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Chapter One 
 
 
 

“Dammit,” Angel muttered to herself.  Not for the first time, she’d lost him.  
Chris was exceptionally good at losing his tails, a trick he had to learn as soon as he had 
become a street urchin at the ripe age of six.  She looked around and took in a deep, 
unhappy breath. 

“Yo, Angel,” a young man with baggy pants and expensive sneakers said to her 
from across the street.  “What about me and you go up to my crib later on tonight, yo?” 

Normally she would have played along.  But she wasn’t in the mood today.  She 
reached into her black leather jacket and fingered her baby Glock, giving him a thin 
smile. 

He held up his hands in surrender, his jacket sleeves slipping to show off a very 
shiny watch on one wrist and a bracelet on the other.  “Yo, babe,” he said with all the 
surprise a young man could.  “You know I didn’t mean nothin’.  I was just thinkin’ we 
could ah…” He looked up and tossed his backward, baseball-capped head a bit.  “You 
know, listen to, uh, some, uh, music.  Yeah.  You know, babe.” 

Her smile grew more sinister as she firmly planted both biker-booted feet on the 
sidewalk and pulled out her weapon, caressing it like a lover. 

He looked at her gun, and then looked back up at her.  He backed off.  “All right, 
babe,” he said cheerfully.  “I know when I ain’t wanted.  Call me.” 

She nodded with a raised eyebrow and put her weapon back in its shoulder 
harness. 

Angel prowled the night-darkened streets of East Brooklyn.  She was searching, 
looking for the sick bastard who was taking the street urchins one by one, never to be 
seen again.  Her biker boots jingled, but made very little sound otherwise.  She wore tight 
black jeans adorned with buckles and chains, a tight little black tank and a leather jacket, 
again adorned with buckles and chains.  Her long, black hair was pulled back from her 
startling blue almond-shaped slanted eyes as she stood in the shadows of the building the 
urchins called home. 

It was an abandoned building, condemned a long time ago for most people.  But 
the urchins used it as their hideout.  Only those who were “in” were allowed access to the 
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building.  All other strangers weren’t trusted enough to be allowed inside their poor 
excuse of a haven.  It had taken Angel a long time to gain their trust, but after several 
weeks of poor-man dinners and feeding the entire tribe, she had finally been allowed in 
their little click, but never in enough to be allowed inside their home. 

What they didn’t know was that she had been inside on several occasions.  It was 
her duty to ensure their safety, and she would do that however she could. 

This was one of the trashier parts of town.  What few cars did roll by were beat up 
pieces of junk, some missing headlights, or windows, and the people driving them 
weren’t classy, they were street smart. They knew the rules and respected them.  They 
also knew where the street kids called home, and they kept trouble away.  The protection 
of the streets wasn’t a lot, but it was better than nothing at all. 

Angel took in a long, pissed off breath, and pulled away from the wall, stepping 
out into the light of the street lamps.  Nothing was happening.  She didn’t know when the 
kids were being taken because no one was talking.  In their world, there was no such 
thing as a good guy. There weren’t any heroes.  The police didn’t give a shit about them.  
Society snubbed them.  All they ever got was a little distance from the older riff-raff.  
What a life. 

Chris stepped onto the corner not far from where she stood.  The overhead 
streetlight drenched his small figure.  He looked around and crossed the street, pausing 
for a moment when he saw her.  His eyes narrowed and he continued to walk toward the 
building, veering her way. 

He was the oldest boy there.  He was eleven, but a really old eleven.  He was tall 
for his age and slim.  When he took off his ragged, two-sizes-too-big coat, one could see 
just how malnourished he really was.  A year ago, when they had first met on the subway, 
she had taken care of him and two others when they had gotten sick.  One of the girls had 
died a few months later from the cold.  He kept close contact with Angel and had been 
the one to get the others to accept her as the better-of-two-evils. 

His hands were stuffed into his pockets.  His army-green jacket was closed and 
his pockets were full.  He looked everywhere but at Angel.  “What you doin’ down 
here?” he asked with a thick New York accent. 

“Hunting,” she said simply.  She stared at him even as he refused to meet her 
gaze.  “I need to know more about this person who’s taking the kids.  I need in.” 

He shook his head.  “We’re fine.  We can handle this on our own.” 
She struck out her chin and lifted her head, staring out into the street as another 

thumping car drove by, the men inside hooting and hollering at her.  “And what happens 
when you’re taken?” 
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“I won’t be.” 
She looked at him and raised one ebony eyebrow.  “How sure are you about this?” 
He looked at her for a quick moment before dropping his gaze again.  “I’m 

smarter’n that.  I watch my back.” 
She nodded slowly.  “So was Mark, but he’s gone now, too.” 
Chris cleared his throat and swallowed.  “Yeah, well, he got sloppy.” 
She let the silence hold for a long moment.  “You’re kids.  You might be tough, 

and I understand that, but know that I’m here to help you whether you like it or not.” 
He glared at her through his thin, blonde eyelashes.  “We don’t need no charity, 

Angel.  We’re fine.” 
“And I’m silk.” 
He looked off towards the now silent street, ducking his head.  “I have to check in 

with the kids, okay?” 
She nodded.  “Tell me who’s not back.” 
He turned but nodded, clearly unhappy.  “If it means you’ll leave us alone.” 
She shrugged and watched him disappear inside the dilapidated window beside 

the barred door.  “Depends on what you tell me.”  She took in a deep breath and tucked 
her fingers inside the pockets of her jeans, sinking back into the shadows to wait for him 
to come back.  It took about fifteen minutes or so, but he finally came back. 

“Give out the food?” she asked. 
He nodded curtly, his expression grim.  “We do what we have to.” 
She nodded in return.  “Who’s missing tonight?” 
“Maggie.” 
She studied him, waiting for him to give her more details.  Not that he had before.  

She’d had to read about it in the papers, which hurt.  She was attached to those kids, more 
than they knew.  Knowing that someone was picking them off one by one and dumping 
their bodies in the park was horrible.  She knew each one of those kids and liked them all, 
for all their tough hides and tougher attitudes. 

He chewed on his lower lip; his hands shoved into his pockets, his jacket hanging 
loose and open on his skeleton-like frame.  His blonde hair stuck out from his head as if 
he had just awakened and hadn’t had a chance to comb it yet.  “Look, Maggie was out 
with Rule today, pan-handling Times Square subway.  Rule assumed that Maggie had 
been tagged and had left for home.  When he got here, she wasn’t.  He went back, but 
couldn’t find her.” 

“So whoever this is, is picking you off the street full of people and no one sees.” 
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He shrugged.  “This is New York,” he said, his accent thickening with anger, 
“here, people are all over, but no one sees what they don’t want to.” 

She took in a deep breath.  “That’s not going to help.”  She looked at the 
streetlamp over his head.  “So that’s who?  Maggie, Mark, Jose, and Jason?” 

“And Rickie.” 
She looked at him, startled.  “Rickie?  When did he disappear?” 
“He was the first one,” Chris said with that you’re-so-freakin’-stupid tone in his 

adolescent voice.  “I thought you knew.” 
She shook her head.  “That one must not have made it in the papers.”  She was 

silent for a long moment.  “But he’s only taking urchins from this house.” 
Chris nodded with a shrug.  “Don’t make no matter.” 
She pierced him with her darkened blue gaze.  It could matter.  It meant that 

whoever was behind these disappearances knew where the kids hung out.  It meant that 
someone had pissed them off.  And that could explain why the kids were being so 
secretive.  “What about Boss?  He been around?” 

Chris shrugged.  “Ain’t he always?” 
“You pay him?” 
“Always do.” 
She nodded.  “You take anything of his?” 
His face screwed up in an are-you-fucking-crazy expression as he stared at her.  

“Hell, no.” 
“Good.”  Her gaze narrowed in thought as pieces of the puzzle tried to work 

themselves into place.  “Go tuck everyone into bed.” 
He turned to leave, but stopped.  “We got a new one.” 
She looked at him and raised her eyebrows.  “Who is he?” 
“Clam’s what he calls himself.  Don’t know much about him, but he’s fresh.  Real 

fresh.” 
Meaning Clam was a runaway and was new to the streets.  “How long has he been 

with you?”  She hadn’t seen the boy yet, but she didn’t always see all the kids.  She just 
saw the ringleaders. 

Chris shrugged.  “He’s been with us for a few months or so, I would guess.” 
Angel blinked as her brain processed that information.  The boy was still fresh 

after being on the streets for a couple of months?  She doubted that he would have 
survived if Chris and his gang hadn’t snatched him up and invited him into their family. 

“Bring him and the others by tomorrow and we’ll have spaghetti.” 
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His face screwed up.  “Can’t you come up with something different 
occasionally?” 

She shrugged.  “Let me see what I can come up with.” 
“I mean, charity is one thing.  Real food is another. If you’re gonna offer to feed 

us reg’lar, at least change the menu.” 
“Hey, we had McDonald’s last time,” she said, a smile in her tone that didn’t 

touch her expressionless face. 
He nodded and pinned her with a gaze too old for his eleven-year-old face.  

“Yeah, well, try thinking of what your kids would have liked.” 
She jerked slightly as if she’d just been hit.  She closed her eyes and clenched her 

jaw.  She breathed back control and opened her eyes to see his eyes filled with pity.  She 
brushed it aside with something close to contempt, but not for him and his pity.  It was 
for herself, her weak incapable self.  She reached up and brushed her nose.  “Taco 
salad?” 

His eyebrows went up in surprise.  “They like that?” 
“Loved it,” she said just above a whisper. 
He nodded.  “We will too.  Make enough to feed an army.”  He gave her a 

carefree grin before running inside the house again.  “With something new we’re bound 
to be starved.” 

“Better than those potato chips you stole today.” 
He paused at the window just long enough to cheerfully shrug before disappearing 

through the boards of the window. 
Angel stayed for a long moment, breathing away the pain as she leaned against 

the building, hidden in the shadows.  She leaned her head and one foot against the 
crumbing brick behind her and breathed, fighting the single tear from falling, fighting the 
overwhelming black grief from taking over her soul. 

She ground her teeth and, with a growl, pushed herself away from the building, 
stalking toward her bike a block away.  She hadn’t been able to protect her own kids, but 
she’d be damned before she let those urchins die.  She would be stronger this time.  She 
would win and, in so doing, so would they. 

 
Detective Kevin Stevens sank low in the seat of his non-descript blue sedan as the 

woman walked by.  He recognized her face, but from where, he couldn’t recall.  He sat 
up slowly, watching her leave.  Was she the murderer?  The profile had said a white male 
in his mid thirties, but what if it was this woman?  She seemed to have gained the 
children’s trust.  She might be the reason no one had noticed a child being forcibly taken 
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from the street or subway.  If it were violent, someone would have seen it and would 
have had the courage to stand up and take action.  At least, he thought so. 

He had watched her for the past three nights as she prowled the street outside the 
urchins’ hideout.  He should report them, but he knew that no one would care.  They were 
taking pretty good care of themselves, and the foster system was overrun with the kids 
already in the system.  He closed his eyes and shook his head, recalling the conversation 
his boss had with him that day when he’d been informed what case Kevin was working.  
Captain Myke had nearly blown a gasket.  Apparently, the good citizens of New York 
needed him on other cases.  Street urchins were just criminals who hadn’t been caught 
yet, and who the police force didn’t have time to rescue either. 

The good citizens didn’t give one rat’s ass about these kids, but he did, and Kevin 
was going to spend every moment he could on this case until he solved the mystery of the 
murders or until the murders stopped.  He looked down at the steering wheel, his own 
memories of living on the streets as a kid bubbling up from the dark recesses of a past 
he’d hoped to have forgotten.  He couldn’t leave those kids unprotected.  They had 
enough shit to deal with on a daily basis. 

He looked at the dilapidated apartment building the kids had taken up residence 
in, and shook his head.  He needed a way in.  He needed to talk to them and ask them 
questions, but he couldn’t do that as a cop.  He knew that from experience.  To them, he 
was just one more bad guy amongst bad guys.  He also needed to know more about this 
woman.  He needed to know what she was doing with those kids—he needed to know if 
she was the killer or not. 

He started his car and turned the corner, hoping to catch her.  Sure enough, there 
she was, putting on her helmet and getting onto her motorcycle.  He smiled and thumped 
his steering wheel.  Finally, the first real lead to anywhere on this case.  He’d follow it to 
the end. 
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Chapter Two 
 
 
 

Kevin hadn’t followed her for very long when he lost her.  He cursed himself a 
hundred fools.  He must have been too obvious.  Dammit.  Sighing, he searched around 
and found what appeared to be a fairly decent looking bar.  It didn’t look like a dive, 
anyway.  Finding a parking space about a block away, he parked and went inside. 

He went to the bar and ordered a beer.  Kevin stared into the mirror behind the 
barkeep and watched everyone as they mingled and laughed.  There was no sign of his 
mystery woman.  He caught his own blue gaze in the mirror and cursed himself for a 
fool.  His one lead and it was gone.  Shit.  He ran a hand along his naturally baldhead and 
down over his face in a tired gesture.  His heart was pulling at him to solve this case 
quickly.  But how in the hell was he going to do that if there was no information to go on. 

Musicians were getting ready up on the stage, people were trickling in, ordering 
drinks, and then finding a place to sit or stand around the performance area.  There wasn’t 
a dance floor, so apparently these guys weren’t going to play dance music, which was 
just as well. He made a mental note to leave before it got to noisy or he’d have a hell of a 
time driving back home with a throbbing head. 

He nursed his beer and ran over what little there was of the case in his head.  All 
the kids had died the same way, which told him that the killer was the same.  They were 
cut up, beat up, and eventually strangled.  There was nothing sexual to the murders, 
which was good.  There was nothing he hated more than someone who got off having sex 
with kids and then killing them.  No one had reported anything, not even when he’d had 
the news stations make a report, asking that if anyone had any information to please call 
him.  No one was talking and that was strange. 

He shook his head, going nowhere with his thoughts, and turned to the room.  The 
musicians were the only real thing of interest and the only thing to get his mind off of his 
work. 

And then he saw her.  She’d taken off her jacket and had let her hair down to fall 
in a long, straight, black river down her back, nearly to her waist.  He looked at her in 
surprise.  The fates must be smiling down on him right now. That’s all he could think.  
He didn’t believe in luck or in coincidences.  Well, not outwardly, he supposed.  
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However, there were too many cases where luck and fate were the only thing that had 
saved him. 

He turned toward the barkeep who was talking to a few patrons at the other end of 
the bar.  Kevin signaled politely to the man, and the barkeep nodded slightly, his long 
dark beard and blonde hair dipping with the movement.  He turned his burly body back to 
the conversation and ended it without being rude.  The man walked over to where Kevin 
sat.  “Need another beer?” he asked gruffly. 

Kevin looked at the beer in his hand and shook his head.  “I’m a slow drinker.” 
The man gave him the great-another-well-paying-customer look and leaned down 

on one elbow.  “What do you need then?” 
“I have a few questions I’d like to ask you,” Kevin said, setting down his bottle 

and narrowing his gaze with a friendly smile. 
“You’re a cop?” 
Kevin shrugged. 
The man sighed deeply and straightened.  “Name’s Bob, and there ain’t nothin’ 

happenin’ in this joint I don’t know about.” 
Kevin nodded with an open expression on his face, as he pulled away from the bar 

to sit up straighter.  “That’s what I’m hoping for, Bob.  My name’s Kevin.” 
Bob studied Kevin for a short while, obviously assessing him.  Kevin smiled 

through the perusal, and tried to offer the best personae of someone who wasn’t trouble.  
Bob finally nodded.  “What d’ya need?” 

