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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Estevan

	 

	The bullet whizzed right by my head. It hit the tree trunk, leaving a scorched circle dead centre. “Shiiit,” I whistled between my teeth. This guy means it.

	I heard a sound like a raindrop on a tin roof. Martin Proudfoot, the lieutenant, was texting me again. I scanned the message.

	Van. No. I said No. N-O. Wait... would it help if I said please? Wait. We’re almost fucking there! Don’t move, or I swear this time, I’ll fire your ass!

	I turned the text notification off and shoved the phone into my pocket. Fire me? He’d be doing me a fuckin’ favour.

	I cocked my gun and moved behind the tree. Richard Page, a small-town hood, and friend to the Black Rose street gang, was inside an old farmhouse. He was holding his girlfriend at gunpoint, threatening to kill her, high on cocaine. She probably was, too. I’d been tipped off by Black Roses’ sergeant in arms, Lenny George, and went directly to the location he’d said I’d find Page and the girl. I’d called for backup as soon as I’d assessed the situation.

	A few minutes ago, Page and I had exchanged a few words. He told me what he intended to do, and I told him what I’d do if he did. As you can guess, we didn’t reach any agreement. I was getting tired of waiting for backup, and time was of the essence. Any moment, he could kill that girl. He’d already beaten the crap out of her, and that pissed me off. I couldn’t stand those who picked on the vulnerable, hurt a defenceless girl or an animal. I was ready to kick some ass.

	“Okay, that’s it, Page. Get your sorry ass out here now, or I’m coming in there and shooting your head off.”

	Page answered by putting a hole in the tree, missing my head by inches.

	I moved closer to the house. “Negotiations are over, fuckhead!”

	“Stay right where you are, pig, or I’ll kill her,” Page shouted out the window. “I’ll kill the whore.”

	I caught a glimpse of him pacing back and forth on the second floor of the old farmhouse. I couldn’t see the girl. Idiot.

	Keep talking, bitch. You’re like a compass with a target on your head. “What should I care about some junkie hooker? Kill her if you want to. I don’t even know her. But the way I see it, you’ve got two ways out of this, Brian. Wanna’ hear ‘em, or are you too high or stupid to understand English?”

	“I’m not that fucking high, Dias!”

	Only stupid, then. “Well, here goes.” I moved slowly through the grass and then looked up again. He wasn’t near the window, so I made a run for it and got beside the house. I could still see the window. I waited for him to talk again.

	“How the fuck you see things, cop, as if I care?” He poked his head out.

	There you are, pigeon.

	“Give it to me.”

	Oh, I intended to give it to him all right. “Well, you can surrender now, and I’ll haul your ass to jail rather than end your miserable life.”

	“You can do better than that. That choice sucks!”

	“Okay, number two. I shoot you, and you fly out that window like a bird in the wind.”

	“You can’t do that.”

	“I assure you that I can. I have you right now in my target range, and I’m a crack shot. I never miss.”

	He was hopping up and down, scanning to see if he could spot me. “I’ll kill her! I’ll kill her!”

	“Yes, she’ll be dead. But then you’ll be dead too, and I’ll be sitting at home drinking a cold one and watching the ballgame. The way I see it, Richie, old buddy, my world just got a whole lot brighter.”

	I took a step back. There he was in plain view, craning his neck. Then he disappeared a second. He returned, holding the girl by the throat in front of the window, a gun to her temple.

	“You think you’re smarter than me, don’t—”

	I squeezed off one shot. That was it. The talk was over, replaced by a loud scream, and then a splash of red. The girl fell out of view. Good old Richie hit the window headfirst. He broke the glass, but it held, so he didn’t get to fly at all in the end. “Richie,” I said to myself, “if you’re going to use a person as a shield, as least make sure they’re not five inches shorter than you are.”

	I came around to the side of the house, cautiously opened the door and stayed to the side as I moved quickly down the hall. Scanning, I went backward up the steps, then turned at the top and called out, “Police!”

	I slid along the hallway, kicked open a door across the hall—empty—then turned and pointed my gun into the room where Richard Page lay dead. I heard whimpering. I came around the bed, spotting a half-naked girl with a face full of pain, spattered with blood and grey matter. Shit. No more than seventeen years old, shaking and scared to death. She looked at me, taking in my black leather jacket, long hair and a couple days’ growth of beard. I’m sure I wasn’t the most reassuring of images.

	I holstered my gun as sirens blared in the distance. “It’s okay,” I said. “You hurt?”

