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Brooklyn’s Dark Pulse

Prologue

The city throbbed like a beating heart, alive with the hum of distant traffic, the chatter of late-night diners, and the muted blare of sirens cutting through the air. But beneath the surface, under the cracked sidewalks and crumbling facades, there was a different rhythm. Darker, more deliberate—a pulse that moved through the streets, carrying the secrets of the city like blood through veins.

Joe Turner had felt that pulse for years. It was a part of him now, as familiar as the rumble of the trucks he drove across state lines. But tonight, it felt different. Louder. More urgent. Brooklyn was whispering something to him, something he couldn’t quite make out—but he knew it wasn’t good.

He sat in the back corner of a greasy diner on Atlantic Avenue, his eyes darting toward the fogged-up windows every few minutes. The cup of coffee in front of him had long since gone cold, but his hands remained wrapped around it, like it was the last thing tethering him to reality. Across from him, Detective Reed stared, the dim light casting harsh shadows across his face. He had that look—the kind of look that said he’d seen too much. Maybe they both had.

“We can keep you safe,” Reed said, his voice as steady as the city’s pulse. But Joe wasn’t sure if anyone could. The Moretti family had a way of finding people, of digging them out from whatever hole they tried to hide in. They didn’t stop. Not until there was nothing left but a body and a story that would never be told.

“You think they haven’t already found me?” Turner said, his voice low, barely above a whisper. The tension in the air was thick, suffocating. “They don’t leave loose ends. You know that.”

Reed leaned forward, his jaw tight. “That’s why we need to move fast.”

But there was nowhere left to run. Turner had thought about leaving—packing up his wife, disappearing into the night, finding some small town where the Morettis wouldn’t think to look. But Brooklyn didn’t let people go that easily. It pulled you back, dragged you deeper, until you were part of its pulse, part of the rhythm that never stopped. The city had its claws in him, and it wasn’t letting go.

“Do you even know who’s coming after you?” Reed asked, his voice cutting through the haze of Turner’s thoughts.

Turner’s grip on the cup tightened. “Moretti doesn’t do his own dirty work anymore. But I know who he’ll send.” The image of a man flashed in his mind—sharp features, cold eyes, always one step ahead. Carlos Romano. The name alone sent a chill down Turner’s spine.

“Carlos, the brother of Vince?” Reed asked, reading Turner’s face.

Turner nodded slowly, feeling the weight of the name settle between them like a death sentence. “He’s the kind of guy who doesn’t miss. If he’s got your number, you’re already dead.”

Reed leaned back, exhaling sharply. Carlos was a ghost in the city’s underworld, a man no one could trace, but everyone feared. He’d been a whisper in the dark for years, leaving bodies in his wake, but never a trace of himself.

The lights outside flickered, and the pulse of the city seemed to quicken. Turner’s eyes darted to the door, half-expecting Carlos Romano to walk through at any moment. Time was running out.

“We’ve got a safe house,” Reed said, his voice firm. “You and your wife can—"

“My wife?” Turner cut him off, panic flashing in his eyes. “She’s still at home. She doesn’t know—”

Reed’s expression darkened. “We’ve got to move, now.”

The pulse of the city was louder now, like a drumbeat in Turner’s ears. His heart raced in time with it, a deep, pounding thrum that echoed in his chest. Somewhere out there, in the shadows, Carlos was waiting. And when he came, it wouldn’t just be for Turner. The city wanted blood.

Turner stood abruptly, the legs of his chair scraping against the tiled floor. “Let’s go,” he said, his voice steady but hollow. He knew it didn’t matter how far they ran. Brooklyn had them both in its grip. And the city’s dark pulse? It wouldn’t stop until it had claimed everything.

The two men stepped into the night, the cold air biting at their skin. In the distance, the low hum of the city rumbled, but underneath it all, Turner could feel the pulse—relentless, unforgiving.
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Chapter One
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The night was sultry, the moon a ghostly whisper behind a veil of heavy clouds, casting fleeting shadows across the desolate landscape. A lone tractor trailer rumbled slowly up the darkened road, its engine a low, constant growl that reverberated through the heart of the Southeast Brooklyn industrial area. The road, cracked and potholed, stretched out like a forgotten scar, its edges fringed with the skeletal remains of abandoned warehouses and rusted machinery.

The streetlights, sparse and flickering, cast a sickly yellow glow that seemed to mock any who dared travel these streets. Each pool of light acted as a cruel beacon, illuminating patches of cracked asphalt and graffiti-stained walls before plunging back into oppressive darkness. The smell of oil and decay carried a pungent reminder of the area’s forsaken glory, as a gentle breeze whispered through the alleyways. 

