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      Harper Crane huddled in her winter coat as she hurried along the snowy sidewalk. She absolutely hated parking in downtown Milwaukee, especially in January, but it couldn’t be helped. Her role as a legal assistant at Gibson and Roberts Law Offices meant showing up at the high-rise building four days a week. Her boss, Trent Gibson, let her work from home every Friday, unless he had depositions scheduled in one of the conference rooms.

      Shivering, she increased her pace. The surface parking lot she used charged ten bucks a day. The structures were more than twice that amount, so she ducked her head against the wind and pushed forward. The office building was only five blocks away.

      She was so busy watching her feet to make sure she didn’t slip and fall that she didn’t pay attention to the vehicle coming up beside her. Even when it idled in the road, she didn’t think much about it. When the back passenger door opened and a man emerged, her instincts finally kicked in.

      Danger!

      A hard hand grabbed her arm. No! She tried to tug out of his grip, her stupid office flats slipping on the icy pavement.

      She opened her mouth to scream, but he ruthlessly clamped his other hand over her mouth and began dragging her toward the car.

      The silent scream lodged in her throat as she struggled against his grip. This couldn’t be happening. She couldn’t allow him to get her into the car!

      “Police! Get your hands where I can see them!”

      The shout came from her left. The assailant instantly let her go, shoving her backward, then diving into the back seat of the car. The driver hit the gas and careened away from the curb, tires squealing and horns blaring as he rounded the corner and disappeared. A cop chased after the vehicle, but then stopped and turned to jog back toward her.

      Harper landed hard on her backside, her arms instinctively curling around her pregnant belly. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t do anything but stare up in horror as the uniformed police officers rushed to her side.

      “Ms. Crane? Are you okay?” The fact that the dark-haired cop knew her name wasn’t reassuring. She stared up into his blue eyes, trying to comprehend what had transpired.

      “We need to get her up,” the other officer said.

      “Okay, easy now.” The cop with dark hair and blue eyes slid his arm behind her shoulders. With the help of both men, she managed to get back on her feet. Her body was sore, especially her tailbone, but she relaxed when she felt her baby moving. Should she go to the hospital to be checked out? She wasn’t sure that was necessary but didn’t want to take any chances with her baby’s life.

      “Can you tell us what happened?” Her gaze landed on the dark-haired cop’s name tag. His last name was Delaney. The other officer’s name tag read Greer.

      “I—have no idea.” She pushed the words through her tight throat. “Out of nowhere, this guy came out of the car and tried to kidnap me.”

      The two cops exchanged a glance. Delaney nodded. “Yes, ma’am, we know that much. Did you recognize the man who grabbed you? Did he say anything?”

      “Why would I recognize him?” None of this seemed real, although clearly it was. If not for these two men showing up in the nick of time . . . she swallowed hard. “No, he didn’t look familiar.” She thought back to those tense moments when she’d belatedly realized what the guy’s intent was. “He didn’t say anything. Just grabbed me, clapped his hand over my mouth, and dragged me toward the car . . .” She broke off, shivering.

      “Okay, that’s fine. We had to ask.” Officer Delaney spoke in a soothing voice. “Brock, did you get his license plate number?”

      “Yeah. Sent it to dispatch to issue a BOLO on the vehicle,” Officer Greer said.

      “We’d like you to come down to the precinct to look at some mug shots.” Officer Delaney smiled reassuringly. “I’m sure your boss won’t mind. We can call the law office from the squad, explain that you need some time off.”

      Her boss at the law office? Time off? The hairs on the back of her neck rose in alarm. These cops knew her name. They knew where she worked. They probably knew more about her personal life than her boss did.

      Realization sank deep. They hadn’t just gotten there so quickly by chance. She narrowed her gaze at Officer Delaney. “You were following me? Watching me and following me? Why?”

      Delaney held her gaze for a long moment. “It’s best if you come with us. We can discuss this in more detail at the precinct.”

      Somehow, she sensed it would be better for them—not her—to go along with the plan. Yet someone had tried to kidnap her. This—she didn’t understand any of this. Her shoulders slumped, and she slowly shook her head. “This is about Jake, isn’t it?”