	She shook her head.

	I walked to the window and put a finger on Richard’s pulse. Dead. Ouch.

	I went back to the girl and pulled a blanket off the bed, wrapping it around her. “I’m Sergeant Dias, NYPD. You’re safe now.” I went down on my haunches beside her.

	She began to sob.

	I reached out and pulled her against me. She was still clinging to me as I took out my phone and texted Martin. I’m inside. Under control. Upstairs. We’ll need an ambulance. The girl has been beaten up, but she’s going to be okay. As for Richard Page, well, he’ll need a little more attention, as in the meat wagon.

	A few seconds later, I heard cars drive up front and doors slam. There was a cacophony of voices, then one rose sharply above the rest. It was Martin. “Oh, Jesus Christ, Van!”

	Feet pounded up the stairs. I looked up to see my lieutenant and two uniforms standing in the doorway. Martin’s gaze went to the body in the window, then he looked at me and the girl. “Paramedics are on their way. You okay, young lady?”

	She nodded.

	I smiled at her.

	She gave me a faint smile back.

	I stood, and let the two uniforms look after her.

	“This is a crime scene, guys,” Martin hollered out and walked into the hallway. “Don’t touch anything.”

	I followed my boss into the hallway.

	“What the fuck, Van?” Martin met my gaze. “I told you to wait for backup.”

	“I couldn’t.”

	“You mean you didn’t.” He shook his head. “I could suspend your ass for this, but I’d end up looking like the asshole.”

	“Not the first time you’ve threatened to suspend me.” I grinned. “Or the first time someone has called you—”

	“Never mind that.” He didn’t laugh this time. “What if he hadn’t been alone?”

	“But he was alone.”

	“You guessed. You didn’t know for sure. There could have been others in this house, waiting.”

	“There wasn’t. And Page would have killed her. He had a gun to her head.”

	“Ten minutes, Van. That’s all it was. Not even.”

	“I didn’t have ten minutes. Ten minutes can be ten hours to someone like that girl in there.” I hooked my thumb toward the room as the EMT team came up the stairs.

	Martin considered, then said, “Maybe, but you still didn’t follow procedure.”

	“Sometimes you can’t.”

	“Well, you’ve either got a horseshoe up your ass, or you’re really good.”

	“I’d like to think I’m really good,” I said. “A horseshoe up the ass would hurt like hell.”

	Martin smiled this time. “I’ll call forensics.” He started down the hallway, then paused and turned around. “He did fire at you first, right?” He pointed at me.

	“Yes, and there’s a badly wounded tree outside that can attest to that.”

	“A tree as a witness, perfect,” Marty mumbled, putting his phone to his ear.

	I was tired, but I’d have reports to fill out up to my kazoo back at the precinct. The forensic team arrived, and I went outside to watch as the girl was lifted into the back of the ambulance.

	“She going to be all right?” I asked one of the technicians.

	He nodded. “Looks good.”

	I lit a cigarette.

	“Thought you’d given that up,” Martin commented as he came to stand beside me.

	“Several times.” I gave him a meaningful look as the ambulance roared off, siren blazing.

	Martin slapped me on the back. “See you at the station.”

	“Forms to fill out?”

	“You got it. And there will be an inquiry,” he said. I followed him back to his car.

	“No kidding.”

	“Should be routine, but then again, it’s you.”

	I glanced over to see some forensic guys digging a bullet out of a tree trunk and sighed. It was rarely routine when it came to me. Given my background, Internal Affairs scrutinized everything I did with a microscope.

	Two hours later I was at the precinct busy at my desk. I’d been in the squad room for hours, when another detective, Agnes Bragshaw, came by on the way out to give me a cup of murky, stale coffee. “That’s the last of it,” Agnes said.

	“Thank fucking God! Either me or the sink, eh?” I smirked.

	She grinned. “That’s about it. Didn’t you get the latest memo?”

	“No, I ignore those for the most part, unless I need something to focus on other than gangbangers.”

	She laughed. “Well, we’re not supposed to waste coffee, you know, make more than we use.”

	“Oh, that one. I remember using that memo in the can so that I could conserve toilet paper.”

	She howled. “I love you, Van. Look, I’m off to get some sleep. You should go home also. It’s two in the morning.”

	I sat back and rubbed my eyes. I picked up the cup and took a hit. I made a face. “Shit, with this leaded fuel, I could go all night. Gawd, that’s raunchy.”

	She grinned. “Go home.”

