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Chapter One

 


Jace and Mack bickered as they walked down
the sidewalk toward the building where they worked. They’d met in
college as they studied to be FBI agents, and had been together
ever since. They’d given the FBI twelve years of their lives, but
couldn’t do it anymore and decided to quit. They were sick of
dealing with the daily politics and red tape.

Since leaving the FBI, they were working as
investigators for the district attorney’s office and have enjoyed
it so far. They had their own office in a building with several
other businesses, but they could also work from home if they didn’t
have to investigate and take pictures of the subject they were
scrutinizing. They made their own hours and never had to deal with
politics or buttheads.

“Let’s get back to the office,” Mack said.
“I’ve still got a few hours of work to do.”

“Yeah, me, too.” Jace stopped short when he
caught a movement out of the corner of his eyes as they passed an
alley. “Wait, hold up.”

“What’s up?” Mack said.

The alley was dead-end and very dark except
for a dim light attached to one of the buildings, but Jace thought
he saw someone hanging from a dumpster.

“What in the hell?” he said and headed that
way. He looked at the area to ensure there were no dangers before
approaching the dumpster. Right away, he could tell the person was
small. He could only see the legs and ass because the rest of the
body was in the dumpster. He looked at Mack.

“What the fuck?” Mack mouthed.

Jace shrugged. “Kid, what the hell are you
doing?”

The kid froze and started working their way
out of the garbage. He grabbed for him when he jumped to the ground
and started to slip and fall with an armful of food.

The back door of what he thought was a
restaurant opened. There was a flood of light, and an older man
came waving a white towel.

“Didn’t I tell you to stay out of my
garbage?” the old man bellowed.

“I don’t see what the big deal is. You threw
it away already.”

Jace’s eyebrows rose, and he looked at Mack.
“It’s a girl.”

“Yes,” the old man said. “And she’s been
bugging me for months.”

Months? Jesus. She shouldn’t be on the
street for one night, much less months.

“We’ve got starving people here on the
street, and you’ve tossed the food you don’t want. Where’s your
compassion, dickhead?” the woman said.

The older man blustered and then looked at
Jace and Mack. “Are you cops?”

They shook their heads.

“You look like cops.”

“We used to be,” Mack said.

“Good, arrest this person.”

The girl started to struggle against Jace’s
grip on her arm. “No, you can’t. I have to feed Mirna.”

“Jesus, that old woman has been on the
streets for years and can fend for herself. She doesn’t need a
little girl like you to help her.”

“I like helping people. I wish there were
more people like me out there. The world would be a better
place.”

The older man grunted. “Take her away.” He
turned and walked into the restaurant, and Jace heard the lock
engage.

Mack and Jace faced her. Jace didn’t let go
of her arm and used his other hand to tilt her chin up to the
streetlight. It was definitely a girl, but that’s all he could
differentiate. She was wearing baggy old jeans and a flannel shirt
with a coat over it. Her head was coved with a stocking cap, and
she had so much dirt on her he couldn’t see her features.

“How old are you?” Mack asked.

“Old enough,” she said.

Mack grunted. “Cut the attitude and answer
my question.”

“What’s it to you?”

“Answer me.”

“Twenty-two.”

Jace’s mouth dropped open. The person in
front of him was filthy and very small. To find out she was a young
woman somehow made it worse.

“Why are you on the streets?” Jace
asked.

Her little chin came up. “Who said I
was?”

Jace bent forward, almost touching her nose
with his. “How about this? If you don’t answer our questions
respectfully, I’ll spank your ass.”

The woman gasped and started fighting again.
“The hell you will.”

Jace turned her to the side and smacked her
ass. It wasn’t a hard hit, just enough to get her attention. He
almost grinned when she froze and looked at him in shock. For some
reason, it looked like his hand on her ass calmed her.

“Now answer us. Why are you on the
streets?”

She shrugged. “I have nowhere else to
go.”

“You have no family?”

“I have parents,” she said.

Jace’s eyebrows rose again. “Why aren’t you
with them?”

She started to struggle. “Just let me go.
Someone is waiting for me.”

“Who?” Mack asked.

“Mirna.”

“Who is she?”

“She’s my friend. She’s the one that taught
me how to survive on the streets.”

“What’s your name?” Jace asked.

“Kaylin.”

Jace shook his head in confusion. “I’m Jace,
and this guy is Mack. Now, tell us, why can’t you go to your
parents?”

“Because they said I’m an adult and can take
care of myself.”

He would have laughed because she sounded so
arrogant, but he was too freaked out about the situation. This
woman should never be on the streets.

“Do they know you’re on the streets?”

“Why is this any of your business?” she
cried.

“Do you want me to spank you again?” Jace
asked.

Her shoulders drooped. “I think they know.
They just don’t care.”

“Why?” Mack asked.

That set her off again.

Jace grabbed both arms. “Enough. Now, answer
Mack.”

“Because I’m retarded,” she screamed.

The three stood silently for a moment.

“We’ll deal with that bullshit later. Right
now, we want you to come with us.”