Kevin nodded toward the stage behind him.  “What do you know of that girl?” 
“Which one?” Bob asked, looking toward the stage.  “Lena, Bridge, or Angel?” 
“Wha— ” He turned toward the stage and there, sure enough, were three women 

where there had only been one.  Kevin turned with a wry grimace.  “The tall, dark one.” 
“Ah, you’re talkin’ about Angel,” Bob said with what little could be seen under 

all the hair of a happy expression.  It turned almost sinister in a moment when Bob turned 
his attention to Kevin.  “What do you want with her?” 

Kevin was studying the other man’s reactions.  A lot could be read from body 
language.  “Well, I don’t know, exactly.”  He took in a deep breath, thinking how to play 
this one.  He leaned his elbow on the bar and rolled his bottle in his hands.  “I’m trying to 
find the murderer of those street kids that are turning up dead and the only person I’ve 
seen them around is Angel.” 

“Ah, well, there’s a good reason for that.”  Bob looked up and nodded.  “I’ll be 
right back.”  He went, took the order of several customers and came back after serving 
them their drinks.  “See, Angel has a soft spot for the kids.  She’s kinda taken ‘em under 
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her wing so to speak.  She brings ‘em to her pad and feeds ‘em regular like.  She gets ‘em 
clothes, coats, and blankets.  She takes care of ‘em as much as they let her.” 

Kevin’s eyes narrowed in thought.  He tipped his head with a frown.  “Whoever is 
taking these kids is someone they know, ‘cause no one’s reported kids being taken 
against their will.” 

Bob gave him a hard expression.  “Look, these kids, they got it tough being out on 
the streets and stuff.  They don’t trust no one, not even Angel.  If you’re lookin’ for 
someone, you’re lookin’ for someone other’n Angel.” 

Kevin nodded. 
“She’s been playin’ here for about a year now,” Bob continued. “She’s our 

regular band.  She’s the toughest girl I know, but she’s got a heart of fluff, if you take my 
meanin’.” 

Kevin looked at the man and nodded again. 
“There ain’t no way on God’s green earth that girl could ever hurt those kids.” 
Kevin was silent as Bob went to fill another order.  He finished his beer and when 

Bob came back, he ordered another.  “Bob,” he said, his voice distant in thought, “do you 
think that by helping them, they might be more trustworthy and in doing so, endangering 
themselves by trusting someone else who’d be willing to help?” 

Bob looked at Kevin for a long, silent moment as the musicians warmed up.  “I 
warned Angel about that, but she wouldn’t hear nothin’ about it.  Those kids that were 
killed, they were the softer of the bunch, still green, if you know what I mean.” 

Kevin nodded.  He knew what the streets were like, having grown up on them 
himself. 

Bob saw something in Kevin that softened the burly man.  He handed Kevin his 
beer and leaned on the bar.  “I think you’re onto somethin’ with that.  My 
recommendation?  Talk to Angel.  Let her know you’re wantin’ to help, but don’t be 
expectin’ no flowerin’ woman outta her.  No, sir.  She’s tougher’n shit.”  Bob nodded and 
left him to his own thoughts. 

Kevin turned as the group started their first song.  Angel was a puzzle inside of 
another puzzle.  He knew that in order to find the killer, he’d have to put one puzzle 
together before he could go onto the next. 

As he sat there listening to them play, the music itself seemed to pull at his heart.  
He watched Angel as she led the group on the piano and with her low, sultry voice.  He 
watched with amazement as she closed her eyes and sang, expressing emotions that 
everyone else felt.  He scanned the crowds and knew he wasn’t the only one affected by 
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her music.  Others were as well.  She sang of pain and loss, of joy and hope.  She sang of 
grief as if it were a painful treasure. 

The crowds hushed, something he had never really seen when he’d gone to see a 
live band play at a bar, especially a dive like this one.  They didn’t stop talking, but the 
crowd definitely quieted down as they were lulled by the spell of her song. 

And in this moment, he found he was drawn to Angel in a way that he couldn’t 
explain.  She tugged at his heart when she loosened her voice to sing, the emotions 
visibly taking over her heart.  He turned back to his beer.  He needed to learn more about 
her.  There wasn’t a doubt in his mind about that. 

**** 
Angel sat at the piano that she had bought and left backstage at the bar.  The 

music they played was by no means the normal bar music.  It was raw, upbeat, and full of 
emotion, but it pulled a good crowd every weekend and the take was enough to pay her 
bills and then some. 

As she played and sang along to their opening tune, she scanned the crowed.  She 
spotted Bob talking to a man at the bar. 

Bob nodded to her and flicked his gaze toward someone down the bar a bit. 
She frowned at him, finishing the chorus and going into the instrumental, and 

shook her head. 
He rolled his eyes and walked toward the man in question.  He gestured toward 

Angel, and the man turned. 
The man was bald, tall, and well-built.  He leaned up against the bar and a 

shoulder holster complete with a gun exposed itself.  He smiled and tipped his beer at her 
before closing his eyes to listen to the music. 

She looked at Bob, a question in her eyes 
He shrugged and gave her the thumbs up sign. 
She shook her head and ignored them, concentrating instead on the music.  Lena 

was singing a sultry song of love while Angel played the harmony on the piano and sang 
back-up.  Bridget was playing a soft, counter melody on her flute.  Chase was playing the 
bass while adding his voice as a counter-harmony.  Randy was vegged out on the drums, 
and Sam was jamming on the guitar, occasionally adding his voice to the mix. 

They played two sets, and then took a break.  Bob motioned her over with a tilt of 
his head, wiping a mug.  She walked over to him and took the mug of beer he had poured 
for her.  The rest of the group came over and took their drinks as well. 

“Nice turn out,” Lena said, brushing her pink and black dreads off of her neck and 
taking a napkin to soak up the sweat. 



Bad Girls Do It Better, Volume 6: ALONE 

15 

Sam shrugged, his black hair slicked back.  He opened his strumming hand and 
stretched it.  “It’s about average, I guess.” 

“We should start marketing,” Bridge said, pulling her long, red locks away from 
her face with one hand and taking a sip of her beer with the other. 

“Just don’t think you can ditch me,” Bob said with mock-ferocity.  “Just you 
remember who found you guys.” 

Randy smiled at the man and sank onto a barstool.  He didn’t say much.  He never 
did.  He was a tall black man with a dark mood constantly around him. 

Chase leaned up against the bar, a carefree smile on his face.  “I think it’s time for 
me to meet the locals.” 

“And while you’re at it,” Bob said with a gleam in his eyes, “how about you break 
a few more hearts so the lovely ladies can drown their sorrow, huh?” 

Chase laughed throatily.  “You got it, boss.” 
Lena and Sam leaned toward each other and started a hushed conversation as the 

boxed music blared through the bar.  Bridge hunched over her beer, glancing around the 
bar not saying much and looking like she was completely out of her element. Randy just 
sat as he always did, silently watching all that was around him. 

Bob leaned over the bar and got Angel’s attention.  “Man over there, he’s a cop,” 
he murmured in her ear.  “He needs to talk to you.” 

Angel pulled back. “Cop?” she asked perplexed. 
Bob’s eyebrows shot up as he nodded, shrugged, and walked away. 
No words of warning which meant there was something in the man that Bob 

liked. 
Angel looked over at the bald man Bob had pointed her to and swallowed.  He 

didn’t exactly have “cop” written all over him, but he didn’t blend in either.  He was tall 
and muscular under his white t-shirt and grey dress jacket.  His jeans fit his muscular 
frame extremely well.  She let out a small whistle.  He was a fine-looking man that was 
for certain.  He looked at the tall blonde who walked up to him and answered her 
question with a slight smile.  It wasn’t a domineering smile.  It wasn’t a sneer as though 
he thought he was above the woman.  It was just a smile.  Would it be too much to hope 
that someone was finally taking the murders seriously and were trying to help? She shook 
her head.  If the kids had taught her anything, it was that you could never take anything 
for granted. 

Attitude, she reminded herself.  It’s all about the attitude. 
She raised a single ebony eyebrow over her almond-shaped eyes and sauntered 

over to the cop.  She leaned against the bar, her beer in hand and took a long drink as he 
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looked up at her and leaned back, his own dark eyebrows lifting over the darkest blue 
eyes she had ever seen.  She set her mug on the bar and tipped her head onto her 
shoulder.  “You wanted to talk to me?” 

“Not here,” he said succinctly, but almost lazily.  He looked her up and down with 
an expression of open admiration.  “Can we talk after this?” 

She shrugged.  “We have a couple more sets.” 
He nodded.  “I’ll stick around.” 
“Am I in any trouble?” she asked him archly. 
He smiled at her slyly.  “Should you be?” 
She opened her arms so that he could see the whole package better.  “A girl like 

me?” she asked with a shrug.  She leaned over her beer, closing the conversation and the 
open perusal.  “I can get into all kinds of trouble.” 

The cop leaned over and murmured into her ear, clinking his beer bottle to her 
mug. “Here’s to hoping that you’re not.”  He pulled back, took a swig, and then tipped 
his head toward her.  “How about that?” 
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Chapter Three 
 
 
 

She had agreed to meet him at the diner not far down the street.  It was one of 
those twenty-four hour places that served marginally good food at best, but always had a 
fresh pot of coffee on.  She walked into the diner and spotted him sitting at a booth. 

He looked up and stood, holding out his hand in greeting.  “Hello, Angel,” he said 
in a cheerful, business-like manner, taking her hand in his and shaking it firmly.  “I’m 
Detective Kevin Stevens. I think you might have an interest in a case I’m working on.” 

Angel watched him warily and nodded as he gestured toward the booth seat 
opposite him.  She sat down, pushing the silverware lying on the paper napkin aside.  A 
slender, tired-looking waitress came up to her with a pot of coffee and gestured with it in 
her direction.  Angel nodded and waited as she filled two cups and left.  “What’s this case 
you’re working on, and why are you talking to me?” 

Kevin was silent as he poured about six packets of sugar into his coffee and 
doused it with cream. 

Angel stared at his concoction with a raised eyebrow and sipped her untainted 
coffee. 

He nodded.  “I’ll be blunt with you, Angel,” he said finally.  “I’m trying to find 
the killer of those kids.” 

“What kids?” she asked, carefully setting her cup down.  “There are a lot of them 
in New York.” 

He rolled his jaw as he watched her, gauging her reactions.  “I saw you outside 
the apartment building they live in.” 

“You’re following them?” Angel asked, giving him an equally gauging glance. 
“I’m trying to protect them.” 
She looked down at her mug and licked her lips. 
“I need to know who’s taking them.  I have a few theories and, as of this moment, 

I only have one lead.” 
“Me.” 
He nodded solemnly.  “You.” 
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She was quiet for a long time.  There was something about this man, the way he 
smiled, the expression in his eyes that made her think that he might be trusted.  She 
wasn’t going to go flying off the handle on a feeling.  She knew better than that, but it 
might not hurt to trust him…at least a little. 

“I didn’t murder those kids,” she said softly. 
His eyes were piercing as he watched her.  He nodded and took a sip of his coffee 

confection.  “I believe you.” 
She looked up to him, her blue eyes nestled in her Asian features pinning him to 

the spot.  “Do you?  Or is this just some way to gain my trust?” 
The cup paused at his lips as he stared into the hot and sad gaze of the woman in 

front of him.  He took in a deep breath and set his cup down, rolling it in his hands.  “I’ll 
be honest with you.  At first, I thought I was going to come here and trick you into 
trusting me so that I could get inside your mind.  You’re the only adult link that I have to 
those kids.  They trust you, and that would explain why no one saw anything.  You went 
up to them, talked them into following you, maybe promising to take them to your place 
and feed them, and then you take them and you kill them.” 

She shook her head.  “I could never do that.” 
“You’ve got to see it from my perspective,” he said softly. 
The silence held firm for a long moment. 
Angel watched the emotions as they battled across his strong jaw.  He really cared 

about those kids.  For whatever reason, whether it was because he thought he was being a 
gallant knight, or because he wanted to help kids who needed it, or he really cared.  She 
felt her protective walls of emotional ice falter just a bit as he continued to stare at his 
coffee mug, hopeless anger boiling in the depths of his eyes. 

“You’ve got to understand that no one gives a damn about these kids,” he said 
finally.  “They don’t even have names, most of them.  They’re kids that don’t want to be 
found, and society doesn’t want to find them either.  I have no leads and no direction.  
I’ve got to find this killer.  I’ve got to protect these kids.” 

“Why?” she demanded softly. 
His features darkened and an invisible shield fell over his expression.  “Personal 

reasons.” 
“My ass, personal reasons.”  Angel blinked and ground her teeth, clenching her 

cup with a white-knuckled death grip. 
Kevin looked at her through his thick, black eyelashes.  “I grew up down there.”  

He shrugged.  “Not in this town but another on the other side of the country.  I know 
what it’s like.” 
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“California?” 
“Colorado.” 
“Denver?” 
He nodded. 
She looked out the window into the darkened and nearly empty streets.  

“Somehow I can’t imagine Denver being quite like New York.  It’s unique.” 
“It’s not that unique,” he mumbled into his coffee. 
She glanced at him from the corner of her eye, let out a long breath, and looked 

into her cooling cup.  “They won’t let me in.”  He opened his mouth to say something, 
but she held up a hand to stall him.  “I invite the leader to bring the kids to supper every 
week or so.  Sometimes, they’ll come more often.  Sometimes, I won’t see them for a 
month.  And I don’t see them all.  Just a few at a time.  Chris is the only one they take 
orders from.  I’ve asked the others to come, but they won’t unless Chris takes them.”  She 
shook her head.  “They wouldn’t follow me off the streets if I asked.” 

“How long have you been helping them?” 
“Ever since I moved here.” 
“And that was?” he asked with an expectant lift of his bushy eyebrows. 
She quirked her lips and remained silent.  She didn’t want to tell him.  It was too 

close—she closed her eyes for a moment, and then captured his gaze again.  “About a 
year now, I guess.” 

He silently watched her, her posture straight and unrelenting, and her expression 
hard.  But in her blue eyes, there were scars, scars marked with sorrow that he just didn’t 
understand.  “Why?” 

“It’s personal,” she instantly ground out. 
“My ass,” he said softly. 
She looked at him, contemplating.  She could feel herself melting in his gaze.  He 

looked at her as if he cared.  It wasn’t pity.  It wasn’t sympathy.  It was empathy, an 
emotion of concern.  She shook her head and stood up.  She had to get out of there.  
“Meet me at Times Square tomorrow.  Chris is working it.  He starts early, finishes late.  
I’ll be there in the rush.” 

He raised one eyebrow.  “And what are we going to do?” 
She dug a dollar bill out of her pocket and threw it on the table. 
“Coffee’s on me.” 
She gave him a hard look.  “That’s for the waitress.”  She watched him as his 

gaze discreetly traced her figure.  She leaned down, her face close to his, the urge to 
touch another living person too much for her to control.  “This is for you.”  She cupped 
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the back of his head and took possession of his lips, fighting him for control, battling the 
need, the desire welling up inside of her.  She broke away.  “So you know what you’re 
missing out on.”  Then she turned and left. 

**** 
There was something about that detective that made her heart hurt.  She didn’t 

know what it was exactly, but she knew that as soon as this case was done, she was never 
going to see him again.  He brought back images of her past.  He reminded her of what 
her life had been like before.  She tossed her keys on the kitchen counter with a 
vengeance, listening as they bounced off the microwave and crashed into the toaster.  She 
ripped off her jacket and threw it along with her shiny black helmet on the couch as she 
stalked into her bedroom. 