	“I’m going soon. I need to do this while it’s fresh in my mind. You know there’ll be an inquiry.”

	“He fired on you first. They’ll rubberstamp it.”

	“We’re talking about me here.” I lifted an eyebrow. “I’m the one they save the fine-toothed comb for.”

	“Oh yeah, they’ll hang you out to dry.” She winked. “You coming to the party Saturday?”

	I blinked.

	“Van.” She hit me in the arm. “Shit, man, I invited you three weeks ago. Steven’s fortieth birthday, remember?”

	“Oh, yeah, I forgot. I’ll try. I’m not good at these things.” Truth was, I hated them. When Brian was alive, it was better. He loved these events, and I didn’t mind going as long as he was there. Not anymore.

	“It’s a birthday party. Just show up, drink, eat cake, that kind of shit.”

	I made a face. “Sounds complicated.”

	She laughed. “Says the guy who plays head games with gangbangers. Still don’t know what to buy him. Any suggestions?”

	“You’ll figure it out.”

	“Thanks for nothing. You’d better be there.” She grabbed my shoulder and squeezed, then left with a wave.

	I closed the file on the computer a few minutes later. I couldn’t concentrate anymore. I’d been too long without sleep. I threw the rest of the crappy coffee away and signed out.

	I drove the relatively quiet streets back to my studio apartment and parked in the underground parking garage. I took the elevator up to the twelfth floor and walked down to the end of the hallway. I let myself in, stepping around the boxes that were stacked in front of the kitchen counter.

	I bolted the door, tossing the keys on the counter, along with my gun. Then I went to the fridge for something to drink. There was a half-drunk bottle of bottled water. I chugged it, mostly to wash the taste of that horrible coffee out of my mouth.

	I stumbled to my studio couch, which I always kept in a reclining position, and grabbed the remote. The television came on with a bang. Literally. Some guy who looked like he’d seen better days was nailing a platinum blonde with impossibly firm tits. Perfect. I surfed a bit and found some talk show. I took off my T-shirt and left the talk show on. I closed my eyes and lay down, hoping the dull sound of the guy’s voice would lull me off to sleep.

	Hey, baby. You’re so tired. You’re not getting enough sleep.

	I smiled. There he was, standing on the balcony of our hotel in Hawaii. His fair hair was blowing in the wind. I could see the sandy beach and the water behind him. “Brian?”

	Sleep, baby. Sleep.

	How can I sleep? You won’t let me sleep.

	I’m sorry. I just can’t stop touching you.

	We moved together across the room. It was like we were dancing on air. Brian touched my face. I kissed his lips, so warm. His arms moved around me, holding me tight.

	Then the scene changed again. It was years ago. Brian had been my hostage. He was angry at me. He jumped me, leaned on me with all his weight. I didn’t fight as his legs straddled each side of me. His groin was pressed into mine. Shit, the anger inside me was draining away and turning rapidly to something else. My chest was heaving, and those eyes, those beautiful eyes of Brian’s, were filled with anger and lust. He grabbed the bottom of my T-shirt and ripped it out of my jeans. I made a lame attempt at a protest, but I was so turned on. I lifted off the floor, letting Brian push me back down by leaning on my shoulder with all him weight. He pushed my shirt up to my neck, still leaning into my shoulder and ran his hand over my chest.

	I wanted Brian to fuck me. I was horny as hell. He pinched one of my nipples and jammed one leg in between mine. He used his knee to roughly fondle my cock, keeping pressure on my shoulder. I made a sound as he brought his hand down from my chest and undid the belt on my jeans. He fumbled with my zipper and pulled my pants off. I didn’t resist. The T-shirt had forced one of my arms over my head, and he pushed it up further so that part of it covered my face. He lifted my cock out. It was hard.

	“Christ, you’re sexy,” he said, lowering his mouth to it, letting his tongue dance around the head.

	He took the pressure off my shoulder and ran one hand over my chest, then across my abdomen to my balls. I sat up and took off the T-shirt. Brian began sucking on the rounded head of my cock, then slid his lips down the shaft. I groaned, closed my eyes. The sounds of Brian sucking my cock grew louder and sounded almost surreal. My hand settled in his hair, then I grabbed hold of it and pulled as Brian’s efforts doubled.

	“Brian... Jesus, yes,” I moaned. “Yes, baby, I miss you so much... so much.”

	My eyes snapped open. I took my cock in my fist and pumped it a few times. “Christ,” I cried out, caught somewhere between fantasy and reality. “I miss you, baby. I miss you.”