She dug in her heels. “You said you weren’t
cops.”

“We aren’t. We’re concerned citizens,” Mack
said.

“Or you’re perverts,” she hissed.

Jace nodded. “I can see how you would think
that, but you’re going to have to trust us.”

“I don’t trust anyone except Mirna.”

“You’ll learn to trust us later. Let’s
go.”

She dug in her heels. “I can’t. Mirna needs
me.”

“Sweetheart, the old guy said she’s been
around for years.”

“You don’t understand. She’s sick.”

The men faced her again.

“With what?”

Kaylin shrugged. “I don’t know, but her
breathing is getting worse, and her lips are turning blue.”

“Have you guys tried the Emergency
Room?”

She shook her head. “She won’t go there.
She’s terrified of it. I’ve tried.”

“How about we help you with her?” Mack said.
“But you’ll have to come with us without fighting.”

“If you help her, I’ll do anything,” she
said.

“Let’s go.” They were at the end of the
alley when Jace noticed she still had food in her arms. “Baby,
we’ll feed both of you. You don’t need that.”

Kaylin shook her head. “I’ll bring it. There
are more people around that could use it.”

Damn, she was sweet. She was too sweet to be
there, and he was surprised she hadn’t been raped or killed
already. Hell, she might have had bad things happen to her. They’d
find out eventually. They’d do what they could to take care of the
situation because they wouldn’t let her stay on the streets another
day.


Chapter Two

 


Kaylin’s heart still had not calmed down
from her terror when the men grabbed her. Mirna always told her to
be invisible, so the monsters wouldn’t get her. After talking to
them, these men didn’t seem like monsters, but she could never be
sure.

She walked calmly between the big men, aware
they both had a hand on her. She guessed it was because they
thought she would run, but if they could help her friend, she’d
deal with her fear. It felt like she’d dealt with terror her whole
life. They walked several blocks until she took them down another
alley. This one was wider and didn’t have a dead end.

“She’s over here.”

She took them over to Mirna’s home, which
was made of wood and cardboard.

“Mirna, I have some people that want to help
you,” she said.

Kaylin dropped the food when she realized
she didn’t hear any wheezing. She tore back the cloth covering and
looked down at her friend. She didn’t understand what was
happening. Or maybe she wanted to pretend for just another minute
that her world hadn’t shattered.

“Mirna,” she said and crouched by the old
lady’s hip, crying. “Mirna, wake up.”

“Baby, she’s gone,” Mack said.

Kaylin shook her head. “No.” She started to
shake the woman but knew the woman was dead. She was so cold.
“Please, Mirna, wake up.” She felt the tears falling from her eyes
but ignored them. “You promised, Mirna.”

After another few shakes, Kaylin stopped and
rested back on her heels. A haze of fear and uncertainty started to
grow again. Without Mirna, she wouldn’t survive. She’d been her
only friend, and now she had no one. The feeling was worse than
when she realized she was homeless for the first time, because now
she knew what happened to women living on the street.

The first night she just wanted to survive
one day at a time. She hid under some stairs with boxes covering
her. She didn’t get a lick of sleep that night. Fortunately, she’d
met the older woman the second night and been with her ever
since.

“What do I do?” Kaylin asked.

“We’ll call the police and get her taken
care of. We’ll plan her funeral,” Jace said.

Kaylin nodded. “Okay. I’ll stay here with
her until they come.” She sat down next to her friend and held her
hand.

The men nodded.

It seemed to take hours before police
officers and an ambulance showed up. The cops didn’t ask her many
questions. She didn’t think they cared about the homeless. One cop
especially pissed her off. He leaned against the wall with a
toothpick in his mouth, playing a game on his phone. She waited
until Mirna was on the gurney and in the ambulance before she
walked over to the cop.

“You know what? You might not think we
matter, but we’re humans too. Show some fucking compassion. My
friend just died. Act like you fucking care even a tiny bit.”

Jace walked over, wrapped an arm around her
waist, and pulled away from the cop. She was so close to kicking
him.

“Easy, tiger,” Jace said.

The cop stood and glared at her, and she
glared back.

“Dude,” Mack said. “She’s sad and young.
Give her a break.”

“These nobodies make me sick and take up my
time when I could be helping real people,” the cop said.

“We are real people.” Kaylin couldn’t
help it. She lashed out and kicked the guy in his shin as hard as
she could.

“You fucking cunt!” the cop yelled and
rubbed his shin.

Mack stood in front of her when she stepped
toward the cop, and Jace pulled her away.

“I don’t want to hear that shit ever again.
You have no idea what her circumstances are, but still, you judge
them,” Mack said.

“Fuck off. I want her arrested for
assault.”

Kaylin started to struggle against Jace’s
grip. “Let me go. I want to kick him again.”

Jace turned her to face him and then wrapped
his arms around her. “Forget him. We need to get you situated.”

“No.”

“I wasn’t kidding,” the cop said.

Mack took a card from his pocket and handed
it to the prick. She was pleased to see that he got pale after he
read it
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