In the distance the mournful sound of a tugboat could be heard churning through the nearby waterway. The sound echoed eerily, mingling with the rustle of leaves and the occasional clatter of unseen debris. A lullaby of desolation created a symphony of despair that only deepened the sense of foreboding.

Shadows danced and twisted in the dim light, creating phantoms that lurked at the edge of vision, always just out of reach. The buildings, towering and imposing, seemed to close in, their windows like dark, empty eyes staring down with malevolent indifference. Each step seemed like an intrusion, an unwelcome disruption in a place that time itself had forsaken.

In the distance, a lone figure moved, barely discernible in the murky gloom. His footsteps echoed softly, a rhythmic tap that added to the unsettling stillness. The figure paused, glanced around nervously, then disappeared into the shadows, swallowed whole by the darkness.

Here the night ruled supreme, the silence a tangible force that pressed in from all sides. A domain of shadows and whispers, of unseen threats that lurk just beyond the reach of the faintest light. The air crackled with an unspoken warning, a sense that any who entered these streets would do well to tread carefully, lest they become yet another ghost in the industrial wasteland of Southeast Brooklyn.

The truck driver had dimmed his lights, hoping to avoid any prying eyes that may ask what reason he would have to be there at this hour. Not that it was unusual to have semis crawling through this area, but that’s just it. They crawled through but never stayed, at least alone. This wasn’t an ordinary area. Others also frequented the darkened corners, unsavory characters, often hiding in places where the light would not shine.

A momentary glow shone in the cab as the driver tapped his phone. The witching hour had now passed, the agreed upon time. His face was etched with fatigue, his eyes heavy and reddened, but still he waited. It had been a long trip, crisscrossing from one corner of the country to the other. It wasn’t just the three days it took to arrive here. The constant strain wore upon him, of being pulled over. There were boxes he carried that shouldn’t be there, but were there, regardless. He simply wanted it to be done so that he could move forward in completing his next stage of the journey. But here he sat. Here he waited. 

“Get ahold of yourself, Joe,” he muttered somewhat aloud. “You understood the risks even before committing to undertake this burden.”

But it was more than the risks. Truck drivers face risks every time they get into their cabs. No, it surpassed even that. The siren calling, the allurement and seduction of easy money for doing nothing more than carrying cargo, like he carried every day. Well, perhaps not exactly the same thing. The manifests revealed the legitimate freight that he carried. Only these three boxes were not legitimate. He had no manifest for the cargo that lay hidden among the other freight. Just the promise of a hefty payday if he delivered it safely to where he now sat. 

In a darkened corner, beyond his sight, sat three men in a SUV. Each carried an air of composed authority, their eyes trained on the semi-trailer as it rested on the desolate road. The vehicle, parked discreetly in the shadows, provided them with a vantage point from which to observe without being seen.

Frank Martino, known by his friends as “Steel”, sat in the driver’s seat. A stocky figure with a square jaw and piercing blue eyes. He seemed never to miss anything. His closely cropped hair, flecked with gray and a face which bore the weathered lines of someone who had seen his share of life’s rough edges. Dressed in a well-tailored black suit, he exuded an aura of quiet power, his hands resting calmly on the steering wheel, ready to react at a moment’s notice.

Beside him sat Vincent “Vince” Romano, a tall, leaner man with slicked back dark hair and a meticulously groomed beard. The dim light from the dashboard accentuated his sharp features, casting shadows that made him appear even more formidable. He wore a charcoal gray suit with a crisp white shirt and a blood-red tie, the only splash of color in the otherwise somber ensemble. His fingers drummed lightly on his thigh, a subtle sign of his constant vigilance.

In the backseat, partially obscured by the shadows, sat Lorenzo “The Silver Fox” DeLuca. The oldest of the trio, his hair bore a distinguished silver that contrasted with his dark complexion. His eyes projected a deep, penetrating brown that seemed to hold a wealth of unspoken experience. He wore a dark blue suit, perfectly tailored to his broad frame, with a matching tie and pocket square. His posture, relaxed yet always alert, reflected a testament to his years of navigating the treacherous waters of their world.

As they watched the semi-trailer, their expressions remained stoic, their eyes communicating with subtle glances and almost imperceptible nods, a silent language that spoke volumes. Each readied himself, should the need arise, to spring into action, their loyalty to one another and their shared cause binding them in unspoken solidarity.