	I could see his chest, nipples hard, cock straining. He was covered in sweat, his eyes filled with desire and love.

	“Beautiful bastard,” Brian said. He was here with me, in this room, this bed. I closed my eyes, jerking my cock hard. “Fuck!”

	Brian rubbed his cheek against my cock. “I want you to fuck me, Ice. Fuck me. Fuck me, Van.”

	My chest heaved, tears running down my face. I threw back my head and moaned. I could see his face as he rode my cock. “It’s like there’s nothing else in the world but your cock, Van,” Brian whispered against my mouth. “Thick, and glorious, moving in and out of me like this. Fuck me. Fuck me.”

	“Damn, Brian... fuck... ahhhhh... yes... yes...”

	I was lost. I moved my hands over my chest, squeezing my nipples, fondling my cock, which was close to exploding. I let out a cry that sounded almost inhuman. I was doing everything to hold on just one more precious minute.

	“Fuck me, fuck me,” I urged, and I could almost feel him inside me.

	My cock was exploding. I saw his beautiful face contorted with orgasm, a hiss escaping his lips. He exploded inside me. It felt raw and real, and my entire body was trembling with the aftermath of it.

	When Brian’s image melted away from me, I rolled up into a ball and sobbed, my flaccid, sticky cock still in my hand.

	I felt his kiss on my lips, so gently now. I could almost hear that laughter, so light and male, like music. I love you. God, why did you leave me? Why did you leave me, Brian? I can’t breathe. It hurts. It hurts without you.

	I must have fallen asleep because the doorbell woke me. Someone was leaning on it like there was no tomorrow. “Fuck.” I rubbed my eyes, tears dried on my face. I hated those dreams. They came quite regularly. I wondered if I’d ever be free of them.

	I glanced at my watch. It was only nine in the morning. “Hold on,” I grumbled. I swore I could see Brian standing at the kitchen counter making coffee. “Get out of my kitchen,” I growled. “You never even lived here.”

	I zipped up my jeans and opened the door. Martin stood there.

	“You alone?”

	“Yeah.”

	“I heard voices. Were you on the phone?”

	“No.”

	“You look like shit,” he said and walked in.

	“Gee... ah, thanks, Marty,” I said, sliding my hand through my hair. “If I knew you were going to be knocking at my door at this time in the morning, I would have put on a suit and tie.” I closed the door.

	“You own a suit and tie?”

	“No. So, where’s the fire?”

	“No fire.”

	“Great.” I yawned, falling into my worn-out old Lay-Z-Boy.

	Marty did his usual, scouting my fridge to see if I had the necessities of life. He slammed the door, which told me he wasn’t happy. “Damn it, Van!” He came marching back into the living room. “It’s empty except for half a bottle of beer and something that resembles ketchup.”

	He tripped over the boxes and cursed.

	“What are you, my mother? Give me a break, I eat out a lot, and what the hell you doing here anyway? Is it Internal Affairs already?”

	“No. And don’t you ever do groceries?”

	“Sure,” I sneered, “in between drivebys and turf wars.”

	“Cute.”

	“Thank you,” I said. “You are, too. Don’t tell Joanna.”

	“I’m not threatened by your overt sexual perversions, Estevan.” Marty grinned.

	“Good to hear, and nice to know you’re concerned for my welfare. If not for you, I’d be dead by starvation.” That really wasn’t a total lie. After Brian died, two years ago, I lost thirty pounds. I didn’t want to eat anymore. When Marty and Joanna insisted on force-feeding me, I looked for another kind of suicide. I transferred to the gang squad, something I promised Brian I would never do when he was alive. But then... he was gone now, no need for promises to anyone but me now, and I was super forgiving when I didn’t keep them.

	“Van? You asleep?”

	I’d closed my eyes, drifted off. “Almost.”

	“Well, wake up. Are you ever going to unpack those boxes?”

	I’d moved into this place after Brian died. I had kept some of his things, pictures of us, his watch and ring. I just couldn’t bear to look at them. “One day.”

	The lieutenant sat on my sofa. He rubbed his hands together, looked around. “You need some pictures on the wall... or something.”

	“Marty?” I eyed him. “You didn’t come here to discuss decorating tips. What is it you came to say?”

	“I have some news.”

	“And it couldn’t have waited until I was awake, or was it just the fridge inspection that was overdue?”

	He sobered. “It’s Jake Cesar.”