      “You tell us.” Officer Greer arched his brow.

      She scowled. She didn’t like him. Either of them. They’d been watching her. Waiting for something bad to happen. And it had!

      With an abrupt move, she twisted away from Officer Delaney, shouldered her purse strap, and walked away. She wasn’t going anywhere with them.

      “Ms. Crane,” Delaney called her name as he quickly caught up with her. “You can’t just pretend this didn’t happen. Don’t you realize you’re in danger?”

      “Why?” She spun to face him. He was so close that her belly bumped into him. He hastily stepped back as if burned. “I don’t understand. My ex-husband is dead! He can’t testify. There’s no reason for anyone to come after me. To try to kidnap me!”

      “Clearly, someone associated with your ex-husband wants something from you.” His placating tone grated on her nerves. “Please, come with us to the precinct. We really need to talk.”

      Her baby kicked again, and she put a hand to her abdomen beneath her coat to soothe her unborn child. She was just over seven months pregnant. Stress wasn’t good for either of them.

      “Fine.” She turned to face him. “But you better be prepared to share what you know too. I want answers, Officer Delaney, especially if me and my baby are truly in danger.”

      The cop’s gaze dropped momentarily to her abdomen before bouncing back up to meet hers. “I understand.”

      Did he? She wasn’t convinced. Yet she didn’t have much of a choice but to go along with them. Not if she wanted to understand exactly what was going on.

      She reluctantly allowed Delaney to escort her back to where his partner Greer waited, hoping and praying she wouldn’t regret this.
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      Steele couldn’t believe Jacob Feldman’s pregnant ex-wife had almost been snatched right under their noses. The near miss would earn them a scowl from their bosses, Lieutenant Joe Kingsley and Captain Rhy Finnegan. Both guys were fair and decent men, but they also held high standards.

      He would take full responsibility for the incident. He and Brock had been watching her from a distance. He hadn’t anticipated those guys would try to grab her during daylight hours, early in the morning no less.

      It was concerning to know Harper was pregnant and in danger. She was right; none of this was her fault.

      He was certain the actions of her ex-husband had dragged her into this mess. What Harper didn’t know was that Feldman wasn’t killed in prison the way she’d been told.

      No, the weasel had decided to testify against his coconspirators, so his death had been faked. Easy enough to do after he’d gotten beat up in prison bad enough to require a trip to the hospital. He was currently being held in a safe house down in Chicago. The truth would be revealed when they got closer to trial.

      Someone else obviously knew Feldman was still alive. Maybe they’d even decided to abduct Harper as leverage against Feldman hoping to get the guy to change his mind about testifying against the big boss, Tommy Grotto.

      Either that or someone believed Harper knew more about Feldman’s illegal activities than she’d let on.

      Considering the way Harper had filed for divorce exactly twenty-four hours before Jacob Feldman was arrested, he felt certain she had discovered key information related to his illegal activities.

      A theory that seemed to have been the motive behind the abduction attempt.

      Glancing at her in the rearview mirror, Steele took note of the way she stared out the window without saying a word.

      “Did you want us to call your boss?” he asked, breaking the silence.

      Her jaw tightened, but she shook her head and pulled her phone from her purse. “I’ll do it.”

      He and Brock exchanged a glance as she made the call, explaining to her boss, Attorney Trent Gibson, about how she’d been attacked and was being taken to the police station for questioning.

      “I promise I’m fine, and so is the baby,” she said. “I don’t know how long this will take, though.”

      Another silence as she listened to whatever her boss was saying.

      “Okay, thanks, Trent. I appreciate that. I’ll let you know.” She lowered the phone, then asked, “Does my boss know about you two following me?”

      “No, we’ve never met him.” He held her gaze in the rearview mirror. “We only know that he’s your boss.”

      “Yeah, sure.” Her tone indicated she didn’t believe him.

      Brock shrugged and looked away. Steele could tell that his fellow teammate didn’t trust Harper Crane any more than she trusted them.

      He pulled into the parking lot of the third district police station, then threw the gearshift into park. He pushed out from behind the wheel, then quickly jumped out to open the back passenger door for Harper, knowing she couldn’t get out of the caged area on her own.