He’d followed her to her apartment.  She’d tried to shake him, but he had stuck 
close.  Finally, after driving around aimlessly for about an hour, she had gone home and 
had led him straight to her hideout.  It wasn’t really a hideout, but she didn’t need anyone 
investigating her, or digging into her past.  She’d buried it a little over a year ago and 
that’s exactly the way she wanted to keep it. 

She stripped down to her underwear, switched out her day bra for a sports bra, 
and went to bed.  There, she lay, tossing and turning, but getting no rest.  Sleep was 
allusive at best.  Her large bed was cold and empty and brought home the emotions of 
loneliness that this damned detective had dredged up. 

“Son of a bitch,” she muttered and dragged herself out of bed again. 
She went into her small living room devoid of furniture.  There was an old 

second-hand couch, a bookcase with a sparse collection of books and DVD’s, and a TV 
on a small table.  Her old stereo that she’d had since high school was sitting on top of the 
tiny TV.  She turned on a CD with a good bass beat and stood in the center of the room, 
her eyes closed.  In her mind, she saw this killer hunched over a faceless child.  She knew 
exactly what she was going to do with him. 

She moved to the beat of the music, punching, kicking, and thrusting.  It was 
basically a cardio kick boxing routine but with more “practice” and less repetition.  She 
knew what she needed—she needed to get this physical energy out of her system.  She 
knew what she wanted—she wanted to kill this man, this nameless being, just like she 
wanted to kill her own mother.  But her mother was already dead.  There was no help for 
it.  She would have to take this anger out on this man, whoever the fuck he may be. 

But she couldn’t concentrate like she normally could.  Usually she could find the 
Zen and flow with it, but tonight was different.  Tonight, her mind kept wandering 
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towards a pair of brilliant blue eyes that looked at her with concern and offered her silent 
comfort. 

Her body built up a sweat, and the CD stopped playing long before she was ready 
to quit.  She hadn’t been able to stay focused long enough to get nearly enough anger out, 
but it was three-thirty in the morning.  She needed to get to bed.  She walked towards her 
single window and pulled the ugly beige curtains that had come with the place just 
enough to peak outside.  Sure enough, there was the good detective sitting in his blue 
sedan parked not far from her building. 

She raised a single eyebrow and let the curtain fall.  He’d sparked the life of 
passion inside of her and now it refused to be quelled.  It wasn’t purely sexual.  It was 
more as if life was invading her body, ransacking her soul, and invading her heart. 

There was only one way she knew how to control it.  Sex.  Good—hard—clear 
sex.  She looked at the window again. For better or worse, she’d turned all other men 
away, and they knew to keep away from her.  If she was going to have a taste of 
controllable passion, she was going to have to use the detective.  And it served him right 
for awakening these feelings inside of her, especially when she’d worked so long to 
barricade all emotions away.  She slipped on a pair of flip-flops and walked out of her 
apartment door in her underwear. 

He had been kind of dozing off, but when he saw her walking towards his car like 
a predator on the hunt, he sat up and rubbed his face as if trying to rub the image of her 
out of his mind. 

She smiled slightly and knocked on his window. 
It took him a few moments of fumbling around, but he finally managed to engage 

the electrical system and roll down his window.  “What’s going on?  Did you hear 
something?” 

She just stared at him. 
He opened his mouth to say something, but stopped as he took in her attire.  He 

looked up at her with a seriously confused frown.  “Why are you out here in your 
underwear?” 

She shrugged.  “Bikini’s show more.  What’s the problem?” 
“But that,” he said, staring at her grey sports bra and boxer-briefs, which hugged 

her well-muscled body, “is no bikini.  It’s more…personal,” he finished, looking up into 
her face.  “Kind of.” 

“I want to talk to you.”  She stepped away and stopped, watching him expectantly 
as he sat dumbstruck in his car.  “In my apartment.” 

“What’s this all about?” he asked warily. 
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“You’ll see,” she said and walked away, knowing without a doubt that the man 
would follow. 
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Chapter Four 
 
 
 

“What’s going on here?” he asked softly as soon as he stepped inside the door. 
Angel closed and locked it behind him.  She turned, leaning against it, a hungry 

expression on her face.  She looked him up and down, licking her lips.  “I have a need.” 
“I’ve got a few of my own,” he said. 
She sauntered towards him, kicking off her shoes. 
“Like the need to pee,” he said suddenly.  He looked around as she walked up to 

him and set her hand on his chest.  “Got a bathroom?” 
She looked at him for a moment and backed away, her sultry attitude gone.  She 

gestured behind him.  “It’s the room with the toilet.” 
He nodded and walked briskly to the safety of the bathroom.  He closed the door 

and locked it.  After finishing up, he stared at himself in the mirror.  What was she up to?  
She seemed like the don’t-touch-me type of person, so why the sudden switch?  He shook 
his head as doubt slipped through.  He stared himself in the eyes.  Maybe his original 
instincts were right.  Maybe she was the one, and that whole thing in the diner was a 
grand performance to make him believe she was innocent.  He had to be careful.  Of that, 
he was absolutely positive. 

When he stepped out of the bathroom, he found Angel staring out the window 
onto the street below, hugging herself.  He watched her with a wary suspicion.  He stood 
in the middle of her apartment and took in his surroundings. 

It wasn’t the best of apartments, but it was better than a hole in a wall or a 
cardboard box.  There was a small kitchen with the basics, an old bathroom, and one 
bedroom.  The living room had next to nothing in it, nothing personal, just plain.  The 
bathroom had only the bare essentials in it.  No fancy shampoos or lotions.  Just a razor, a 
hairbrush, some really cheap shampoo, soap, and deodorant.  Who was this woman? 

“What’s going on, Angel?” 
She shook her head.  “Forget it.  It was stupid.  Now leave.” 
His eyes narrowed.  He’d spurned her advance.  This tough-as-nails woman was 

hurt because she had made an advance and he had turned her away.  “I’m just a little…” 
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He looked toward her, his expression open and wandering as he searched for the right 
word.  “Wary, I guess.  I know next to nothing about you.” 

“Let’s leave it that way.” 
He bit his lip.  “You know I can’t do that.” 
She shrugged. 
He looked at her for a long moment.  “So let me get this straight.  You called me 

up here to have sex with you?” 
“I think you should leave now,” she said, her tone void of emotion. 
“Why?” 
She turned her head to look at him, her expression sinister in the streetlights 

filtering into the room.  “I said so.” 
“You also said come up, and I did.” 
She closed her eyes, her mouth firm, and turned back to the window.  “Forget it.” 
“Why me?” 
“You’re here.” 
“That’s it?” 
She shrugged.  “That’s it.” 
He reached up and scratched the back of his neck.  “Normally, I’m not that type 

of guy.” 
“Are you abnormal now?” she asked dryly, tracing something on the window. 
His heart beat heavily in his chest.  He thought about his options.  He could leave.  

He could walk out that door, follow up on his gut instinct, and do his job, but his feet 
were glued to the floor.  He willed them to move, to walk away, but instead, he found 
himself walking toward this strange, intoxicating woman.  “Not really.” 

She looked at him, surprise filtering across her shadowed eyes.  She narrowed her 
gaze.  “Why?” 

He shook his head, bringing his hand up to run his fingers along her arm.  “I have 
no idea.” 

She closed her eyes and breathed, relaxing slightly under his touch. 
“The only thing I do know is that I shouldn’t be doing this.”  And God knew that 

he shouldn’t. 
 
Angel turned toward him and stared into his eyes.  When she had gone 

downstairs, she’d been pissed—pissed off at the world—pissed off at the killer—pissed 
off at the kids—but mostly, she had been pissed off at herself.  She met his gaze and held 
it.  The light of the streetlamp glistened along his bald scalp and made his blue eyes 
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glitter.  His expression was a mixture of self-loathing and helpless surrender.  But there 
was something more. Something that tugged at her and wouldn’t let go.  Somewhere in 
those depths, she saw loneliness that sparred with her own. 

“I need this,” she whispered, feeling something inside of her crumble, her sanity 
lurking on the brink of destruction, her shields scrambling for balance.  All of her 
carefully constructed walls of ice that she had built around her heart were melting with 
the power of the passion that instantly leapt into his gaze.  She was too fragile right now 
to take it slow—to be romanced.  If she were shown kindness, she might break.  Her 
expression darkened with purpose as she grabbed his head in one hand and drew up to 
him, letting her other hand find and caress his dick through his pants. It was hard and 
becoming harder under her attention.  “Don’t give it to me gentle, Stevens,” she 
whispered against his lips.  “I need it hard.”  She teased his lips, threatening to bite.  “I 
need it rough.”  She took his bottom lip in-between her teeth and gently bit.  Letting go, 
she finished, “I need it now.” 

He needed no other invites.  He took her hair in both of his hands, sinking his 
fingers deep into the silky thickness and brought her lips to his, picking up where she had 
left off at the diner.  His lips claimed hers.  His teeth gnashed.  His tongue fought for the 
velvety warm recesses of her mouth. 

They both gasped at the instant fire that flared through their bodies.  Angel nearly 
wept.  How could she have forgotten what it felt like to be with a man? 

He pulled her face away and stared into her eyes.  “My name’s Kevin.” 
She looked up at him.  Stevens kept him distant.  Kevin took away boundaries, 

boundaries she desperately needed to keep up. 
“My name is Kevin,” he said more firmly, taking her head and tipping it, baring 

her throat. 
She closed her eyes, waiting.  His tongue snaked out and traced a sensuous, hot 

line from her shoulder to her ear.  She needed more.  She needed teeth.  She needed 
fingernails.  She needed anger.  She wrapped her arms around his chest and pulled him 
closer.  “I need it harder.” 

“Kevin.” 
“Don’t fucking play with me.” 
He took her earlobe and encased it within his mouth.  He raked his teeth along the 

lobe, sending shivers coursing through her entire body as she moaned in his arms.  “No 
boundaries, Ang,” he whispered in her ear.  “If you want me, and I know you do, you will 
call me by my name.” 
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The power of the fire he had kindled inside her body was slowly consuming her 
soul.  She fought it.  Damn if she didn’t, but she fought it.  She should say no.  She 
should tell him to get the fuck out of her apartment.  But she couldn’t.  She rested her 
head against his shoulder in defeat.  “Kevin,” she whispered. 

She could almost feel his smile of triumph.  He pulled her head back, revealing 
her neck to him once more.  She closed her eyes to his expression.  She didn’t need to see 
how he had won.  She needed to feel him take control, to warp her to his sexual need, and 
to meld him to hers. 

His tongue found her neck and his teeth tentatively followed. 
She snaked her arm between them and grabbed a hold of his head, pressing his 

mouth into her neck.  “Bite me, you fucker.” 
With a growl, his teeth found that space around the main muscle and bit.  Wetness 

coated her pussy, filling it with a masochistic joy.  She pressed harder, and he bit harder 
until she cried out, unable to contain herself any longer.  He pulled away, raking his teeth 
the whole way.  He bit along her collar bone, nibbling his way around to the other side, 
but instead of doing what she expected and biting her neck over there, he let go of her 
hair, and took her earlobe in his teeth, reaching underneath her bra to find a hard, eager 
nipple.  Without hesitation, he took it and twisted it until she cried out, squirming, unable 
to contain the desire burning through her body. 

He slammed her into the wall next to the window, took a hold of the bra, and 
whipped it over her head and up her arms as she held them above her head.  He took her 
forearms and held them in a vise-like grip, pinning her to the wall as he dipped down and 
found a breast.  Using his teeth, he bit a pathway along her breast and mounted his mouth 
above her nipple.  There he stopped, looking up at her. 

“Fucker, am I?” he asked softly, his dark eyebrows arching over his devilish 
smile.  “Is that what you call all your lovers?” 

“Just you,” she bit out, trying to shove her breast into his face. 
Even holding her arms at head-level, he was able to pull away, while she was only 

able to push out from the wall only so far.  He smiled evilly at her.  “If you want anything 
from me, you will call me by my given name.” 

His head stayed in place for one tantalizing minute.  His tongue snaked out and 
drew a wet circle around the crest of her nipple, but as soon as she pushed forward, he 
retreated. 

She threw her head back and hit it against the wall in frustration.  “God damn!  
Just take the fucking thing in your mouth and bite the bitch.” 
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He chuckled and shook his head, blowing where his tongue had just been.  
“Simon says, Ang.” 

“Don’t call me that,” she rasped, her breath catching in her throat as her body 
tried to gasp in helpless wonder and fight at the same time, her body gyrating, unable to 
hold still under the barrage of passion.  “My name’s Angel.” 

He tsked at her.  “You should have thought of that before you called me up here.  
I said no boundaries and I mean it.”  He watched her breasts as they came tantalizingly 
closer with each pass.  He reached out and nipped one, raking his teeth along its length as 
she pulled away. 

She stilled for one second before letting out a frustrated, ragged cry.  “Quit 
playing with me, you bastard.” 

“Such language,” he admonished, and did the same to the other, quickly raking 
his teeth along the length of her nipple, giving her a taste without giving her the ability to 
really savor it.  “When all I ask for is one thing.  One thing, and I will do your bidding.” 

Her breathing was coming in as ragged gasps that almost sounded like pitiful cries 
of frustration.  She leaned her head up against the wall and closed her eyes; her body so 
filled with lust it was painful.  “Kevin,” she whispered.  “Please.” 

He stilled, as did she.  He brought his face up to hers, looking her levelly in the 
eyes.  “Please, Kevin, what, Ang?” 

She opened her eyes and stared deep into his, a look of pleading and desperation 
hidden in their depths.  “Give me pain to make the pain go away,” she whispered. 

Something happened to Kevin, something that touched her in a way that no one 
else ever had.  Understanding washed over his face.  He closed his eyes for a brief 
moment, and when he opened them again, passion was all there was to see.  He slammed 
his mouth over hers and devoured her like a starving man. 

He maneuvered her over to the kitchen with one hand, his mouth still laying claim 
to her soul.  With the other, he was wrestling with the buttons of his shirt and failing. 

Desperate, she took his shirt in both hands and ripped it open, buttons flying 
everywhere.  Together, they pushed the offending garment away.  He pressed her into the 
counter, taking her head in one hand and bringing it to his own nipple.  “I can’t take pain 
as well as you, baby, but you can bite me.  Take it out on me.”  His other hand settled for 
one moment over her heart.  “Make me feel what’s in here.” 

She squatted a bit, her hands wrestling with his fly and trying to shed him of his 
pants as he took off his shoes.  She circled his nipples with her tongue, exulting in the 
gasp that escaped his mouth.  She closed her teeth gently around his nipple, pushing his 
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pants down, gauging how much he could take.  He kicked them off and grabbed hold of 
the counter behind her as if holding on for dear life. 

With a sudden decision, she bit down harder, not trying to take it off, but hard 
enough for him to know—to feel what she felt.  A ragged, wholly male cry issued from 
his lips as he threw his head back and gripped her hair, bringing her in closer.  The tighter 
he squeezed her face to his chest, the harder she bit until he let go with a sudden, guttural 
cry. 

He pulled back and looked at her, his face a stormy expression.  He spun her 
around and placed her hands on the counter.  “You like pain?” he asked quietly.  “You 
need it?”  He raised his hand and brought it down hard on her ass.  “Maybe I need to give 
it.”  He spanked her hard again. 

Passion instantly flooded through her system, wetting her pussy to an extreme she 
had never felt before.  She could feel her own juices not only making for an easy 
entrance, but also softening the friction of her clit and inner thighs. 