	“Jake Cesar, as in the leader of the Miami Death Dealers?”

	“That’s the one.”

	“What about him? He dead?”

	“He’s disappeared. No one knows where he’s gone.”

	“What about his club?”

	“That’s just it. From what we know, the club is hunting him.”

	“No shit! You sure we’re talking about Jake Cesar?” I was awake now.

	“Yeah.”

	“Why would he desert his club?”

	“We don’t know, but the feds are interested.”

	“That’s not a New York problem. It’s a Miami one, isn’t it?” But my mind was racing.

	“You know this could change things on the street.”

	I nodded. “Is Frank Willis the new leader of the Florida chapter, or Adam Curel?”

	“No official word on that yet.”

	“I’ll scout around. It will probably have some repercussions for the dealers here in terms of moving product.” I jumped to my feet. “When the news gets out, with the dealers vulnerable, the other clubs will move in for the kill, and for territory. In the weeks to come—”

	“Van, wait,” Marty cut me off, motioning for me to sit back down. “We need to talk.”

	I looked at him.

	“You know I love you.”

	“I’m not fucking you, Marty,” I told him without cracking a smile.

	He laughed. “Okay, I’ll have to live with that, but I still love you.”

	I knew that. We’d been through enough. He and his wife had stood by me when I lost Brian. I would have lost my mind if not for them. Maybe I had already and didn’t know it yet. “Okay, and?”

	“You’re a brilliant cop, Van, but ever since Brian was killed in that alley, you’ve—”

	I flinched. The very mention of that night caused me pain. “Brian has nothing to do with this, Marty.”

	“You need a break, Van, from the streets, the shit. I’m worried about you. When was the last time you took a vacation?”

	“You want to kill me?” I gritted my teeth. “Without the job, I’ll... it’s the way I grew up, Marty, around these guys. I was made for this job. I don’t need a vacation. I’m fine.”

	“You were made for Brian, too. I saw how happy you were. You could have joined the gang squad here in New York, but Brian didn’t want you to. You gave this shit up for a job in homicide that bored the crap out of you because he was terrified of the thought of you working the gangs. Now you’ve come back, and you do this job like no other cop I’ve ever seen, but you do it with a vengeance, Van. You’re still young. I hate watching you give up on life. I don’t want to see you dead.”

	I stood. “Brian was wrong about the gang squad, and I haven’t given up on anything,” I said between clenched teeth. “Brian died in an alley trying to save some girl from getting raped by a couple of drunk college kids. He wasn’t working the gang squad. He’s dead, and I’m still here. Are we done now?” I was shaking.

	“No. We’re far from done, Van,” Martin snapped.

	“You come here to tell me that the leader of one of the most powerful MCs in the country has decided to turn the world upside down, then give me a speech about the way I live. Are you transferring me?”

	“No, of course I’m not transferring you. You’re the best street cop I’ve got, why in hell would I transfer you? You’re the only cop out there these guys will even talk to. But,” he took a breath, “I’ve decided to take you off the streets for a little while.”

	My eyes widened. “Why in the hell would you do that, especially now? You need me out there.”

	“I got a call from the feds. They’ve ask me to loan you out. They want you to,” he paused, “resurrect Ice.”

	My jaw dropped.

	“Feds believe Cesar may be here in New York.”

	“Why? He reaching out to the New York chapter?”

	“We don’t know. Feds are working with the US marshals. They have a plan. They want you to get Cesar, make him think it’s a hostage situation—”

	“No. No fucking way, no,” I shook my head. “That’s impossible. My cover was blown long ago. Ice is history.”

	Marty stood. He looked at the floor. “I’m sorry, Van,” he said, ignoring me. “I’ve already committed you to this project.”

	“Then call them and tell them they can’t have me.”

	“Can’t,” Marty said. “I hate to pull rank, but either you do this, or you’re on suspension.” He walked to the door. “Someone will be in touch soon.”

	“Seriously?” I shouted.

	Marty didn’t answer. He opened the door. “And buy some goddamned food when you get back from this one.” He walked out, leaving the door open.

	I walked over and slammed it shut. “Fuck!” I couldn’t figure out why Marty would take me off the streets when things were really going to heat up out there. Was it some kind of punishment?

	I should have gone back to bed because I hadn’t had more than four hours sleep over the last forty-eight hours, but I was too worked up after Marty had dropped that bomb. I jumped into the shower and changed clothes, which meant a clean pair of faded jeans and T-shirt along with my leather jacket. I’d grown a beard, and it needed a trim, but I didn’t have time to fool around. I needed to talk to some of the gangs, find out what they knew about Cesar’s defection.