In the SUV, amidst the oppressive silence, only the distant echo of the tugboat could be heard. The men remained vigilant, their eyes never leaving the semi, each scanning the surroundings for any sign of danger. Respectable gangsters, men of calculated risks and measured actions, prepared for whatever the night might bring.

“It’s time,” Frank said. The SUV sprang to life, making its way slowly to where the semi now sat. The truck driver, Joe “Wheels” Turner, gripped the steering wheel tightly. The moment he had been eagerly awaiting had arrived at last. He could finally be free of this burden, get paid and leave. Or so he hoped.

Joe pushed open his cab door, the dome light illuminating his features. Soon he stood beside his tractor, waiting rather impatiently for someone to exit the SUV. Vince made his way to where Joe now stood.

“Do you have the text that we sent you?” Vince asked. 

“Yes, you want to see it?” Joe’s hands shook as he held his phone for Vince to see.

Vince had reached into his shirt pocket and drew out a twenty-dollar bill. Ensuring that the numbers on the bill matched the numbers on Joe’s phone, he nodded to Frank to pull the SUV around to the back of the truck and open the tailgate.

Joe unlatched the barn doors and climbed up into the darkened trailer. He had been told that the boxes of interest would carry a particular label to identify which belonged to the men before him. With the light on his phone, Joe quickly found three boxes of medium size nestled in among other freight. He had no interest in their contents. He just wanted to finish the job and be on his way.

Moving the boxes towards the door, Frank, the stronger of the three, reached up and carefully positioned each box inside the opened tailgate of the SUV. With the boxes now secured, Vince and Lorenzo returned to the SUV. Joe stayed within the shadows of the trailer, waiting to see what would happen next.

“You have done well, but not a word of this to anyone,” Frank said. “Do I make myself clear? We’re aware of where you live, where your family is, and we’ll be watching.”

Frank tossed an envelope up into the trailer. As he made his way back to the SUV, the sounds of shouting and lights flashing startled him. A shot rang out, barely missing the head of Joe as he sought shelter behind his freight. The SUV sprang to life, seeking to avoid those who rushed towards them. The quiet roadway soon filled with police cruisers and shouting officers with guns drawn.

Yet, Frank owned this territory: each alley, each laneway, each nook. His other harrowing escapes from the law prepared him for such moments as these. Surely this would not be the last. With haste, he quickly turned down the darkened alley, pressed through another and made his way towards the open road and safety. Soon these three men, laden with their boxes, made their way to where the law was not and where safety prevailed.

Not so for Joe. Even the freight within the trailer could not hide his whereabouts. He slid the envelope of money under the cargo, desperately hoping for his release and the chance to continue his journey.
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Chapter Two
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Detective Reed was a fixture in the New York City Police Department, his presence as enduring as the city itself. A wizened old police officer, Reed had spent decades walking the beat and solving cases. His face revealed a roadmap of deep lines and weathered creases, etched by countless nights spent in pursuit of justice. His gray hair, thinning but still combed meticulously, framed a pair of sharp, penetrating eyes that missed nothing. A thick mustache, equally gray, adorned his upper lip, giving him an air of seasoned authority. Reed’s voice, gravelly from years of barking orders and late-night stakeouts, carried the weight of experience and command.

The stakeout had been meticulously planned. Detective Reed and his team had been tipped off by an informant about a major shipment of illicit goods moving through the Southeast Brooklyn industrial area. The informant, a low-level crook looking to save his own skin, had provided a crucial piece of information: the truck they were looking for had a distinctive logo of a roaring lion on the side.

As the night descended, Reed and his team had positioned themselves strategically around the area. Unmarked police cars discreetly parked at various vantage points, each officer ready to spring into action at the first sign of the truck. The air, thick with anticipation, carried a silence only broken by the occasional crackle of a radio or the distant hum of a slow-moving barge. Detective Reed sat in his car, his eyes scanning the road ahead, his mind running through every likely scenario.

The semi-trailer finally appeared, lumbering slowly up the darkened road. Reed’s heart quickened as he recognized the roaring lion logo. Picking up his radio, he spoke in a low, steady voice, “That’s our guy. Everyone, get ready.”

As the truck came to a stop near an old warehouse, the officers waited until the SUV had loaded the boxes. With flashlights cutting through the darkness, they raced to cut off the escape of the vehicle, but they were too late. It had quickly vanished into the shadows.

Joe Turner, the truck driver, panicked at the sounds of the police. Clambering further into the back of the trailer, he hid among the crates and freight.

