, then: “Alright. You call me. And if you need me, I’m there.”

I hang up, surprised by his restraint.

One thought sticks.

John.

I pick up the phone and dial the station.

“Homicide. This is John.”

I hesitate.

“Hello? Anyone there?”

“It’s me. Trevor.”

“Trev! Damn, it’s been weeks. What’s going on?”

“I need a favor.”

“For you? Anything. What’s up?”

“I need you to come over. In person. Now.”
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Brooklyn, 11:02 AM Saturday

I’m on my white leather sofa, head in my hands, facing John.

I’ve just finished walking him through the whole mess — meeting Mitchell at the club, the coffee stop, coming back here, and waking up next to him... dead. Even saying it in sequence doesn’t make it feel any less unreal. My words feel like I’ve dropped them into the air between us, waiting to see if they dissolve or hit the floor with a thud.

John takes a slow sip of coffee like he’s got all the time in the world. That’s John — he can make an interrogation feel like a Sunday brunch. He’s wearing his NYPD windbreaker even though it’s warm out, like the jacket is part of his skin. The smell of cheap diner coffee drifts over from the mug in his hands, grounding me in the here and now.

“Whew,” he says finally, leaning back into my sofa like it’s his. “You sure got yourself in some shit today, buddy.”

“No shit, Sherlock.” The words are sharper than I mean. They slice through the air before I can reel them back. “Sorry. I’m... tense. I even barked at my mother before you showed up.”

He waves it off. “If I woke up next to a corpse, I’d be cranky too.”

That’s John. Loyal to the bone, never judgmental. He’s been my friend since my rookie year, back when I still thought ambition was enough to outrun the parts of myself I didn’t want to look at. He’s seen the worst of me and stayed anyway.

“First thing,” he says, setting his coffee down with a clink that makes me flinch, “we get the coroner here. I’ll put my best guy on it. Keep it quiet from the press. You don’t need a circus outside your building.”

Relief seeps in — not much, but enough to let my lungs expand. “Thanks, John.”

He grins, his teeth catching the morning light. “Don’t sweat the small stuff. Now go upstairs, take a shower, and put some damn clothes on. You’re distracting me from my professional duties.”

I glance down — still in briefs. My brain registers it a beat later, and heat creeps up my neck. “Right.”

As I head upstairs, I hear him rooting through my kitchen cabinets. “Hey, Trev, you seriously need to shop. Your fridge looks like mine — empty.”

Lord help me.



Steam and Ghosts

The hot water pounds my shoulders when I step into the shower, the spray beating in time with my pulse. I stand there, hands braced against the tile, letting the steam fog my vision until the edges of the world blur.

But my mind won’t stay blank. It circles back to Kasha — the woman I was supposed to marry.

We’d been engaged barely a year after I joined the force. She was beautiful in a way that felt timeless, the kind of beauty that made people stop mid-sentence. Warm, patient. And I loved her — deeply, in the way you can love someone who deserves more than you can give. But love doesn’t rewrite truth.

I’m gay.

It took years to say it out loud without choking on the words, years to stop pretending I could be someone else. And when I finally did, there was fallout.

My father: How could you do this to me?
My mother: Did I breastfeed you too long?
Kasha: Why am I not enough?
Three months before the wedding, I called it off. She didn’t give up easily. Once she showed up at my apartment wrapped in nothing but Saran Wrap, smiling like it was a punchline. But you can’t negotiate your way into desire.

I rub my face under the water, pushing the memories out with the steam. This isn’t the time for ghosts.



The Knock

A knock at the bathroom door cuts through the hiss of the shower. “Trevor? The guys are here. You coming down?”

“Yeah. Five minutes.”

I towel off, throw my robe over my briefs, and take the back hallway down to avoid passing the spot in my bedroom where Mitchell’s body had been just hours earlier.



Matthew Lirday

John’s in the living room with a tall man I don’t recognize. “Trevor, this is Detective Matthew Lirday. He’ll be handling the case.”

We shake hands. His grip is firm, his
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