      “Be careful,” he warned, taking her elbow. “It’s slippery.”

      She gave a curt nod and allowed him to escort her inside. Brock followed behind, covering her back without being asked.

      Whoever had tried to grab Harper could easily try again. A fact he wasn’t sure she really appreciated.

      “This way.” He steered her through the maze of cubicles to one of the interview rooms. “Have a seat.”

      She did, then crossed her arms over her chest. “How long is this going to take?”

      He stifled a sigh, dropping into a chair across from her. “Ms. Crane, we need to understand how much you knew about your husband’s business dealings.”

      “Ex-husband.” She held his gaze for a long moment, then added, “I didn’t know anything. I had no idea he was about to be arrested.”

      He didn’t believe it. “You’re saying it was just a coincidence that he was arrested twenty-four hours after you filed for divorce?”

      A flicker of uncertainty darkened her green eyes, but then she nodded. “Yes. I—he’d changed. He became withdrawn, terse, angry, and verbally abusive.” She dropped her hands to her pregnant belly. “He’d morphed into a completely different person from the man I’d married two years ago.”

      Steele swallowed a sigh. He’d hoped she’d be more forthcoming after nearly being kidnapped off the street. “Those guys tried to grab you for a reason, Ms. Crane. Have you considered what might have happened if we hadn’t been there?”

      “Yes.” Her voice was a whisper. She closed her eyes for a moment, then lifted her gaze to his. She was stunning with her long blond hair and bright-green eyes. And for a moment, he had to wonder if the abduction was for another, more sinister reason. Sex traffickers didn’t normally target pregnant women, but it was possible they hadn’t known about her condition. If he hadn’t been watching her move around inside her apartment, he might not have noticed either. Her winter coat was big enough to cover her rounded belly.

      “I neglected to thank you and Officer Greer for saving me,” she said, as if having come to the realization that arguing with them wasn’t going to work in her favor. She frowned. “Although I have to admit it’s more than a little disconcerting to realize you’ve been watching me, following my movements.”

      He wasn’t going to apologize for keeping an eye on her. They’d run out of leads and had decided to keep tabs on Feldman’s ex-wife. He was secretly glad they had. “You know this attempt to grab you must be related to your ex-husband. We need you to tell us everything you know to find the men responsible.” He paused, then added, “Before they try again.”

      “Again?” She paled. “You think they will?”

      “Ma’am, you need to come clean right now.” Brock’s curt tone betrayed his impatience. “Tell us who grabbed you and why.”

      “I don’t know!” Harper’s voice held anguish as she slapped her hands on the metal table. “If I did, I’d tell you! Don’t you think I’d do whatever necessary to protect my baby?”

      Steele frowned at Brock, silently warning him to back off.

      “Yes, I know you would protect your baby in any way possible,” he hastened to reassure her. “But, Ms. Crane, we need you to think back. There may be something your husband said that may help us now.”

      “Ex-husband!” she shouted. Then her face crumpled. “This isn’t my fault. I didn’t do anything illegal.”

      “No, you didn’t.” He reached across the table to take her hand. “I’m sorry you’re having to deal with this, but it’s going to be difficult to protect you if we don’t know who is behind this attempted kidnapping.”

      She pulled away, swiped at her face, then met his gaze. “I gave the names of my ex-husband’s friends to the police when he was arrested. I barely saw Jake for those two weeks before I moved out. I—he caught me leaving with the last box and forced me to sleep with him.” Her voice hiccuped, and his heart squeezed at hearing what she’d suffered. “Then he got a call and left the house, saying something about how he’d be there right away. I took it as a sign from God and got out of there as quickly as possible.”

      “And you don’t know who called him? Or what the call was about?” he gently pressed.

      “No. I was pretty upset, as you can imagine.” She blinked tears from her eyes and swiped at her face again. “I thought the call might be from Starkey. Ellis Starkey is one of his closest friends. But I can’t say for sure.”

      They knew about Ellis Starkey who had seemingly disappeared off the face of the earth, either hiding or dead, and had been hoping for more. “You didn’t know about the guns he was buying and selling?”