The officers surrounded the truck, their guns drawn, as Reed’s voice cut through the night. “NYPD! Come out with your hands up!”  

For a moment, only silence. Then, with a heavy sigh of resignation, Joe emerged from his hiding place, his hands raised in surrender. The officers moved in swiftly, handcuffing him and leading him away. Reed watched, his face impassive but his eyes reflecting a sense of grim satisfaction. They had their man.

Joe now sat in the back of a police car, being driven to the station for questioning. As they arrived, the fluorescent lights of the precinct illuminated his weary face. Reed followed closely, his presence a silent reminder of the long arm of the law. The walls of the interrogation room had been painted a drab gray, the fluorescent lights overhead casting a harsh, unforgiving glare. With hands cuffed to the metal table, Joe’s eyes darted nervously around the room.

Reed took a seat opposite, leaning forward slightly, his sharp eyes locked onto Joe’s. 

“Alright,” he said, his voice gravelly and authoritative. “Let’s talk about that shipment. Start from the beginning and leave nothing out.”

Joe swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I have no idea what you’re referring to,” he stammered, attempting to keep his composure.

Reed shook his head slowly. “Don’t play dumb with me, Turner. You drove the truck that carried more than your usual freight. Now, you can either tell us about those boxes, or things are going to get a lot worse for you.”  

Joe’s mind raced, as he realized he faced serious trouble. If he gave up Sal Moretti to this detective, the mob would ensure he never saw daylight again. He remained silent, his jaw set in a stubborn line. 

Behind Reed, a clock loomed, its incessant ticking serving as a taunting reminder of the impasse. The polished metal gleamed in the dim light, casting shadows that danced across the room. The rhythmic sound filled the air, amplifying the tension in the atmosphere. The faint scent of aged wood mingled with the musty air, adding to the sense of stagnation. Time itself seemed to have frozen, leaving Reed trapped in this frustrating limbo. Finally, Turner spoke.

“How long is this going to take?” he asked. “I need to have the trailer in Montreal by tomorrow night.”

“Your truck has been impounded and even now the narcs are going through it with a fine-tooth comb. You’re not getting out of here too soon. Now tell me. What did those three boxes contain you unloaded from your trailer?”

Turner had his head down, his hands tapping on the table, as if deep in thought. His mind went a mile a minute, seeking how best to answer this detective. “If the detective has to ask,” thought Turner, “He might be fishing for a confession, or he could be uncertain. There’s still a chance I can get out of this.”

Turner reddened eyes and tired mind suddenly became alert as he looked Reed in the eyes.

“I honestly can’t say,” he replied. “I got hired to deliver these three boxes and instructed to meet the receivers at the designated spot. Whatever they contained is still a mystery to me.”

“You expect me to believe that?” Reed yelled, leaning in. “Where’s the manifest? Who hired you to deliver those boxes?”  

“The company name appeared on the boxes loaded into the SUV. Didn’t you stop the car and inspect the boxes yourself?” Turner suddenly wore a smug expression, clearly enjoying the cat-and-mouse game.

Reed sighed, leaning back in his chair. “Alright, have it your way. But we have ways of making people talk. And right now, you’re not doing yourself any favors.”

Joe’s thoughts turned again to Sal and the others. He had always known the risks of working for the Moretti family, but he had never imagined it would come to this. Happening to others, yes, but never did it cross his mind, well, maybe a few times, that it would happen to him. He only hoped that Vince and the others had a plan to get him out of this mess.

A knock was heard on the door. A fellow detective stuck his head through the doorway, asking to see Reed. In the hallway, Reed was given an envelope that contained the money found hidden in the trailer.

“Thanks,” Reed said. “Now we’ve got him where we want him.”

Sitting once more across from Turner, he tossed the envelope filled with the cash onto the table.

“What do you make of this?” Reed asked, waiting to see if Turner would flinch.

“Make of what?” he answered. “I always carry money with me while traveling. I get discounts on my fuel if I pay cash, and one never knows if a tire blows or a breakdown that I need to pay in cash.”

“Don’t you think it odd to keep the money hidden in the trailer and not in the cab?” Reed asked. “You must take us for fools.”

“Have you ever stayed in a truck stop or stopped in areas of the city that do not contain your five-star hotels? These industrial areas are known to have rather unscrupulous characters who want nothing better than to steal from us hard-working truck drivers. Where do you think they will look first to rob me? In the cab or the trailer?”

He paused, seeing if Reed would react. There was none, so he continued.