She leaned into it.  “Again,” she commanded.  “Harder, Kevin, please.” 
He repositioned and brought his hand down harder, upon the other cheek. 
That one stung and was close to being too much, but she couldn’t stop him and 

she couldn’t stop her need.  She needed this. She could feel her walls strengthening, 
surging around her, making her the tough bitch she was supposed to be.  “Again,” she 
demanded.  With each spank, her walls grew in strength as the passion poured through 
and around her until she thought she was about to peak. 

He must have sensed it or heard it in the desperation of her voice as she 
commanded him to spank her again and again.  He stopped, one hand rubbing the hot 
surface of her ass as his other hand slid down her crack to find her warm, wet pussy.  He 
pushed two fingers high into her pussy and watched as she jerked in reaction.  The walls 
of her pussy began to thrum faster and faster around him. 

She clenched her hands into balls and held on tight.  Not yet.  Not yet.  “Get your 
dick in there, Kevin,” she commanded hoarsely, not knowing how long she could hold 
off.  “Now.” 

He didn’t need another invite.  He grabbed her hips, bent his knees and drove his 
dick deep inside of her, slamming into her again and again, long strokes, short strokes, 
until she cried out and he took her harder, deeper.  It was too much.  Two hard, deep 
strokes and he buried himself inside of her as far as he could go, spilling his seed. 

They both stayed as they were, trying to catch their breath.  He needed to collapse 
on top of her, but he stayed upright, feeling his dick shrivel inside of her bit by spent little 
bit.  He traced outlines on her back and then withdrew, going to the bathroom.  He took a 
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washcloth from the linen closet and wet it down with warm water.  He returned to find 
her still leaning over the counter, her head in her folded arms. 

He wrapped one arm around her waist and used the other one to spread her legs 
again.  He took the warm washcloth and cleaned away his seed.  “I should have worn a 
condom.” 

“It’s not like you were planning on being sexually assaulted today,” she 
murmured over her shoulder, looking at him with a narrowed gaze.  She shook her head.  
“What are you doing?” 

He finished cleaning her up and smiled, heading back to the bathroom to put the 
cloth in the hamper he had seen.  He came back and leaned against the counter next to her 
shoulder.  He shifted, leaning his elbow on the counter and tracing lines along her arm.  
“Pain to fend off pain, huh?” 

It was as if he had assaulted her.  She closed her eyes and stood, turning her back 
to him. 

He stood up and traced his fingertips up her back and down her arms.  “You feel 
guilty?” 

“I think you should leave.” 
“I think I should stay,” he said, feathering kisses along her shoulders. 
She leaned into him, but shook her head, unexplainable tears fighting towards the 

surface.  She turned toward him.  “You took down the walls.” 
He looked at her, and taking her arms in his hands, he gently turned her to face 

him.  “You should have asked what kind of lover I was before you offered yourself to 
me,” he said softly. 

Her breath caught in her throat as a tear nearly escaped.  She looked away and 
jerked out of his hold.  “Get out,” she whispered raggedly. 

“Ang—“ 
“Get out,” she repeated, pointing angrily toward the door, two tears falling down 

each cheek. 
He slipped into his clothing, unable to button his shirt over his well-muscled 

chest, and went up to her on his way to the door.  He cupped her chin in one hand and 
brushed the tears away with the other.  “You’re not alone, Ang,” he whispered.  “No 
matter how hard you try.” 

Her body shook with an unvoiced sob, as more tears slipped from her eyes.  “I 
said get out,” she whispered forcefully and pushed him towards the door. 

“Bright and early tomorrow,” he reminded her.  “I’ll be there.” 
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She closed the door on his words, and his kind, sympathetic expression, smelling 
his sexual musk filtering through her apartment.  She didn’t know what she had originally 
planned to do, but she didn’t think that this was it. 

She ran the shower as cold as she could stand, and hugged herself as the water 
cascaded down around her.  She didn’t know what he had done, but she suddenly felt 
more alone, more desperate, and fragile than she ever had before. 

The bastard. 
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Chapter Five 
 
 
 

Times Square was a busy place as hundreds of people moved quickly along the 
wide sidewalks on their way to work.  The sun was still low in the sky, but already the 
temperature was soaring, the hot, humid air was sticking to Angel’s jeans, making her 
pink t-shirt stick to her back and midriff.  She scanned the crowds for Chris.  No loitering 
signs dotted the street, but that didn’t stop the pickpockets, panhandlers, and the drug 
dealers.  Men walked up to cars whose windows were rolled down.  Money and drugs 
changed hands.  Windows were washed and fares were demanded for the service.  The 
homeless made themselves invisible while trying to gain attention for change.  Shifty 
fingers found wallets and lifted what they could. 

She spotted Chris on the other side of the street where he was making himself 
invisible, appearing to wait for a bus.  She crossed the street with a large crowd of silent 
individuals.  All that could be heard was the buzz of the city, blaring music, the constant 
roar of the backed up vehicles, the honking of horns, the screams of sirens and the clip of 
many hundreds of feet. 

Someone touched her arm, lighting grabbing her elbow.  She turned, her feet 
touching the safety of the curb as horns blew to let the pedestrians know that they no 
longer had the right of way. 

Kevin looked around, his gaze piercing the crowd.  He didn’t look at her, but his 
hand refused to let go of her arm.  “Is he here?” he asked over the din. 

She ground her teeth and looked away, heading toward the bus stop where Chris 
stood. 

Chris disengaged from the crowd waiting for the bus and joined Angel and Kevin 
as they walked past.  “You’re crimping my A-game, Angel,” he said, his fingers moving 
swiftly in the crowd.  Already his pockets were beginning to look fuller than normal.  He 
wore the green army jacket, the sleeves rolled up, and the zipper open to let in even the 
smallest of breezes.  “Who’s the cop?” 

“Detective Stevens,” Kevin answered, his gaze flitting over the back of Chris’s 
head. 

“I don’t talk to no cops,” the boy said firmly.  “Angel, what the hell is this?” 
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“He’s trying to find the killer.” 
Chris maneuvered them toward a parking garage entrance.  He ducked around the 

corner and stopped, looking Kevin up and down.  “I didn’t think the cops cared.” 
“I do,” Kevin said simply, letting go of Angel’s arm and facing the boy squarely.  

His baldhead was gleaming and his blue eyes were hidden behind dark, black sunglasses 
that reminded Angel of The Fly.  He wore the same jeans as yesterday, but had donned a 
tight, green t-shirt instead of the button-up he’d worn the night before. 

Chris glared at the man then turned to Angel.  “I’m keeping my eyes open.” 
“So am I,” she said evenly.  “I’m keeping my eye on you today, make sure you’re 

not the next one.” 
“I doubt I would be,” Chris said, crossing his thin arms over his chest and looking 

away.  He took in a deep breath.  “Don’t step on me, Angel.  You steer clear and stay out 
of my way.” 

She nodded. 
“And you,” he said, looking at Kevin.  “You disappear.  I don’t want to see you.  I 

don’t want to smell you.  People see a cop sniffin’ around me and I’m done.  You hear 
me?” 

Kevin nodded.  “I need to go by the station anyway.” 
Silence enveloped the group.  “Are we still on for tonight?” Angel asked. 
“You still making that Taco salad thing?” 
She smiled and nodded.  “Yeah.” 
“We’re still on.”  He looked over at Kevin.  “Is he going to be there?” 
“Maybe,” Angel answered. 
“I’d like to,” Kevin added.  “I need to talk to you and the kids.  I need to know 

who you think the killer might be.  I need inside.” 
Chris looked at Kevin with nothing but clear and open suspicion.  “Right.  Well, 

I’ll let them know.”  He turned to Angel.  “Don’t plan on us all being there.  I doubt 
they’ll be happy about a cop hanging around.” 

“Just let them know he’s one of the good guys,” Angel said helpfully. 
“Right,” Chris snuffed.  “Good guys fight for the people who can afford them.  

They don’t fight for us nobodies.” 
Kevin nodded and turned away.  “Well, you haven’t met me yet.” 
 
He walked to the subway.  He had parked at the station early that morning and 

had taken the subway down.  He had hoped to get some information from the boy early 



Bad Girls Do It Better, Volume 6: ALONE 

33 

on in the day so that he would have something to follow.  But he had an invitation to 
dinner and that, at least, was something.  He hoped he could make the most of it. 

The train car was packed.  He hated taking the subway.  He felt more like a 
sardine than a human being.  Everyone was quiet as they waited to push their way to the 
doors for their stop.  Some people had headphones on and were bopping to the music 
only they heard.  Others were reading the paper or some paperwork they had brought 
with them.  But everyone was straight-laced and quiet, never meeting the gaze of the 
people around them and no one was smiling.  That was the New York welcome and way 
of life. 

He got off gratefully one stop too early, but he didn’t care.  Captain Myke wasn’t 
going to fire him because he was late.  The captain understood Kevin’s relentlessness.  
He would follow a lead to the ground if he had to and often he did.  The good captain 
wasn’t happy with his case, but it was viable.  Who knew when this killer would stop 
choosing street kids and start taking kids from their homes or from school?  He was going 
to stop this man before it got to that. 

He honestly didn’t think that he was after an average serial killer.  This 
felt…different.  It couldn’t be a coincidence that the kids who had been killed all came 
from the same house.  It was premeditated.  This killer wasn’t after a cheap thrill.  He 
wasn’t after an easy kill, as a street kid would be.  He was after something else, but what 
that something could be was unknown to Kevin. 

His partner met him at the elevator.  A look of surprise flooded her face.  She 
grabbed his arm and pushed him back into the elevator, taking them back down to the 
main level.  “I need coffee,” she said simply, and looked him up and down with a critical 
eye.  “It looks like you could use some too.  Finally get a lead?” 

“Maybe.” 
Detective Sarah Evans was a short, plump woman in her thirties.  She was past 

the point of caring what other people thought she should look like, and had given up the 
pretense of working out and watching her diet a couple of months before.  She had other 
people to run after the bad guys, as she put it.  Like her partner.  She was wearing khaki’s 
and a t-shirt that read Bitches Rule.  Her short blonde hair was spiked up in one of the 
latest, trendy New York styles, and her small, dark-rimmed glasses sat perched on her 
sassy nose. 

They went to a little shop down the street and ordered two plain coffees.  She 
handed him a handful of sugar packets and poured creamer into her coffee before handing 
that to him as well.  She put the lid on her cup and turned toward him.  “So, what’s her 
name?” 
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He stirred his coffee and tasted it tentatively before tossing the stirring straw in 
the trash and putting the lid on his own cup.  He moved out of the way of another patron 
and took a longer drag from his cup.  “Who?” 

“This woman you had the late night with,” Sarah said, her green eyes twinkling 
mischievously. 

 He frowned at her and held open the door.  “What do you mean?  How do you 
know?” 

She pointed at her nose.  “You forgot to shower this morning.” 
He groaned, stepping through the door, tossing his head in mock chagrin.  “I 

thought it was my bed-head giving it all away.” 
“Nice try, baldy,” Sarah said laughing.  “Couldn’t part with her scent?” she asked. 
Kevin shook his head.  “Late night, didn’t have time.”  They crossed the street 

and he opened the door to the precinct for her.  “Did you run that name I gave you?” 
She nodded, and then stared at him incredulously as she waved to the guard and 

sidestepped the metal detectors.  “Don’t tell me that’s the woman?” 
He looked at her in surprise.  “How in the hell do you know this shit?” 
Sarah smiled impishly up at him.  “I’m a mind reader, that’s how.”  She pushed 

the elevator button and didn’t say anything else until they’d reached their floor. 
He leaned over and whispered so that no one else in the busy cab could hear.  “Is 

it really that noticeable?  The smell?” 
She looked at him over her shoulder and exited the cab when the doors opened.  

“You’re talking to a woman who hasn’t had sex in two years, Kevin.  Yeah.  I can smell 
musk a mile away.  It’s like blood to a shark.” 

“Two years?” he asked, running to catch up to her.  “What about frog-boy?” 
“Ew,” she said disgustedly.  “Great conversationalist, but there was no way in hell 

that man was ever going to make it to my bed.” 
“What about…” He snapped his fingers a couple of times as they walked around 

desks and dodged people scooting in their chairs or walking briskly about.  “Oh, what’s 
his name, Mike?  Mark?” 

“Moody,” she offered and sat down at her desk.  “And no.  He died in a gang 
related shooting before we could clear first base.” 

“Dang,” Kevin said good-naturedly.  “You’ve got to act quicker.” 
“Like this Angelique Mortenson?” Sarah asked with a crafty smile. 
He nodded.  “Yeah, like Angel.” 
Sarah waited, watching him expectantly.  “Well,” she said, shaking her head.  

“Aren’t I going to get any juicy details?” 
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A smile crept across his face as he leaned back in his chair and propped his feet 
on his desk.  His coffee cup was forgotten by his feet as he clasped his hands behind his 
head and closed his eyes.  “It’s all in the attitude, babe.”  He sighed.  “She practically 
raped me.” 

She let out a disbelieving breath.  “Yeah right.  Like anyone that good looking 
could ever rape you.  Rape is unwilling sex, you dog.” 

Kevin’s smile deepened.  He dropped his feet and leaned on his desk.  “So 
gauging by the fact that you’ve seen her picture, I take it you found something on her.” 

Sarah nodded with a shrug.  “You might not like it though.  If you ask me, we’ve 
got our killer.” 

His eyes narrowed as he shook his head.  “What do you have?” 
“Well,” she started and pulled out a file, “it would appear that she has a few 

demons in her closet.” 
It was his turn to let out a disbelieving breath.  “And who doesn’t?” 
“Right, but not like this.”  She handed him the file.  “Miss Angelique Marie 

Mortenson was born and raised in Colorado Springs, Colorado.  She was never married, 
but had two daughters by the same guy. Only thing was, she lived with her parents the 
entire time.”  She shrugged.  “Unable to grow up and detach from momma’s skirts?” 

Kevin shook his head.  “Not the woman I met.” 
“Well,” Sarah said with a tilt of her head, “whatever the case was—” She took the 

file he had in his hands and opened it to an article.  There stood Angel, but a totally 
different Angel than the one he had met the night before.  This one was one of those 
neighbor-next-door girls with her business casual dress and her hair done up really cute.  
She was pictured next to two little girls; a man and a woman whom Kevin guessed were 
her parents.  “Her mother killed herself and her two grandkids.  No details as to the why.  
She just got them both in the car, and then drove into the reservoir.” 

Kevin narrowed his gaze.  “It could have been an accident.” 
She shook her head.  “There was no accident here, Kev.  It was a clear day.  

Roads were good.  Very little traffic, but there were a lot of eyewitnesses that testified to 
the fact that Mrs. Mortenson sped up, and then purposefully drove through the hole in the 
railing.  Apparently, a truck driver had just had an accident there and they hadn’t replaced 
the railing yet.” 

That explained a lot.  He shook his head.  That explained a hell of a lot, her 
constant sorrow, the bad-assed attitude, and her need for pain.  “And you think she’s our 
killer?” 
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Sarah nodded.  “It could be her way of dealing with it, you know.  She lost her 
kids and now other kids must die.” 

He shook his head.  “That’s a straw.” 
“And I’m pulling,” Sarah agreed.  “But it makes sense, Kev.  Look at it.” 
He did.  He read the reports, the articles.  He studied the pictures.  It appeared that 

Angel had been one of the Generation X; bad parents, couldn’t take responsibility for her 
kids, and couldn’t make it on her own.  With her mother dead, she’d have no one else to 
blame. 