      “No.” She held his gaze. “I hate guns, and Jake knew that. He would never have told me he was buying and selling them.” She put a hand on her abdomen again. “If I had known, I would have left him much earlier.”

      She was probably thinking that if she had done that, she wouldn’t be pregnant now. He wondered how she felt about that, then decided it was none of his business.

      Brock rose to his feet and headed for the door. “I need air,” he muttered.

      Steele understood his buddy’s anger and frustration. They were all running low on sleep since the most recent raid on a warehouse in Ravenswood, one coordinated by the ATF with backup from their tactical team that had ended in a major gunfight where too many of the bad guys had managed to escape. Their teammate Flynn had been nicked by a bullet, but thankfully, they had killed three men. Getting one or two alive would have been better, but that hadn’t happened.

      The bad news was that Ellis Starkey and Tommy Grotto, along with a third guy by the name of Waylon Brooks, were still in the wind.

      And those were only the guys they knew about. He and the rest of the tactical team suspected there were others too.

      Having illegal guns flooding the streets had led to dozens of shooting incidents, with more on the horizon. As if being a member of the tactical team wasn’t dangerous enough. They were being called on to participate in more takedowns and tactical situations than ever before.

      “Ms. Crane,” he began.

      “Please call me Harper,” she interrupted. “Ma’am makes me feel old. And I’m not accustomed to people calling me by my maiden name.” She shook her head. “I was such a fool. I thought Jake was perfect for me, that we’d be married for decades the way my parents were. But I couldn’t have been more wrong.”

      “I’m sorry, Harper.” Using her given name made it difficult to remain professional. “But keep in mind Jake created an illusion. You couldn’t have known the truth he kept hidden for so long.”

      “I won’t make that mistake again,” she murmured. Then sighed. “I wish there was more I could tell you. Truly. But I swear I don’t know anything.”

      He believed her, yet that meant there was likely only one reason they’d attempted to kidnap her. And that was to force Jake into not testifying. Someone within the Grotto organization must realize he wasn’t dead.

      He had to keep that thought to himself, though, as he wasn’t cleared to share any details of their investigation with her.

      “Okay, there’s one last thing we need from you.” He rose to his feet. “I’m going to gather several mug shots for you to look at. I need you to tell me if any of the men look familiar.”

      “I can do that.” She hesitated, then said, “Thank you, Officer Delany. I appreciate your kindness.”

      “You may as well call me Steele,” he said, turning toward the door. “I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

      As he stepped outside the interview room, he found Joe Kingsley and Brock Greer standing there.

      “You sure she’s not hiding anything?” Joe asked.

      He could tell Brock had given Joe an earful. “Anything is possible, but I find it difficult to believe she’d hold back from us knowing her baby is at risk. She doesn’t have any love for her ex-husband either.”

      Joe nodded thoughtfully. “Yeah, I heard enough to agree with you. Brock, as you know, still has his doubts. Pull together those mug shots and see if she can identify anyone.”

      “Sure thing.” He knew Brock had trust issues from recent events in his personal life, so Steele let it go. For his part, he couldn’t help but feel bad about her situation. Maybe because he was still grieving the loss of his girlfriend, Monique.

      He found Raelyn putting the mug shots together for him on the computer. It was easier and faster than using paper or lineups.

      “I heard the perps got away,” she said without looking at him. “I have Gabe Melrose, our tech guy, searching street camera footage for the vehicle.”

      “Thanks.” He appreciated Rae’s chipping in to help. Despite being a talented cop, she was always willing to offer her assistance in any way.

      Jina, on the other hand, balked at doing what she called scut work. Unless, of course, Joe or Rhy personally assigned tasks to her. He didn’t mind working with the handful of female cops on their team, but Jina had a chip on her shoulder the size of Everest.

      He grabbed the closest laptop and booted it up. Within five minutes, Rae had sent him the six-packs she’d put together. He brought each of the three groupings up on the screen, then minimized two of them.

      Carrying the laptop to the interview room, he placed it in front of Harper. She looked surprised, then leaned forward with interest to study the first group of six men.

      She took her time, studying each face for a long moment before moving on. But at the end, she sat back. “I’m sorry. None of these guys looks familiar.”