	First stop—the Diablos’ clubhouse.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Ice

	 

	My father had been a founding member of the LA chapter of the Diablos back in the 70s, and he’d died wearing the colours. My mother had left him at least a dozen times, but in spite of her efforts to sever the tie and take me away from that life, she kept going back. I guess she loved him.

	When a dirty cop gunned them both down in South Central LA, I was still a kid. I was taken in by Bulldog, my father’s best friend and sergeant in arms. He, too, ended up being murdered in New York City.

	I had Bulldog brought home and buried him next to my parents in an LA cemetery. He was like a second father to me.

	Brian convinced me to go back to LA and visit the grave once. I stood there, swallowing the bitterness as I thought about the dirty cop still in prison who’d murdered the three people I’d loved most in this world. I had all I could do not to use my contacts up in the joint to have Grant Maloney taken care of inside, but Brian made me promise not to. Maloney spent most of his time in solitary anyway, because he was a sitting target up there. I secretly hoped he bought it one day, but the last I’d heard, the bastard was still breathing air.

	I would have wallowed in that bitterness if Brian hadn’t taken my hand, and transformed my life. I walked away with him that day in Los Angeles, feeling so warm from his touch. Now, he was gone, and I was cold all the damned time.

	As I cruised down Fifth Avenue, I was thinking about the leader of the Diablos. Carlos Pena had reunited the club here in New York City after the schism of six years ago. He kept the MC involved with the escort, porn and gambling circles and so far, it seemed as if he’d stayed away from the drug trade. He guaranteed me the club had gone legit, but I had my doubts. I suspected the Diablos had gotten back into the gun trade recently. Discussions between Carlos and I were ongoing. Now with the Death Dealers’ weak link in Florida, it would be interesting to see what developed.

	I had the respect of the MC because of my dad and Bulldog. And it was particularly that connection that attracted the various law enforcement agencies to me like flies to honey. They stood by to recruit me to go undercover the minute I graduated the academy in Los Angeles. That is how I ended up in New York City as a member of the Diablos.

	After my father was killed, Bulldog became the leader of the LA Diablos. For a few years, things were peaceful. Then somehow Bulldog got involved with Maloney, then a cop with the LAPD. When things heated up in LA for Maloney, he requested a transfer to New York. Shortly after, Bulldog also left LA for New York.

	I remembered how surprised I was when Bulldog told me he was joining the New York chapter. Within a year or so, he became their leader. I didn’t know at that time that Bulldog had fallen in with Maloney.

	By the time I graduated from the academy, Bulldog was dead. They’d found his body in the Hudson River. The club in New York City had split down the middle, half of them loyal to Bulldog, who’d turned on Maloney, and the other members going rogue.

	I agreed to go undercover with the gang on the condition that those still in the club would be protected from prosecution. I’d always toggled that line.

	I wanted Maloney as much as the feds did, so it was a solid marriage. I was sent to New York City, riding on my father’s rep as former president of the LA chapter, and surrogate son to Bulldog, and I became Ice. It wasn’t that tough to become the leader of the bleeding, vulnerable gang. They were without a president, and I quickly challenged two of the top contenders and won the prize. My father, Fernando Dias, along with Bulldog, had taught me to fight when I was young enough to hold a knife. I was tough, and I was fast, plus I’d been trained as a cop. No one could touch me.

	And that’s when I met Brian. He’d been a victim of that same dirty cop, who left him out in the field to be beaten to death by bikers because he was afraid Brian would out him. I kept Brian safe. He had no idea I was undercover until it was all over. He was pissed at me when he found out, but he forgave me. What could he do? Like me, he fell in love. And God knows, I’d loved him with everything I had in me, my heart, my body, and even my soul.

	And now Brian was dead. We hadn’t even had two years before he was shot in that alley, but he was still with me. Even if I wanted to shake him, I couldn’t. He haunted my dreams, and I saw his ghost from time to time standing over my bed or in the doorway. Everything reminded me of Brian. I roared through life on my Harley, inviting it to all come crashing down on me at any moment, and I really didn’t give a shit. Did that make me a good cop or a dangerous one? I knew it made me reckless.

	As I headed to the warehouse district by the docks, I remembered the first time Brian and I met. He was pretty messed up, having taken a good beating from some of Maloney’s bikers. But he was feisty and had a will to survive. The first time
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