“What about her father?” Kevin asked.  “Do we have a number?” 
“Better yet,” she said, handing him a scratch piece of paper.  “I called him 

myself.” 
He looked at her.  “And?” 
“And nothing.  He didn’t want to talk about the deaths and he didn’t want to talk 

about Angel.” 
Kevin nodded.  It wasn’t that Sarah wasn’t a good detective.  She just didn’t have 

the people skills.  He sighed and took the piece of paper, stuffing it in his pocket.  He’d 
try again later. 

“So what’s your lead?” Sarah asked.  “Besides Angel?” 
“Angel’s making supper for the kids,” he said, almost regretting telling her.  “I’m 

getting a chance to talk to them.” 
“Shit, Kev, it’s damn neared a closed case.  She reels them in with food, and then 

picks them off one at a time after she’s gained their trust.” 
He rolled his eyes and closed the file.  “And what if you’re wrong?  You have no 

proof.  It could be that Angel really is trying to protect these kids and that she’s trying to 
help them.  I think that, if anything, she made them trust too well.  They’re wild kids, 
Sarah.  When you’re on the streets, you trust no one.  If you trust one person, you’re 
bound to let another one in.” 

She shook her head.  “If not her, then who?  The gangs?  The mafia?  Oh, here’s 
one.  Maybe it’s one of our guys.” 

He sighed and turned on his computer.  “I don’t know yet.  But I’ll know more 
tonight.” 

“You’re too close to a viable suspect, Kevin,” Sarah warned, standing.  “You’d 
best be careful.”  She said and walked off towards the records room. 

He waited for his computer to boot up and hoped to hell that he’d get a lead, any 
lead, no matter how weak it was.  He needed Angel to be a good guy. 
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His hands clenched into fists.  She’d gotten under his skin and that couldn’t be 
good. 
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Chapter Six 
 
 
 

Angel had seen that Chris made it back to the house without any trouble.  Her 
thought was that someone was picking out the weaker kids to find something out.  Maybe 
they had taken something they shouldn’t have and someone was looking for it.  Or 
perhaps they had seen something they shouldn’t have and someone was trying to find out 
who else knew.  She knew that if that were the case, it was only a matter of time before 
they tried to pick up the kids’ ringleader. 

She drove her bike to her apartment and closed the door, preparing supper for an 
invading army.  She bit her lip as the events from the night before flooded through her 
system.  She shook her head.  She didn’t need this.  She didn’t need the constant 
reminder.  She needed to forget him, to get him out of her system and to continue.  
Weakness wasn’t something she could play with. She had to be tough.  She had to be 
strong. 

And dammit, she thought as she forcefully chopped the head of lettuce, she would 
be. 

With each vicious chop of her knife, she built her walls higher, and brought more 
of the mean out. 

Someone knocked on her door.  She checked the clock on the microwave and 
turned off the heat under the hamburger, putting the pan on a cool burner before heading 
toward the door.  She looked out the peephole and saw Kevin Stevens standing outside, 
chewing his bottom lip. 

She took in a deep breath, bringing out the bitch and tucking the softer, weaker 
Angel away.  She opened the door.  “You’re early. That means you can help.”  She 
turned and let him close the door behind him, giving him no options of foreplay. 

“Angel,” he said, coming up behind her, threatening her space. 
She interrupted him.  “Paper plates are up there,” she said, pointing behind her. 
“Nuh-uh,” he said, taking her hips in his hands and turning her to face him. 
She ground her teeth and glared up at him. 
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He took in the full heat of her gaze for a long moment before taking in a deep, 
calming breath.  He set his hands on either side of her on the counter, pinning her in 
place. 

“Back off,” Angel threatened in a low tone.  “This is the last time I’m going to 
warn you.” 

“We need to talk.” 
She put her hands on his chest and pushed, not even budging him.  “We can talk 

at a distance.” 
He shook his head.  “I don’t think so.”  He stared deep into her eyes, 

understanding flooding from his gaze into hers. 
She blinked as she felt her walls slip, as she felt the mean fall away and the bitch 

being slowly replaced by the weaker woman, capable of loving.  She pushed harder and 
stomped on his foot.  “Get the hell away from me, now!” she commanded. 

He winced from the pain in his foot, but refused to move.  He opened his eyes and 
looked at her.  “I know.” 

It must have been his tone, or that pity-filled way he looked at her.  All the anger 
she’d kept in her reserve came out and into her fist as she slammed it into his eye. 

He reeled back, holding his hand up to his face.  “Ang—” 
She stepped toward him, her fists at the ready and uppercut into his abdomen.  

“Don’t Ang me,” she said, her face twisted with unrelieved sorrow and hurt. 
He doubled up and breathed. One hand on the counter to help support him.  “This 

isn’t exactly how I thought this would go,” he murmured under his breath.  He looked up 
at her from his stooped position, his one eye starting to swell.  “Could we do tears?  I can 
handle those, I think.  I just said we needed to talk.  I didn’t say anything about you trying 
to kill me.” 

She backed away from him.  She’d known he was going to do his research.  She’d 
known he would take her address, find out who was living there, and dig.  She stood in a 
fighting position, her fists clenched.  “So let’s talk,” she said, from behind clenched teeth. 

“Why did your mother kill herself?” he asked, wincing as he stood up. 
Angel closed her eyes then opened them, the sick pain sinking into their depths.  

She needed to settle down.  She was slipping out of control.  She tried to beat back the 
emotion, but it stormed through her system.  Control, she breathed, control.  Her stance 
didn’t relax.  Her small nose flared as she breathed through the pain.  “Because of me.” 

With one arm wrapped around his midriff, he shook his head.  He winced and 
gingerly touched where she had hit him.  “Because you wouldn’t move out?  I know that 
that’s been pretty tough on a lot of parents of adult children, but—” 
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She shook her head.  “Because I told her I was.”  Painful tears were close to the 
surface.  The hurt in her heart, the hole, was excruciating.  She turned from him and 
walked to the window.  She took in deep breaths, seeking a calm she couldn’t claim.  She 
needed to be strong.  This wasn’t strong.  This was falling apart.  “I told her I was taking 
the girls and we were leaving the state.” 

It took Kevin a few minutes before he followed her.  He stood behind her for a 
long moment before finally reaching up and lightly tracing outlines on her back.  She just 
stood there, looking out the window, shaking so hard he thought she was going to tip 
over. 

She reached up and hugged herself, trying to hold onto her own arms to stop the 
shaking.  The grief was so overwhelming and the tears wanted to flow, but she wouldn’t 
allow them to.  The ice walls were creeping forward, deeper into her heart.  She was 
going numb, and she was okay with that as the shivering grew more intense and the tears 
abated. 

Kevin took his hands and ran them up her back, across her shoulder blades and 
down her arms, wrapping her into his embrace.  “You’re freezing.” 

She didn’t say anything.  A frigid calm overtook her as she looked out the 
window.  Her fingers felt ice-cold and the rest of her body was growing chillier by the 
minute. 

“Ang,” Kevin whispered into her ear.  “This isn’t good for you.  You have to talk 
about it.” 

“Talk about it?” she asked archly in a cold whisper.  “No one wanted to talk about 
it then.  I was just the bitch who couldn’t move out of her mother’s house.  I was the one 
who couldn’t afford to live on my own.  I was the misfit, the reject, and the whore.  No 
one wanted to hear that I was the one paying her bills after she spent Dad’s paycheck.  
They didn’t want to know that Mom’s stories were all lies.  They didn’t care that I was 
engaged to the father of my children for four years, and that Mother wouldn’t let me 
leave the house.  No one cared.  Mom was the pet.  She was needy, fragile, and afraid.  
Everyone loved her.  Everyone believed her.” 

Kevin held her tighter, tucking his head next to hers.  “It’s okay, baby.” 
“I’m not your baby,” she said, turning her frigid gaze on him.  She needed to 

know.  She needed to know if she could trust him.  She needed to know why he was here.  
She needed to know if he was tormenting her, putting her through this twisted hell out of 
fun or because he honestly cared.  She pushed away his arms and stared up at him with 
loathing and hate festering in her expression.  “Is this some game to you?” she demanded, 
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advancing on him.  “Are you trying to win my confidence so that I’ll confess to you?  Or 
do you just like to prey on women with a depressing past?” 

He held up his hands in surrender.  “I’m just trying to help.” 
“By offering me pity?” she spat, backing him into a corner.  “What can I do with 

that?” 
Kevin stopped, his own anger rising to the surface in a slow heat.  He stepped 

toward her, his face directly in hers.  “I’m offering you a heart, someone who cares,” he 
said forcefully. 

“You care?” she asked with a twisted sneer, “about me?”  Her breath was coming 
in shallow spurts as her emotions battled inside of her.  She needed to keep her anger, to 
be strong.  She needed to pad her spine with the fuel of it, but she needed warmth too, 
and that need was tearing through her system faster than the anger could maintain.  The 
anger slowly dissipated and was replaced by hurt and sorrow.  “Why?” she asked, her 
voice drowned with clogged tears.  “Why?  So that you can laugh at me behind my back?  
So you can take my heart-felt confessions and tell the world what a horrible person I 
am?” 

He shook his head with a confused look.  “Why would I do that?” 
“Everyone,” she said, her voice growing stronger and louder as she backed up, her 

fists tightly clenched.  “Everyone in my life has taken what I’ve told them, the emotions 
I’ve felt from the bottom of my heart, twisted them and lied, and turned everyone else 
around me against me so that I was alone, separated from everyone.  Don’t tell me,” she 
said, a tear sliding down her cheek, “that you’re any different from everybody else.” 

Concern washed through his one good eye as he reached up to hold her. 
But that was the wrong move.  She snapped.  Everything was going wrong.  Her 

heart was splintering into a million pieces.  She needed to gain back her control.  She 
wanted the pain to go away.  And as she felt his hands touch her, she saw all control 
leave in the promise of a warm caress or a word of love. 

She knocked his hands away, looked at him, and screamed her fury—her anger—
her despair—her unutterable aloneness, telling him without words to back off.  Her mind 
was screaming at him to stay away, but her mouth was unable to do anything more than 
purge raw emotions without form. 

He reached toward her, trying to outwit her flaying hands.  He winced as her nails 
connected with various body parts, mostly his arms and face.  But he fought through and 
finally held her arms pinned to her sides, holding her in a tight embrace.  Her entire body 
was so tight, so on edge.  He didn’t know how she was able to function.  He shook his 
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head, feeling her shake, but this time it was a different sort of shake.  He could feel her 
body temperature rise by small degrees as she cried silent tears. 

He kissed the top of her head, feeling her silky hair against his lips.  “It’s okay to 
cry, Ang,” he murmured.  “It’s okay to let go.” 

She leaned her forehead against his chest and closed her eyes, breathing in his 
scent, finding balance in her churning heart through the firmness of his embrace.  She 
was afraid—afraid she might be slipping in the abyss of insanity.  She turned her head, 
resting her ear against his chest.  How many times had she held her daughters just like 
this? 

She shook her head and pulled away.  “Not now.”  She looked to the ground and 
bit her lip.  “The kids should be here soon.” 

Kevin watched her walk toward the bathroom.  “We’re not done yet, Ang.” 
She closed the door, unable to meet his gaze.  “Yes,” she said in a tired, but 

stronger voice.  “We are.” 
His lips quirked as he looked around the apartment.  He needed a psychologist.  

That’s what he needed.  He needed someone who understood the psychosis of grief and 
what it could do to a person.  What he had seen was powerful and twisted, and it could be 
enough to…He licked his lips and rubbed his neck, walking around aimlessly.  It could 
explain how she could be the killer. 

His lips flattened as his expression filled with self-loathing.  That woman in there 
was filled with pain and grief.   But she didn’t allow herself to feel it.  She took life one 
day at a time.  He shook his head.  There was no— 

A knock sounded at the door. 
“Can you answer that, please?” Angel called from behind the bathroom door.  He 

could hear water running in the sink.  “It’s Chris.” 
“Sure,” he yelled back.  He took in a deep breath and narrowed his eyes until his 

swollen eye reminded him that he couldn’t do that.  He shook his head; sure that Chris 
would have something to say.  He screwed on his best, yeah-I-know-now-get-over-it look 
and opened the door.  Chris stood there with seven other kids at his back.  They were all 
between eight and probably fourteen, Kevin guessed. 

“Come in.” 
“Where’s Angel?” Chris asked, walking in without taking his eyes off of the 

detective’s face. 
Kevin leaned on the door, watching everyone troop in and waved towards the 

bathroom.  “Getting cleaned up.” 
“Did she hit you?” 
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Kevin shut the door, his lips flattening.  He leaned against it, shoved his hands in 
his pockets, and nodded. 

“Cool,” one boy said.  He stood taller than Chris and had skin so dark that one 
could barely tell it was brown when the light shown directly on it.  His hair was covered 
in a Yankees baseball cap, his body was finely toned and defined, not nearly as scrawny 
as Chris’ was. 

“You were talking about her girls,” said a small girl.  Kevin judged her to be the 
youngest.  She was shorter than the rest and had long, brown wavy hair that hung to her 
lower back.  Her face was cherub sweet and her big brown eyes were doleful.  “Weren’t 
you?” 

“Allie,” Chris warned quietly.  He glanced up at Kevin warily.  “We don’t speak 
about these things, especially in her own home.  Her home is her only escape.  Don’t go 
takin’ that from her.” 

Kevin looked at Chris with respect then turned his attention back to Allie. “We 
were.” 

All the kids nodded solemnly.  “Well,” said the skinny boy with striking Hispanic 
features.  “It’s about time someone did.”  His face screwed up as he judged Kevin.  
Finally, he struck out his hand.  “M’name’s Rule.” 

Kevin nodded with a smile.  “Detective Stevens.” 
“Hear tell you gonna help find that killer what’s off knockin’ us, eh?” 
Kevin turned to see who had said that and saw a tall boy of at least fourteen 

staring back at him with cool, grey eyes. 
He nodded. 
Chris clipped the boy with the back of his hand.  “That there’s Klip.  He’s all talk 

and no game.”  He gestured toward the girl next to him who could have been his sister.  
Her hair was a dirty blonde and cut real short.  Her body was tall and slender, but bony as 
if she never had enough to eat.  “This here is Bambi.” 

“I’m WiseCrack,” said a boy with a very goofy looking nose.  He seemed to know 
it too.  He wore his brown curly hair in what could only be described as a flat Afro or a 
balding clown’s haircut.  His teeth were crooked as though someone had tried to knock 
them out before.  He took the detective’s hand with an eager handshake. 

The next boy was shorter than most of the others, and not quite as muscular or as 
dark as Klip.  His brown eyes were kind and soft instead of bitter and hard as they should 
be.  “Sage,” he said briskly.  “I might not be as tough,” his large, brown nose flaring, “but 
I’m wise.”  He closed his eyes and ducked his head in respectful honor. 
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“And who’s this?” Angel asked with a chipper smile, coming up behind them all.  
“This must be Clam?” 

All signs of the tears, the pain and sorrow were gone as she looked over at the 
new boy who stood with his head bowed.  He was Hispanic.  His longish black hair hung 
past his ears and his brown eyes stared up through thick, full, black lashes.  Kevin tipped 
his head as he stared at this boy.  Something about him was familiar. 

“That’s Clam,” Chris confirmed.  He cleared his throat and looked around.  “So 
where’s the food?” 

Angel’s mouth lifted at one corner as she smiled.  “It’s right over here,” she said.  
“Wash your hands and step right up.”  She went to the kitchen and began tossing 
everything together in two of the biggest bowls Kevin had ever seen. 