      “That’s okay, let’s try the next one.” He hadn’t expected her to identify Tommy Grotto; the guy was a chameleon, blending into his surroundings. He brought up the next group of six faces.

      “That’s Ellis Starkey.” She pointed at the face in the middle of the bottom row. “I didn’t realize he’d been arrested.”

      “He hasn’t; we just happened to get a good picture of him.” He minimized that screen and brought up the last six pictures.

      She studied them, then shook her head again. “Nope. Never saw any of these guys before.”

      He shouldn’t be surprised that she hadn’t been able to identify Waylon Brooks. He glanced up at the one-way glass and gave a small shrug.

      Disappointed that they hadn’t learned much from this interview, he closed the laptop. “Okay, thanks for your help.”

      “Does this mean I can go back to work?” She looked surprised and a bit apprehensive.

      He hesitated. Joe hadn’t mentioned getting approval for a safe house for her. “Yes. I’ll drive you back to the law office. However, you really shouldn’t go anywhere alone.” Team members would continue keeping an eye on her, but that wasn’t foolproof. If they’d been a few yards farther back, they may not have been able to rescue her in time.

      “Okay.” She stood and reached for her coat. He found himself holding it for her so she could slip her arms into the sleeves. “Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome.” He cleared his throat, reminding himself that she was a victim of a crime, not a potential date. And pregnant to boot. He wasn’t interested in going down the relationship path again. He gave himself a mental shake as he opened the door for her, glad to see both Joe and Brock weren’t still hanging around.

      “This way.” He still had the keys to the squad, so he didn’t bother to find Brock. It didn’t sit well with him to drop Harper off at the law offices, but he escorted her outside anyway.

      She didn’t say anything until he pulled up to the skyscraper housing the prestigious law offices of Gibson and Roberts. Ironically, their specialty was criminal defense. They made their money defending people like her ex-husband. “Off—er—Steele, will I be safe going home tonight?”

      “Do you have friends or family you can stay with?”

      “Not really. My parents passed away last year.” She grimaced and reached for her door handle. “Never mind. I’m sure I’ll be fine.”

      “Hold on.” He slipped out from behind the wheel, raking his gaze over the area as he went around the back to her side. He opened her door for her. “I’ll walk you inside.”

      As she emerged from the squad, the sound of gunfire reverberated around them.

      “Get in! Keep your head down!” He shoved her back down inside the squad and used his radio to call for backup. When another bullet shattered the windshield, he hunkered down behind the vehicle, trying to pinpoint the location of the shooter.

      The answer to her question was a big fat no. Harper Crane was far from safe. And he still wasn’t sure why she’d been targeted.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      What was going on? Harper huddled down in the front seat of the squad, trying to make herself as small as possible. Why were men who’d worked for her ex-husband trying to kidnap her?

      To kill her?

      Her belly made it impossible for her to get her head down very far, barely hidden behind the dashboard, and she silently prayed for God to protect her.

      Please, Lord Jesus, please? Keep us safe in Your care!

      The prayer didn’t calm her nerves as the wail of sirens split the air. Her body trembled from fear or the cold. Why was this happening?

      “Harper? Are you okay?”

      Steele’s voice pierced her thoughts. Cautiously, she lifted her head just enough to see him standing near her passenger-side window.

      She belatedly realized the windshield had been struck by the gunfire, the glass shattering inward. Nothing hurt, but she ran her hands up and down her arms anyway to be sure. Thankfully, she didn’t find any blood.

      “I—don’t know.” Fear had gripped her brain, making it difficult to think clearly.

      “Come on, we’re getting you out of here.”

      She didn’t move. “Where?”

      “Your vehicle. Come with me, hurry.” Steele gripped her arm and tugged her from the squad, leaving her little choice in the matter. He surprised her by clamping his arm around her shoulders and half covering her body with his.

      The parking lot was five blocks away, but somehow, the distance didn’t seem as long as it had earlier today.

      Was that really only ninety minutes ago?

      Her stupid shoes slipped on the icy ground, but Steele was holding her so tightly against him that she didn’t fall. His arm was like a vice around her, giving her the sense that he’d pick her up and carry her if she couldn’t keep up.