“I hid the money in the trailer to keep prying eyes and nosy cops from asking too many questions. Do you mind if I count the money to make sure that it’s all there?” Turner dripped with sarcasm. “If you have nothing to hold me with, I need to deliver my next load.”

“We can hold you for forty-eight hours before we charge you,” Reed said, hoping to jar loose the smugness from Wheel’s face, but he stayed composed. If they had no tangible proof, there was little they could do to him.

The duty sergeant poked his head through the door. “The boss wants to see you now.” 

“Wait here,” Reed said, as if he expected Turner to get up and leave. Reed made his way to Lieutenant Jone’s office. 

“Are you getting anywhere with the driver?” Jone’s asked. “I thought you caught him red-handed with the drugs and money.”

“With the money, yes, but not the drugs,” Reed said in a whisper. “They got away before we could nab the driver and cargo. What do you want me to do with Turner? All we have on him is the envelope of money.”

“He’s really a small player in all of this?” Jones said. “Unless you can get something hard on him, we have to let him go. Do you still have the GPS tracker on the truck?”

“Yes, Turner is none the wiser. He never asked how it was that we were in that yard.”

“Have your officers gone through the freight? Is there anything else that we may find?” Jones asked.

“No, everything seems to be legit. The dogs were brought in, but nothing was found.”

Reed took his time before returning to where Turner still sat waiting. “You are free to leave, but be on notice that we will be keeping an eye on you from here on in.” He handed him back the envelope, but not until after they had recorded the serial numbers on the bills.

“Can I get a ride back to my truck?” Turner asked.

Though Reed said the truck had been impounded, it still sat where Turner had parked it the previous evening. As was his custom, he did a thorough circle check on his truck. Beneath his cab, near the air tanks, he noticed a small, disk-shaped object attached to the frame. 

“So this is how they found me,” he said to himself. “I’ll fix them.” 

Finding another semi being unloaded within the area, Turner crawled underneath and carefully placed the GPS near the air tanks.

“I wonder where the cops would go next?” he laughed, not caring if anyone heard him or not. Within the hour he was once more on the road, heading for Montreal.
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Chapter Three
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The SUV had slipped away from the chaos of the sting operation, navigating the labyrinthine streets of Southeast Brooklyn with practiced ease. Their destination was a small, inconspicuous restaurant tucked away in an obscure corner of Brooklyn. From the outside, it appeared unremarkable, with a faded sign and a modest entrance that gave no hint of the power brokering that took place within.

Inside, the restaurant was a stark contrast to its exterior. The dimly lit space was adorned with dark wood paneling, red leather booths, and vintage photographs of old New York. The air was thick with the scent of rich Italian cuisine, mingling with the faint aroma of cigars. In the back, past the bustling kitchen and hidden from the main dining area, was a private room reserved for the restaurant’s most important guests.

Seated at a round table in this private room was the crime boss, Salvatore “Sal” Moretti. Sal was a man of imposing presence, even in his late sixties. His once-black hair was now a steely gray, slicked back in a style that spoke of old-world sophistication. His sharp, dark eyes were framed by bushy eyebrows, and a neatly trimmed beard added to his air of authority. Dressed in a tailored black suit with a crisp white shirt and a gold tie, Sal exuded an aura of calm control, a man who commanded respect and obedience with a mere glance.

As the door to the private room opened, Sal looked up from his plate of eggs and bacon, his eyes narrowing slightly. Vince Romano entered, followed by Frank Martino and Lorenzo DeLuca. The tension in the room was evident as Vince approached the table, his expression a mix of frustration and resolve.

“Boss,” Vince began, his voice low and controlled. “The sting went down just as we feared. The cops were tipped off. They got Turner. But as you can see we did manage to get away.”

Sal’s eyes flickered with a dangerous intensity. “What about the shipment? Did you get it all?”

“Barely,” Lorenzo whispered. “We had just got it into the car when the cops came like rats from their hiding places. We have the boxes in the back, waiting for your instructions.”

“Good, but we need to find out who betrayed us,” he demanded, his voice a menacing growl.

Vince took a deep breath. “We believe Tommy betrayed you. He’s been acting strange lately, asking too many questions. It lines up with the timing.”

Tommy was a low-level capo, often working in the protection racket for the Moretti family.

Sal nodded slowly, digesting the information. “Tommy,” he muttered, more to himself than to anyone else. “I’ll deal with him personally.”

“And Turner?” Sal’s gaze bore into Vince’s.

“He’s at the precinct now,” Vince replied. “But he doesn’t know enough to hurt us. We kept him in the dark about the important details. We can arrange for someone to get to him inside, make sure


















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