He came up behind her.  “Paper plates are over here?” he asked softly. 
She ignored him, but nodded. 
He brought the plates out and set them on the counter beside her.  “Anything else 

I can do?” 
She glanced up at him, unable to meet his gaze.  She licked her lips and looked 

around her.  “Cups are in the cupboard.  Pull some down, would ya?” 
Kevin couldn’t stand it anymore.  He took her by her shoulders and held her in 

place, trying to capture her gaze, but it was as if something was broken inside of her.  He 
blinked.  “Ang, please know that I’m just trying to help.” 

She nodded tightly and swallowed, her lips flat and grim.  “I’m not used to it, is 
all.  I’m sorry.” 

He stared at her for a long moment before running his hands up and down her 
arms.  He looked up as the kids started trudging out of the bathroom.  He gave her a soft 
kiss to the top of her head and placed his forehead against hers, moving her so that his 
back was to the kids.  “Well, get used to it,” he murmured softly. 

“I just—” She stopped, closing her eyes and turning her head to hide her face in 
his cheek.  “I miss them,” she whispered through a clogged throat.  “So…bad.” 

“I know, baby,” he said.  He kissed her temple and pushed her away, gauging her 
emotional stability.  “We’ll talk more after the kids are gone, all right?” 

She looked up at him, meeting his gaze, and shrugged. 
He watched her leave the kitchen and set up on the floor of the living room.  

Somewhere in his heart, he knew that she was just an innocent bystander trying to do the 
right thing.  What he needed to do now was find someone else for his partner to go 
sniffing around. 
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Chapter Seven 
 
 
 

Angel and Kevin brought out all the food.  There was an extra bag of corn chips, 
two jars of salsa, and three jars of cheese dip to go along with the salad.  They all dug in, 
including Kevin.  He looked at Angel and nodded, his mouth full of salad.  “This isn’t 
exactly the way my mother always made it, but it’s damned good.” 

“Hell of a lot better’n that spaghetti shit you make,” Klip said, shoving a loaded 
chip into his mouth. 

“Could go hungry,” Chris reminded the boy, stirring his salsa into his salad. 
The other kids nodded in agreement. 
“Thanks, Angel,” Allie said softly, glancing up and giving her a shy smile through 

the hair that shielded her face. 
Angel smiled at the girl.  “You’re welcome.”  She swallowed a mouthful and 

cleared her teeth with her tongue.  “Can we talk about the murders?  I want to catch this 
guy.” 

Chris shrugged and cleared his throat, getting a drink of cold water.  “Don’t know 
what we can tell you, Angel.  Don’t know nothing.” 

Angel’s eyes narrowed as she set her supper aside.  “There’s got to be something.  
Think back to everyone you associate with on a regular basis.” 

“Boss’ men,” Sage offered, looking up from where he hovered over his plate. 
Chris shook his head.  “He wants money from us.  Why would he kill us off?” 
“He thinks we’re takin’ more’n we’re sharin’,” Klip said, his full lips pursed.  He 

stabbed more salad and shoved it in his mouth.  “Could be he wants us riffraff out of his 
joint.” 

Bambi shook her head. “Nah.  I doubt that.” 
Angel licked her lips.  “It almost looks like they were interrogated before they 

were killed.”  She frowned and looked around aimlessly. “I mean, I’m no expert here and 
I only saw Mark ‘cause I happened to be walking around when he was found and caught 
a glimpse.” 

Kevin looked up and studied her. 
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Her eyes narrowed in puzzlement and disgust.  She lowered her head, wisps of her 
long hair falling off of her shoulders.  “He was cut up.”  She shook her head.  “But that’s 
all I could see.”  Her face screwed up in a look of wild speculative dismissal.  “Nah.  I 
mean, why would they be interrogating him?  What could a street kid have that someone 
else would want?” 

The room was silent for a moment.  “Information,” Chris said silently.  He looked 
over at Clam and back down to the floor.  He nodded.  “I bet that’s it.” 

Clam seemed pensive and then nervous.  He looked around at the other kids.  A 
few of them looked up at him, and then back down again, but none of them said anything.  
He shook his head as surprise washed across his face. 

Angel narrowed her gaze as she looked at him.  He met her gaze then quickly 
dove into his food.  “Clam, where do you come from?” 

“Ah, come on, Angel,” Klip said in his most irritatingly persuasive tone.  “It ain’t 
like that, dog.  I mean, c’mon.  You know the rule.  Nobody don’t ask nothin’ about 
where we come from.” 

She licked her lips.  “I know, but…” She glanced at Klip then back over to Clam. 
“I feel like there’s something here that I’m missing.”  She looked around the group as 
they all ate with airs of innocence.  “I am missing something.  What’s going on here?  
Look, we can’t protect you unless we know who we’re protecting you from.” 

“Look, Angel,” Chris said easily.  “He’s just green and he’s learning what it 
means to be on the streets.”  He looked over at Clam who shook his head silently, saying 
something with his openly fearful and somewhat guilty expression.  Chris nodded and 
said firmly, “That’s all.” 

“Bullshit.” 
“Bullshit your bullshit,” Klip said, his hand coming up and adding to the 

emphasis of his statement.  “Learn when to back away, bitch.” 
Angel looked over at the tall boy and raised one eyebrow with a slight smile.  

“Did you just call me a bitch?” she asked, allowing the conversation to veer off.  She 
knew that Clam was the key, whoever Clam may be.  She had what she needed and that 
was good enough. 

Klip’s eyes smiled while his expression grew serious.  He crossed his arms over 
his chest, his lettuce-laden fork in one hand and pimped at her.  “Yeah, bitch.  That’s 
what I said.  You gonna pop one at me? 

She laughed.  She couldn’t help it.  Klip loved to play around.  Once you knew 
when he was playing and when he was “for real,” he was a trip.  She reached up and 
scratched her ear, pointing her fork at him.  “You just watch out, mister.” 
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“What?” he asked with all seriousness gone.  “You gonna Kung fu my ass?” 
She smiled at him, content that she had been able to get at least something out of 

the kids.  “I’m going to Kung fu someone’s ass.  I can promise you that.” 
 

After the kids had left and the food was long gone, Angel quietly 
considered Kung fuing Kevin’s ass. 
 “Can you go now?” she asked. 
He put the towel down after putting the last of the dishes away.  “No.” 
She turned to him, leaning against the sink and crossing her arms over her chest.  

“What about now?” 
He smiled tightly, leaned against the opposite counter, and mimicked her stance.  

He shook his head slowly. 
Her smile slid away as she glowered at the floor. 
“We have an unfinished conversation.” 
She held up one hand and looked at him.  “Look, you caught me off guard.  I’m 

sorry I broke down.  You don’t need to stay.  I want you to go.” 
“No.” 
She stared at him, pursing her lips in anger.  “No?” 
He raised one eyebrow and nodded once, almost offering a challenge.  “No.” 
She stood there for a long moment before pushing away from the counter, her 

hands up in surrender.  “Fine,” she said hotly.  “What do you want to hear now?  You 
want to hear about my rotten childhood that continued into adulthood?  Do you want to 
hear about how my kids died and what I was doing that day?  What?”  She stopped at the 
window, leaning against it with her arms crossed, waiting. 

He was silent. 
She glanced at him.  He had stayed where she had left him.  She had given him an 

icepack halfway through dinner for his eye, and it was looking marginally better.  She 
had to look away as a slight grin slid across her face.  At least she still had it in her. 

“How about why you’re not talking to your dad?” 
She shrugged.  “Why should I?” 
“Cause he’s your dad?” 
She sucked in her lips and nodded, staring out the window.  “Yeah.  He sure is.  

Should he get an award?” 
He looked at her from across the room.  “From all the reports, both of your 

parents were good people.  Your dad was highly paid and was vice president of his 
company, having worked his way from the ground up.  Your mother wasn’t really out in 
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the community, but there were no reports of abuse. She helped out in the school your kids 
attended.  She took care of them while you were at work.  She took them to all of their 
doctor’s visits for the year prior to this.” 

She turned to him.  “This came up in the police report?” 
He shook his head.  “No.  This came up in the emergency petition for temporary 

guardianship over your kids that your parents were wanting to file.” 
She stood in shock.  “The what?” 
“It was never filed, but their lawyer offered a copy of it to the police so that they 

could initiate an investigation against you.” 
She shook her head in shell shock.  “Bu—how?  She drove them off the dam.” 
“Apparently, this lawyer wanted to make sure you hadn’t tampered with the 

brakes or anything.” 
“They filed for—” She stopped, her brain running wild.  She shook her head as 

everything came crashing down upon her.  She sat in the partial windowsill and leaned 
her elbows on her legs.  “That bitch,” she whispered.  “That mother-fucking ho-bag 
bitch.” 

“The lawyer or your mother?” he asked carefully, pulling himself away from the 
counter. 

She barely heard him.  “What did the petition say?” 
He chewed the inside of his lip.  “I can do one step better.”  He walked out the 

door and came back a few minutes later.  He moved over to her and handed her the piece 
of paper. 

She read it, her heart churning with each word.  “What!” she said incredulously.  
“That is so not true.” 

“What?” 
“I did not lose either girl in the store,” she said, her eyes staring in stupefied hurt 

at the paper in front of her.  “They did.” 
He nodded. “What about the fact that they were the only financially responsible 

adults for those kids?” 
“Bullshit,” she whispered.  “I worked so hard…” She was having a hard time 

talking around the huge lump in her throat.  “I can’t—” She shook her head.  “I’m a 
whore?  They put that in here?” she looked up at him.  She stared back down at the 
petition.  “She put her lies into this.  She made someone believe that?” 

“So you’re saying that she lied,” he said carefully.  “None of this is true?” 
“No.” She shook her head and put the paper down, not quite finished reading it.  

She leaned against the window behind her and stared dumbly into space.  “She was going 
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to take those girls from me one way or the other,” she said slowly.  She breathed heavily 
through the pain.  “She always has to win.  She always wins.”  She ran her hand through 
her hair.  “She must not have thought that the judge would believe her lies.  That’s the 
reason she—” Her throat suddenly too tight with emotion.  She leaned her head back and 
stared at the ceiling, too filled with shock to even cry. 

Kevin stared at her and took her hand, pulling her to the floor.  “Maybe now 
would be a good time to talk about it.” 

She allowed him to lead her, her eyes unseeing, and her ears nearly deaf.  Her 
mouth moved, but no words came out.  She blinked.  “I—” She shook her head.  “I don’t 
know where to begin.” 

He held her close, situating her in front of him and wrapping his arms around her.  
“Okay, well, start where you tell me why you never left home.” 

She looked at him in surprise.  “I did.”  She looked away.  “But it didn’t last long.  
I went to live with a friend.  We got jobs, under the counter kinda deal.  I met Tony. We 
fell in love. Got pregnant. He got scared.  Ran off.”  She was quiet.  “I couldn’t kill her.”  
She shrugged.  “I didn’t have a lot of money, but I couldn’t kill her.  Mom said to come 
home, that she’d help.  So I did, knowing…” She began to rock slightly as her voice 
continued without expression.  “There’s no way out of that house.  No way…out of that 
house.” 

“Then why’d you go back?” 
She looked at him over her shoulder, her eyes vacant.  “She told me to.”  She 

turned away.  “She told me when I left that I would fail.  She said I’d never amount to 
anything, that I wouldn’t be an anybody.  I wouldn’t succeed at anything.  She was right.  
I was a cashier at a place where I wasn’t even paid regularly.  I shared a bedroom with 
my friend at her grandma’s place.  I got knocked up by the first guy who came along.”  
She shrugged.  “I turned out to be everything my mother said I would be.” 

He opened his mouth to say something as the pieces started falling into place, but 
he closed it instead. 

“Mom seemed like she was helping for a while.  Then I took Ri—” She stopped, 
choked beyond words.  She couldn’t even say her daughter’s name.  The numbness was 
beginning to wear off.  She drew her knees up and buried her head in her arms.  “We 
went to a friend’s house, just me and her,” she said softly.  “Mom was real pissed I had 
decided to go.  She called me at her house and told me that if I didn’t come home with 
the baby right away, she was calling the sheriff.  She had the sheriff in the palm of her 
hand.  He knew that I couldn’t take care of my baby without her and Dad.  The sheriff 
would arrest me and take my baby away from me and I’d never see her again.” 
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“But that wouldn’t happen,” Kevin said confused.  “He couldn’t do that.  You 
knew that, right?” 

“You don’t know my mom,” she said, looking at him over her shoulder.  
“She…controls people.  She can have five people in the room.  They can have a 
conversation together, and then five minutes later, Mom will tell them what they said, 
and it was totally different and they believe her.” 

Kevin looked at her in disbelief.  “Not everyone’s that stupid.” 
“You don’t understand,” she said, scooting away from him and getting more 

aggravated.  “She would tell you what to think.  She would tell you what to feel.  She 
would tell you what to wear, who to talk to, who not to.  She controlled everything.  You 
did what she said or else.” 

He grabbed a hold of her hand, holding her in place, not allowing her to leave.  
“Or else what, Angel?” 

She stopped and looked at him as if he should already know. 
He let the silence linger for a bit then felt the need to prod.  “Or else what?” 
She shook her head. “Things.”  She looked away. “God, I sound so stupid.  I’m 

not making any sense.” 
“You sound like an abused woman,” he said softly.  He pulled her back and 

rubbed her arms, looking into her face.  “Did your mother abuse you?” 
She couldn’t meet his gaze.  She stared at the floor, her expression devoid of 

emotion.  “She stopped hitting me when I was a junior in high school.  I was making too 
much noise while washing the dishes.”  She closed her eyes for a moment then opened 
them, letting out a dry chuckle.  “She brought out this half inch wooden dowel that was 
five feet long.  She hit me twice before I reached out and took it away from her.  It was 
like—” She let out a breath.  “I don’t know.  It was as though she became a different 
person, like there was this other personality.  She looked at the stick in her hand as if she 
hadn’t realized it was there, and then she ran into her room and cried.” 

“She used to hit you?” 
She nodded slowly.  “She used to beat the fucking shit out of me.  But that was 

better…” She stuck out her chin, rocking back and forth where she sat.  “That was better 
than what came later, after I moved back in.  Then the verbal abuse,” she said as if it were 
painful to admit to, “was nonstop.  Nothing I did was ever good enough.  I was a whore 
because I was no longer a virgin, but I couldn’t see anybody.  I couldn’t have a boyfriend.  
She didn’t want to hear that I was engaged ‘cause she wouldn’t allow me to marry him 
anyway.  I couldn’t have friends.  I couldn’t talk to people.  I couldn’t smile at strangers.  
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I couldn’t wear my favorite clothes.  I had to wear frumpy clothes.  I had to wear my hair 
pulled back.” 

Kevin bit his lip and waited. 
“After Hea—” She stopped, unable to say it.  “After my other daughter was born, 

it got worse.  I was the worst person on the face of the world.  I couldn’t survive on my 
own, even though she was taking my entire paycheck.  I was the worst excuse for life.  I 
was the biggest waste of breath.  I was her worst failure.”  She shook her head.  “There 
were nights the girls couldn’t talk to me.  There were times we couldn’t even be in the 
same room.  I couldn’t make any rules.  I couldn’t enforce anything without her 
undermining me.  I was…nothing and no one to her.  Those girls were her second chance 
at getting it right because I was her biggest failure.” 

Angel looked up and met his gaze.  “I should have been stronger,” she whispered.  
“I should have protected them.  I shouldn’t have told her.  I should have run away with 
them.”  She looked at the paper in her hands.  “But now I realize she knew I was thinking 
of doing just that, of leaving and never looking back.  She—” Tears clogged her throat. 