      “Keys?” His voice was a low rumble near her ear.

      “Uh, in my purse.” How she’d managed to hang on to her purse through all of this was a mystery. She managed to get the bag up so she could grab the key fob. She didn’t have a fancy car, just a plain, ordinary blue Chevy sedan.

      He took the fob and quickly unlocked the car. Then he helped her slide into the passenger seat. She didn’t protest, even though it was her car. Her fingers were still trembling so much she doubted she’d be able to drive.

      Steele pulled out of the parking lot, heading in the opposite direction of the law offices. Glancing at her, he reached over to crank the heat on high.

      As if that would help her to stop shaking.

      “Wh-where are we g-going?”

      “Far from here” was his grim response. He glanced at her briefly before turning his attention to the road. “That was too close.”

      You think? She bit back the snarky comment because it wasn’t fair to take her anger out on him. Not when he’d done everything possible to protect her and her baby.

      She pressed her hands to her abdomen, willing herself to stop trembling. She wasn’t hurt. Her baby was fine.

      That was more than enough for now.

      Steele’s radio crackled. “Steele? Where are you?” She thought she recognized Officer Greer’s voice.

      “I’m taking Har—er—Ms. Crane someplace safe.”

      “Where?” Greer demanded.

      “I don’t know yet. See if Joe or Rhy will get us a safe house.”

      “Fine, but stay in touch, we’re spreading out to search the area for the shooter.” The radio fell silent.

      The idea of a safe house was both reassuring and horrifying. It was nice that Steele cared enough to keep her safe, but how long would she have to stay there? She forced herself to think logically. “You believe someone wants me dead because I know something about Jake’s illegal arms dealing.” She made it a statement, not a question.

      “Yes.” He shot her a quick glance. “Unless you have another reason for bad guys to come after you?”

      “No.” She thought briefly about some of the criminals her boss represented. Men and women who had been accused of terrible crimes. There was one guy recently who made her skin crawl, but there would be no reason for Neil Otterson to come after her. Not when her boss was doing his best to keep him out of prison.

      She didn’t like the exposure to criminals. Trent always reminded her that every citizen deserved a fair trial, and that could only happen if there were good lawyers like him to help make sure the cops and DAs got it right.

      Trent Gibson liked to compare himself to the fictional character of Mickey Haller from Michael Connelly’s books, although his record for getting his clients off wasn’t nearly as impressive. Real life wasn’t the same as fiction.

      “What about one of your boss’s clients?” Steele’s question seemed to pick up on her thoughts. “If this isn’t about Jake, is there a reason one of Gibson’s clients would come after you?”

      “He is defending several clients, one big one in particular, but I’m not a lawyer, so it doesn’t make sense for him to come after me.” She drew in a deep, calming breath. “Trent is married and has two kids. If any of his clients were upset with him, they would target his family. Not a lowly office assistant.”

      He nodded thoughtfully as he navigated the streets of Milwaukee. He’d taken so many twists and turns she soon had no idea where they were. Some area of the city she didn’t normally enter, based on the boarded-up and run-down homes lining the streets.

      It didn’t take long, though, for them to enter a nicer neighborhood. She realized they must have been heading east, as they’d arrived at White Gull Bay, a nicer suburb not far from Lake Michigan. When Steele pulled up to a dark-gray ranch home, she frowned. “Who lives here?”

      “Me.” He parked in the driveway, then pushed out of the car. “Wait for a moment.”

      She did as he suggested, the recent shooting still fresh in her mind. If Steele hadn’t reacted so quickly, the outcome could have been bad.

      Very bad.

      Swallowing hard, she unbuckled her seat belt as he opened the door for her. She noticed Steele scanned the area as he ushered her to the front door. A moment later, they were inside.

      The warm interior was nice, decorated for comfort rather than looks. There was a plush sofa in an L shape and several watercolor prints on the walls. Her knees felt weak, so she made her way to the sofa and sat down. “How long have you lived here?”

      “Four years.” He shrugged out of his MPD jacket and crossed over to join her. “Are you warm enough?”

      At some point during the drive, she’d stopped trembling. “Yes.” She unzipped her coat as the warmth soaked into her skin. “How long are we going to be here?”

      He eyed her curiously. “As long as it takes.”

      She blinked in confusion. “What does that mean?”

      “We’re staying here until the upper brass finds a safe house for you.” He didn’t sit but rose and paced the area. “That shooter was waiting for us, as if knowing I’d drop you off at the law office sooner or later.”

      His words drew her up short. “You mean, he was watching and waiting the same way you and Officer Greer watched and followed me.”

      “Yeah. I guess you could say that.” He scowled. “There must be something you know, Harper. Some reason your ex-husband’s cohorts in crime have come after you.”

      “I don’t know anything!” She didn’t hide her sharp tone. “Why don’t you believe me?”

      “We’re missing something,” he muttered to himself.

      “Look, even if Jake had told me something about his business dealings, what’s the point of coming after me now? He’s dead; he can’t testify.”

      Steele stopped and stared at her for a long moment. Then he sighed and jammed his fingers through his dark hair. “Jake Feldman isn’t dead. He’s being held in a safe house out of town.”

      “What?” She instinctively wrapped her arms around her belly as his confession sank deep. Her ex-husband was still alive.

      And he’d done or said something that had placed her and her unborn child directly in the line of fire.
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      Harper looked shell-shocked by the news. He hid a wince, knowing Joe and Rhy wouldn’t be happy that he’d told Harper the truth about her ex-husband. Yet he couldn’t keep lying to her. Besides, the more she knew, the more she’d cooperate.

      He hoped.

      “Your ex has agreed to testify against Tommy Grotto,” he said. “After Jake was beaten up in jail, he decided it was in his best interest to give us what we needed to put Grotto away for the rest of his life.”

      “In exchange for what?” she asked, her voice hoarse.

      “Witness protection.” He crossed over to drop beside her. “I’m sorry, Harper. But it’s obvious Grotto or his allies know your ex-husband is still alive. And I think they’re trying to get to you to force Feldman’s hand.”

      “Force his hand how?” She tucked a strand of her long blond hair behind her ear.

      He had to admire her grit. Harper Crane hadn’t fallen apart as he’d feared. “If Grotto can get his hands on you, he can threaten to kill you if Feldman doesn’t back down.”

      Before he’d even finished speaking, she was shaking her head. “No way. That’s ridiculous. Jake couldn’t care less about me. He’d never sacrifice himself to save me.”

      Her blunt assessment startled him. “But you’re carrying his baby.”

      “Yeah. The baby he hadn’t wanted.” She turned to look at him with a solemn expression. “Trust me on this. Jake wouldn’t care if I was killed. And the baby too. That’s not what’s going on here.”

      Then what was? He wasn’t sure how to respond since that was the only theory that had made any sense.

      His radio squawked. Rising to his feet, he moved away from Harper to respond. “Go ahead, Brock.”

      “No sign of the shooter but we found a 9x19 mm Parabellum shell casing. Possibly from a SIG Sauer P226, just like those that we found in that warehouse in Ravenswood.”

      The same type of handguns Jake Feldman had been dealing, although that ammo could be used in other weapons too. “What are the chances of picking up prints?”

      “Not very likely,” Brock said. “The casing has been sent to the lab, but I wouldn’t hold your breath.”

      He knew his teammate was right. The shooter had likely worn gloves, especially in the cold winter temps. “Anything else?”

      “We’re pulling a mangled slug out of the squad now,” Brock said. “Not sure it will be much good. Boss wants to know where you are.”

      “Safe.” He didn’t want to admit he’d brought Harper home. Brock, Joe, and Rhy would have a field day with that. It hadn’t been that long ago that he’d lectured Joe on getting too emotionally involved with Elly, a woman he’d been protecting. He could easily imagine Joe turning his words back against him. “What’s the status on a safe house?”

      “Joe and Rhy are looking into it.” Thankfully, Brock didn’t press for more information. “Let me know where I should meet you.”

      “I will. Later.” He quickly ended the radio transmission. He’d bought them a little time, hopefully long enough for Joe and Rhy to come through with the safe house.
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