Kevin pulled her into his arms and held her. 
“She killed them, Kevin,” she whispered hoarsely.  “She drowned them.  Slowly.  

They knew the entire time.  Riley had gotten out of her seatbelt.”  The tears were 
unstoppable now as she buried her face in his chest and held on for dear life, her body 
racked with sobs.  “I…killed…them.” 

Kevin held her tightly and rocked back and forth, petting her hair.  He swallowed 
hard.  How had he ever thought she could be the killer?  He shook his head.  One thing 
was for certain, he wasn’t leaving her alone tonight.  He was going to be her alibi.  He 
was going to stand by her and protect her as her mother or at least her father should have.  
His arms tightened around her as her sobs deepened.  He pressed his lips against her 
head.  He would show her that sometimes, in order to be strong, one had to bend. 
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Chapter Eight 
 
 
 

Angel awoke in her bed the next morning with someone there beside her.  Kevin 
was tracing light patterns onto her back and arms.  Her first instinct was to hit and ask 
questions later, but something had changed.  There was a subtle shifting of emotions that 
she just didn’t understand.  All she really wanted to do was to lay there and allow his 
wandering hands to continue roaming. 

“Are you awake yet?” he murmured into her hair. 
She shook her head. 
She felt his smile on top of her head.  “It’s time to wake up.  We have a lot of 

work to do.” 
She nodded.  “I know.” 
He got up.  “You want breakfast?” 
She shook her head.  “I can’t eat until noon.” 
He disappeared into her bathroom.  “You have heard that breakfast is the most 

important meal of the day, right?” 
“I think I might have heard that rumor…once.”  She lay there with her eyes closed 

and her arm draped over them for a long time.  She couldn’t believe that she had broken 
down like that.  She hadn’t when she had been unable to attend the funerals of her mother 
and her daughters.  She hadn’t when she had been told to leave the house and never be 
seen again.  She had kept it together.  She hadn’t broken.  But last night?  She groaned.  
There was something about Kevin that couldn’t be explained.  He had this way of 
entering a room, looking at her, and making her feel as though she were the center of his 
world.  She had no idea how he did it. 

He poked his head inside the nearly barren room.  “Come on, sleepyhead, coffee’s 
brewing.  Get up, get dressed.  Let’s go.” 

“Need a shower?” she asked. 
“Gotta go home for a change of clothes anyway.” 
She raised an eyebrow.  “Maybe not.  I got some shirts that might work.  But 

you’re out of luck with the underwear.” 
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He grinned.  “You weren’t paying attention the night before last, were you?”  He 
sent her a cocky smile.  “I don’t wear underwear.” 

She rolled her eyes and got up, rummaging in her plastic drawers for something 
suitable for him to wear.  She ended up with a black Harley Davidson t-shirt.  “Towels 
are in the closet right next to the tub,” she said, opening the bathroom door and throwing 
him the shirt. 

He stopped her from closing the door and poked out his head.  “And here I 
thought you could join me.” 

She sent him a reproachful grin and closed the door. 
“I’d love some eggs,” he called out.  “Thanks for asking.  I like my eggs sunny-

side up and my bacon crispy, with my toast just this side of burnt.” 
“What you’ll get is a cup of coffee without sugar or creamer,” she called to him.  

“In a mug.” 
He was quiet for a moment as he puttered around, the water running.  “That’s 

harsh.” 
“I don’t have eggs.  The milk I have is sour and past due.  Don’t have any bacon.  

I got bread, but no toaster.  And I have no sugar.  I don’t bake.” 
She could hear him move into the shower.  “You need help.” 
She sat down and turned on the TV.  Something about him made her think about 

her living conditions.  She was alone, depressed, and didn’t give a damn about where she 
was.  She looked around.  This was so different from how she used to be, with her dragon 
collections and her Buddha room, and the murals she had painted on the walls for the 
girls. 

She shook her head.  She had to stop this.  She grabbed a cup and poured coffee 
into it then sat down to see what was on the news.  The announcer was getting on her 
nerves as he cheerfully told of the depressing stories.  She flipped through the channels 
until she got to the sci-fi channel and started watching reruns of Stargate. 

Kevin came out of the bathroom, a towel wrapped around his waist.  He went to 
the kitchen and tried her coffee.  He took a sip and pulled a sour face.  “How can your 
drink this stuff?” 

“How can you drink that Kool-Aid you call coffee?” she bantered back. 
He grinned at her and sat down.  “Shower’s free.” 
She got up and went about her morning duties.  When she was done, he was 

dressed and ready to go.  She brushed her hair and decided to let it air-dry.  “What are 
you doing today?” 
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He rubbed the back of his neck, all of his attention drawn to the TV.  “Huh?” he 
asked, his eyes never leaving the television.  “Oh, uh, well, I was going to follow you.” 
His eyes finally leaving the television long enough to glance in her direction. 

She shook her head.  “No.  We need to split up.  You need to see what you can 
find out about Clam, and I need to go follow the kids.” 

He paused for a moment while the lovely and sassy Carter on TV said something 
grossly intelligent that most people, and Angel included Kevin on this one, didn’t 
understand.  It had something to do with the physiology of a black hole.  He looked up at 
her and hunted around for the remote.  He shook his head.  “That’s a great idea, but I 
don’t think so.  I’m gonna be the person telling my partner that you’re not the one ‘cause 
I was a witness.” 

She shook her head.  “You need to—” 
“Don’t argue with me on this.” 
She lowered her head and sighed deeply, rethinking her approach.  “I think we 

need to split up.  Allie needs someone to watch her back.  Maggie was her partner, and 
without a partner, she’s doubly more likely to be attacked.” 

“I can do that.” 
“You’re a cop.” 
He bit his lip and held out his very non-copish t-shirt.  He pulled up one arm in a 

muscle-man pose, his baldhead gleaming.  “Come on.  I can be very non-cop-like.” 
She kind of smiled at him. 
He walked over to the kitchen counter and pulled his shoulder holster on, situating 

his pistol under his arm.  He leveled a look at her.  “Let me watch Allie.  I want you to go 
to the precinct and work with my partner, Detective Evans.  She’s a really nice gal to 
work with.  I need you to give her all the information you can about what these kids do 
on a day to day basis.” 

She looked at him, her chin sticking out in thought.  She scratched it with an 
unhappy expression and nodded her gaze thoughtful.  “All right.” 

“Great,” he said, putting his sneakers on before leaving.  “I’ll call Sarah and let 
her know you’re on your way.” 

“Right,” she said, following him to the door.  “Just tell her to give me a few 
hours.  I have a few errands to run.” 

He gave her a sour look.  “Like going to the grocery store?” 
She looked at him like he was crazy.  “And get what?” 
He gave her a smirk and left. 
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She closed the door and a cold calm settled over her.  She knew exactly where she 
needed to go.  She just wasn’t going to have an easy time getting there 

 
She rode her bike to the library.  She needed to do some searching on the Internet.  

She wasn’t sure, but she doubted if the police department even knew how to use Google.  
She was welcomed by the librarian, Ann, an older and generally nerdy woman who 
manned the front desk.  Angel smiled back. 

“What are you in the mood for today, Angel?” Ann asked. 
“I’m here to do some research, actually,” Angel said, stopping at the desk just 

outside the metal detectors. 
Ann waved at her.  “Of course.   Need me to watch this, then?” 
Angel gave her a conspiratorial nod and dropped off her backpack.  She still had 

on her holster, but the library staff didn’t like having her gun in the building.  She 
couldn’t exactly leave it in her car.  Ann gave her a login number, and then ignored her. 

The library wasn’t that busy this time of day, especially on a Tuesday.  She was 
able to find a computer with ease and logged on.  The only thing she had to go on wasn’t 
much and her hunch was a stretch if it was anything at all.  She licked her lips and stared 
at the sign above the help desk, making the man who was sitting there uncomfortable.  He 
rubbed his neck, glanced at her with a frown, and then got up and walked away. 

All she had was a look that Clam and Chris had shared.  What was it that they had 
been talking about?  She thought for a long moment.  They had been talking about the 
possibility that the kids were being interrogated.  Chris had said they had information, 
information that The Boss would want.  That particular area was controlled by a gang or 
mafia—whatever the difference was.  But which one?  And why was Clam so pensive 
and uptight, as if he were hiding something that all the kids knew.  As she pulled the 
image up in her mind, she remembered that not only had Clam and Chris looked at each 
other but also the other kids had looked at Clam and a short moment of fear had passed 
across each of their expressions. 

She did an Internet search for crime families in New York.  There were five of 
them.   She read through the various articles, but didn’t find what she was looking for.  
She shook her head and did a search for missing persons.  She scanned through many 
pictures and websites without coming up with a thing. 

She quirked her mouth and stared off into space.  So far, her hunch was getting 
her nowhere.  She went back to Google’s search box and typed in missing person Persico.  
She shrugged.  She’d start there and see where it went. 
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It was an almost instant hit.  Well, compared to the rest of her search.  She 
scanned through five unhelpful, non-user-friendly sites before she found the one picture 
she was looking for, the picture of a smiling Clam.  She took in a deep breath and read 
what was listed, which wasn’t much.  His real name was Ricardo.  She had no idea who 
his father was.  Doing a search on his name only brought up websites requesting a one-
time small fee to an unlimited database.  She went on the White Pages and searched for 
phone numbers and addresses for the surname Persico.  Fate must have been smiling 
down at her because she was able to get that with little effort.  There were only about 
fifty of them. 

But one name stuck out at her, and after she did a little digging, she found out that 
Alfie Persico’s “family” was said to dabble in narcotics, gambling, loan-sharking, 
cigarette smuggling, pornography, counterfeiting, hijacking, bankruptcy fraud…the list 
went on and on.  There was one picture of Alfie in front of a store hugging a boy who 
was much younger than Clam, but who looked like he could have been Clam eight or so 
years ago. 

He lived in Manhattan.  Big surprise.  She didn’t know what it was going to 
accomplish, but she exited the library setting her mind to sit outside of his residence and 
see what she could see. 

 
She’d been sitting on her bike for a minute or two before she realized she’d have 

to think of something else.  Her baby Glock was back in its holster where it should be.  
Looking around unhappily, she decided that she needed to walk around.  She really 
needed a car.  She shook her head, kicking herself in the butt.  She needed to plan better. 

On about her twelfth turn around the block, a sedan pulled up next to her and the 
window rolled down.  “Angel Mortenson?” the man inside asked. 

Angel stopped and frowned at him.  His dark hair was pulled back to show his 
round face.  The goatee did little to cover his large jowls.  “Who are you?” 

“I was sent down to talk to you,” he said in a thick Brooklyn accent. 
Her lips pursed as she looked around, her hand pushing her light jacket away from 

her waist.  “Who sent you?” 
“My boss.” 
She smiled at him and gave him the polite well-duh-jackass look.  “And who 

would that be?” 
He cleared his throat and wrung his hand on the steering wheel.  The man next to 

him leaned down to show his face, a thinner version of the driver.  “Let’s just say that 
he’s a very powerful player.” 
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She raised her eyebrows.  “A very powerful player,” she repeated, and took in a 
deep breath.  “So?”  She looked at him expectantly and shook her head. 

“He wants to talk to you,” the driver said. 
She looked around.  “You know, I think I might want to talk to him, too.” 
“Ms. Mortenson?” someone called. 
She let out a breath of frustration and turned.  When the hell had she become so 

famous?  She saw a man in a suit and sunglasses walk up to her.  She raised her eyebrows 
in expectation.  “Yes?” 

“I need to have a word with you, please,” he said politely, grasping her elbow. 
She smiled at him tightly.  “I’m very sorry,” she said sweetly with an underlying 

current of get-the-fuck-out-of-here.  He had cop written all over him.  “I was just about to 
meet a friend for lunch.  You don’t mind meeting with me later, do you?” 

The driver looked out the windshield and sat back in disbelief.  He said something 
to the person next to him that she couldn’t hear. 

“Charlie,” the newcomer said, and leaned down, “Mikail, you don’t mind if I take 
your…” he stood up and looked at her with a smile, “…lunch date for a few hours, do 
you?” 

Charlie raised his hands in defeat.  “Go ahead, Mr. FBI.” 
Mr. FBI smiled tightly and took Angel’s elbow.  He walked her towards another 

sedan, this one blue.  “Do you have any idea what you’re getting yourself into, Ms. 
Mortenson?” 

She cleared her throat.  “I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 
“Of course you don’t.”  He stopped at his car and pushed her into the passenger’s 

seat.  He got in beside her and started up the engine. 
“Where are we going?” 
“I’m running an investigation against the Colombo family right now.  When I saw 

you walking around the block for the past hour, I found your bike and ran the plates.  
When I did that, I was informed that you missed an appointment with a certain detective 
and she was wondering if you would grace her with your presence.  Of course, when I 
told her you were botching my investigation, she was more than happy to deter you.” 

She smiled at him tightly in what was almost more of a grimace.  “What about my 
bike?” 

“You can come back and get it later,” he said shortly.  “I’m sure Detective Evans 
or her partner, Detective Stevens, can take care of you.” 

She looked out the window.  “Great.  Thanks.” 
“I hear tell you’re in the middle of an investigation of your own.” 
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She shrugged. 
“Why were you watching the Persico residence?” 
Angel licked her lips and looked at him warily. 
He stopped at a stoplight and held up his hands.  “Look, I’m FBI.  If you can pin 

something on him that we haven’t been able to, we can pull him in, and then interrogate 
him, and hopefully pin him for more.” 

She continued to remain silent. 
“I’m an FBI agent.  You can trust me.” 
“I’ve been watching TV lately.  I know the mafia owns cops.  Why wouldn’t they 

be able to own agents too?” 
He chuckled at her and moved forward through the green light. 
She rolled her eyes, feeling kind of stupid.  “It was just a hunch.  I have no proof, 

just a theory.” 
“What kind of a hunch took you from murdered street urchins to the Persico 

family?” 
She licked her lips and looked out the window to watch the buildings pass.  She 

didn’t know, and she had a feeling that it wasn’t good. 
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Chapter Nine 
 
 
 

“Where in the Hell have you been?” A thirty-something, blonde woman 
demanded, flying around paper-ridden desks and people who were inwardly occupied.  
“Thanks, John,” she said to the agent who had escorted Angel in.  “I really appreciate 
this.” 

“Not a problem,” the FBI agent said behind Angel.  “Just keep her out of my hair.  
I don’t know what she was doing up there, but she needs to not be doing it.” 

The blonde woman smiled and took Angel by the arm, dragging her through the 
room.  Men stopped what they were saying or doing to watch Angel pass.  She looked 
past them.  As a bad girl, teamed with her Asian heritage she had inherited from her 
father, she stopped most men in their tracks. 

“What were you doing out there, Angel?” 
Angel frowned at the woman.  “Do I know you?” 
The woman waved a hand at her and pushed her into a chair behind the desk that 

was right in front of hers.  “That’s Kevin’s desk.  He’s my partner.” 
Understanding flooded through Angel’s features.  “Ah.” 
“Yeah, ah,” Sarah said, leaning against the desk.  Her spiked hair made her look 

pretty damned tough.  “Now what the fuck were you doing out there?” 
She took in a deep breath, her tongue darting out to moisten her lips, and 

shrugged. “I don’t know exactly.  I was just following a hunch.” 
“Are you a cop?” Sarah asked.  “Are you a detective?  How about a bounty 

hunter?  I could see that, maybe.” 
Angel’s face scrunched up in a speculative frown.  “What does it take to be a 

bounty hunter?” 
Sarah gestured dismissively.  “How the hell should I know?”  She folded her 

hands on the desk and looked at Angel levelly.  “My point was—“ 
“I know what your point was, Detective Evans.” 
“You’re calling Detective Stevens, Kevin,” Sarah said grudgingly, letting Angel 

know what she thought of the situation.  “You can call me Sarah.” 
Angel nodded. 
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“When you have a hunch,” Sarah said, giving Angel a look as if she were a five-
year-old, “you let me know and I’ll hunt it down.  But you do not investigate.” 

Angel rolled her eyes and sat in the chair with a degenerative air. 
“You got me?” 
Angel nodded, none too happy. 
Sarah raised her eyebrows in acceptance, backed up, sat in her chair and propping 

her feet on her desk.  “Kevin says you’ve some insight into these kids.”  She picked up a 
tablet and a pen.  “Feel like sharing?” 

Angel raised a single ebony eyebrow in challenge. 
Sarah sighed, taking in her new punishment.  “What did I do to deserve you?” 
Angel’s face split into a grin. 
“All right.  Fine,” Sarah dropped her feet onto the floor and sat up.  “Where were 

on the night of July second, Ms. Mortenson?” 
“At home.” 
“Alone?” 
Angel nodded. 
“Anybody to vouch for you?” 
Angel shook her head once, slow and calm. 
“What about July fourteen?” 
Angel shrugged and looked up.  “That happened on Sunday.  I was playing at the 

bar.” 
“Which bar is that?” Sarah asked her pen poised. 
“The Fire Drop.” 
Sarah’s eyes rose in disbelieving speculation.  “You play there?  I thought you 

were an accountant or something.” 
Angel stared at her hard, but remained quiet, not even bothering to correct the 

woman. 
Sarah’s lips pursed as she tapped her pen.  “Right.  Sorry.”  She looked down at 

her tablet.  “Do you play every weekend?” 
Angel nodded calmly; her blue eyes dead of emotion. 
Sarah moved some papers that were littering her desk and stared at her calendar.  

“How late do you generally play?” 
“Until about 2 a.m.  Sometimes later, sometimes earlier.” 
Sarah rubbed her lip, staring at her notepad.  She looked at Angel.  “Well, I guess 

you’re clear.” 
Angel nodded.  “Thank you.” 
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“So,” Sarah said matter-of-factly, “if it wasn’t you, then who was it?” 
Angel looked around, her mind trying to put the pieces together. 
Sarah gave her a get-real look.  “I need you to know that if you have information 

that might help this investigation and you withhold for any reason, I can arrest you for 
impeding the law.” 

“Okay.  You want to know what I know?” Angel asked archly. 
Sarah gave her a look that said ‘it’s about time’. 
Angel nodded.  “Okay.  This is what I know.  The kids have an apartment 

building that they live in.  It’s abandoned even by those without homes.  They have to 
pay a fee to a guy they only know as The Boss, and they’ve never met the man himself.” 

Sarah winced.  “Someone actually charges them for living there?” 
Angel nodded.  “These street kids have a lot of stuff that men like that want.  

They’re pickpockets and do fairly well with that.  But they also have information.  They 
have an insatiable curiosity that life hasn’t burned through yet.” 

Sarah nodded her head in thought, writing a few things down. 
“Now then, the thing that caught my attention was that there’s a new boy in the 

group.  He’s fresh.  Very fresh, and he’s clean.  He’s the kind of boy who has had, shall 
we say, a sheltered life.”  Angel looked off.  “Now when we were talking, I mentioned 
that I thought that this murderer was looking for information.” 

“What made you think that?” 
Angel shrugged.  “I don’t know.  I saw one of the boy’s when his body was 

found.  I’d just gotten off work, I needed a walk, and I saw that his body was pretty cut 
up.  It was just a feeling.” 

“What did they say when you mentioned that?” Sarah asked her pen poised. 
“It wasn’t in what they said but in what they didn’t say.” 
Sarah looked heavenward.  “All right, what didn’t they say?” 
Angel looked at the detective with a smug smile.  “Not a damned thing.” 
Sarah blinked at Angel.  “You went off on that?” 
Angel shrugged. “I guess you had to be there.” 
Sarah’s phone rang.  “Did they…” she shook her head and shrugged,  “look at 

each other?” 
“You gonna get that?” Angel asked, looking at the phone. 
“It’s just Kevin.” 
Angel nodded in understanding. 
“You gonna answer my question?” 
Angel looked at the other woman hard.  “They shared a look.” 
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“What exactly was shared?” 
The phone kept ringing. “Please answer the phone,” Angel said, giving Sarah a 

look that said she was about to explode. 
“Then you’ll answer my question?” 
Angel nodded. 
Sarah quirked lips and turned to the phone.  “Yeah, what’s up?”  Her eyes opened 

wide.  “Where is she?”  Her green eyes flitted about the room.  “Are you sure?”  She 
nodded and looked over at Angel.  “We’re on our way.” 

 
They decided to wait where the killer dumped the bodies.  That infuriated Angel 

to no end, but as Kevin and Sarah pointed out, they had nothing to lead them to where 
Allie was being held, if she was being held. 

The wait was horrific.  Angel and Kevin waited on a bench on the other side of 
the green where the killer usually dumped the bodies of the kids, and Sarah was hiding in 
the small patch of bushes over by the bridge not too far away.  Angel wanted to hurt 
someone and she wanted to do it badly.  Not only that, but Sarah had taken away her gun, 
and the empty holster laid heavily against her increasingly bad mood. 

“It’s not your fault,” Kevin said softly, taking her hand. 
She gently took her hand back, her expression dark and unrelenting.  “I should 

never have allowed you to talk me out of protecting her.” 
Kevin’s lips pursed as he put his hand on his own lap and surveyed the darkening 

grounds. 
“What is she going through?” Angel asked softly.  “How scared is she right now?  

Is she calling out for help?” 
“We’ll find him.” Kevin’s tone was soft and harsh.  His expression was that of 

unhappy resignation. 
“It’ll be too late.” 
He nodded.  “I know.  I’m sorry.” 
They waited in silence for another half hour.  By this time, it was pitch black. 
“Are you gonna push me out now?” Kevin nearly whispered.  “Because I failed?” 
She shook her head. 
“I feel like you are.” 
She glanced at him.  “You’re not out ‘cause you were never in.  End of story.” 
He tipped his head angrily and looked around.  “What if I don’t accept that?” 
She clenched her jaw.  “I won’t allow you to.” 
Silence reigned over them again. 
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“You talk about your mother in the present tense,” Kevin said.  “Did you know 
that?” 

Angel shrugged.  “To me, she’s not dead.  She haunts me everyday.” 
Kevin pierced the darkness with his gaze.  Where they were, there was very little 

light.  “That’s unhealthy.” 
“I don’t give a rat’s ass.” 
“Right, ‘cause who do you have to live for, huh?” 
She shrugged. 
“God damn,” he swore and reached forward, grabbing the back of her neck with 

one hand and drawing her face towards his.  “I don’t accept that.” 
“Too damned bad,” she whispered into his lips before they came crashing down 

onto hers.  Within one moment, the fear of losing Allie and what the child must be going 
through was replaced by something she knew how to handle—passion.  She grabbed his 
head, her hand cupping the smooth dome, and brought his lips more powerfully onto hers 
so that she could devour him as she willed. 

She pulled back and stared into the shadows of his face.  His eyes were picking up 
a trace of light from somewhere, but she didn’t know where.  “Not here,” she muttered.  
“We need to keep our heads in the game.” 

He nodded and reluctantly let her go. 
They both heard Sarah cry out and then the sound of a single shot fired.  Angel 

took off at a dead run with Kevin following not far behind her.  They found Sarah 
kneeling next to a prone body.  She looked up at them and shouted, “She’s still alive.  I’m 
calling the ambulance,” she said, bringing her cell phone to her ear.  “He went that way.” 

Angel didn’t need any more pushing.  She ran in the direction Sarah had pointed 
and found the man she was after.  Her pace quickened.  The man ran to a black sedan that 
looked very familiar. Before she could get there, though, he opened the door, started the 
car, and gunned it. 

“Get in,” Kevin called, leaning over and yelling at her from his position in the 
driver’s seat of his car. 

She didn’t waste any time.  She jumped in and before she could close the door, he 
was in pursuit.  He was on the CB requesting back-up and giving the dispatcher their 
position.  “I need my god damned gun,” she cursed.  “If I’d had it, we wouldn’t be 
chasing him right now.” 

“Do you have a permit for it?” he asked as he followed the car 
“Yeah,” she said, holding onto the dashboard as if by doing so she could push the 

car faster. 
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“What is it?” 
“A Glock 26.” 
“A baby.” 
She nodded.  “Are you going to chase him all night, or are you going to catch 

him?”  She looked behind to view the traffic.  “Get in the other lane.” 
He looked at her briefly, but followed her advice.  They gained on the man by one 

car-length.  “Anything else, oh clever one?” he asked pertly. 
She gave him a tight smile and studied the traffic.  “He’s going to take that exit.” 
“But I’m in the wrong lane,” Kevin said in alarm. 
“So cut in.” 
“There’s too much traffic.” 
“Dammit,” she growled, noting that the person they had just past had sped up and 

was now keeping pace with them.  “Make your damned hole.  He’ll get out of your way 
or he won’t.” 

He turned on his turn signal and inched over. 
“You’re running out of time,” Angel said. 
“I know.” 
She looked at the car’s license plates, and stored the number to memory. “If you 

can’t follow the fucker, get even with him.” 
“Why?” Kevin demanded. 
She turned to him and said forcefully,  “Just do what I say, God damn.” She 

would have been able to catch the guy. 
He rolled his eyes but did as she told him to. 
As they pulled up beside the black sedan, the driver turned toward them and who 

did Angel see, but Charlie.  He looked at her and smiled, turning onto the exit ramp. 
She lowered her jaw and glared.  Now, they had a lead. 
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Chapter Ten 
 
 
 

“Who the hell is Charlie?” Angel demanded, walking in the door of the motel 
room where FBI Agent John Matthews had taken up temporary residence. 

“Hello again, Ms. Mortenson,” he said cheerfully, standing up from the couch 
where he had been sitting watching TV.  “What more can I help you with today?” 

“Answering my question for one,” she said, stopping in the middle of the room. 
Agent Matthews turned to Kevin with a smug look about him.  “You might want 

to remind the little woman that she’s not a cop, and she’s not an agent, so she can’t barge 
in here and demand to know things which could jeopardize my investigation. 

Kevin walked in and held up a hand in placation.  “I’m sorry, Matthews.  She 
asked to talk to you.  She didn’t tell me she was going to interrogate you.” 

“Who is Charlie?” she asked again softly. 
Matthews looked down at her and watched her for a long moment, gauging her.  

“Why do you want to know?” 
“He dumped another body.” 
“You saw him?” 
“Why didn’t you tell me you knew him?” Kevin asked her. 
“No time,” she said, her tone and expression hard.  “Yeah.  I saw him.” 
“What kind of light?” 
“We were on the freeway.” 
Matthews thought for a bit.  “Good light.” 
Angel nodded. “Well enough.  And if that not good enough, I have his license 

plate number.” 
Matthew’s lips tightened as he went to the table beside the couch and pulled out a 

piece of paper and a pen to write down the number she gave him.  “I’ll run it,” he said 
solemnly, and set the paper down.  “So you think you have your killer?” 

Angel nodded.  “I do.” 
He strode away from them and sat down on the bed.  “You can’t move on it,” he 

said finally. 
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“What?” Angel asked incredulously.  “What do you mean?  You can’t be 
serious.” 

“But I am.  We’re about to close a lid on this whole drug and human trafficking 
thing, and unfortunately, it’s a lot bigger than a bunch of kids being kidnapped and 
killed.” 

Angel shook her head with reigned agitation.  “And what are the kids supposed to 
do?” 

“Go into the system.  Get a job.  Go to school.  Clean up.”  He tipped his head at 
her and pointed.  “You know what your problem is?  You’ve led those kids to believe that 
the good guys always win.  You have their trust.  And in doing that, you weakened them 
so that now they can’t survive without you.  It very well could be that whoever is killing 
them is only able to do so now because you’ve weakened them.” 

She looked at the floor, thoughts of incredulity flooding her mind.  “You said you 
wanted to know if I had anything on this man so that you could take him in on one thing 
while you gathered the information you needed to bury him.” 

He nodded, solemnly aware that he was on dangerous ground.  “That was until 
something happened.  A crucial piece of evidence may be turning up tomorrow night.” 

“And then you’ll act on it and you’ll take care of him?” 
Matthews paused as if there were something else he wanted to say, but didn’t, just 

nodded. 
She narrowed her eyes at him and turned to leave. 
“You’ll promise to tell me if there are any new developments, right?” 
Angel turned toward him and gave him a sly smile filled with loathing.  “But of 

course,” she said sweetly.  Then she left, letting Kevin follow if he chose. 
Apparently, Matthews wanted a few words with Kevin.  As the elevator doors 

opened, Kevin finally arrived.  He stared at her long and hard, with wary admiration and 
passion floating in the depths of his blue eyes.  He didn’t say a word. 

 
They went by the hospital.  Allie was doing okay.  She was still in critical 

condition.  The hospital staff wasn’t happy that she didn’t have insurance, but Angel 
signed the papers so that she could get treatment. 

Kevin opted to drive Sarah and Angel to his townhouse where they could sit 
around and discuss the case.  Angel wanted her bike back, and she wanted it now.  So 
Kevin took her to pick up her bike.  The entire way, Angel was giving him instructions 
on where to go, when to change lanes, who to pass and when. 
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Finally, he looked over at her and grimly said, “Pay attention, Angel.”  He 
slapped his hands against the steering wheel and stared at her hard.  “Steering wheel.”  
He made the slapping motion once more towards the passenger side.  “No steering 
wheel.”  He repeated the motions again.  “Steering wheel.  No steering wheel.  Got it?” 

Sarah sniggered in the backseat. 
Angel kind of smiled and looked out the window as he drove forward when the 

light changed.  “Well, if you’d just learn how to use the steering wheel, I wouldn’t have 
to gripe.” 

He glared at her, the traffic in front of him not moving very fast, and ground his 
teeth. 

Angel smiled on. 
They finally pulled up to her bike.  Sarah let out a whistle.  “You think I could a 

ride on that thing?” 
“You think I could get my gun back?” 
Sarah smiled, looked at the bike, and then back at Angel.  She reached behind her 

back and pulled out Angel’s gun, handing it to her.  “Only reason I took it was because I 
thought you’d go off at the head.” 

Angel shrugged and climbed out of the car.  She closed the door, stashed her 
weapon, and leaned down on the open car window.  “Hey, Kevin,” she said with a smile.  
“Let’s see if your four tires can keep up with my two. Okay?” 

Kevin sucked in a deep breath of patience and gripped the steering wheel tightly. 
Angel’s smile grew.  She turned to Sarah.  “You ready?” 
Sarah practically bounced on her toes.  “Hell, yeah.” 
Angel’s smile widened.  “You know the way better than I do.  I got the general 

idea, but after today, I gotta take her out to stretch her legs.” 
“Freeway?” 
She gave the woman a look that begged for another answer. 
Sarah tipped her head toward the bike and settled in behind Angel.  She revved 

the engine and felt it purr between her legs. 
To give Kevin credit, he did a good job staying on her tail…that was until they 

got onto the freeway.  At that point, Angel decided it was time to play a little Traffic 
Tetris, which was always better and easier to do on a bike.  Within roughly three minutes, 
Kevin’s headlights were lost among the light, slow traffic shining in her side mirrors. 

They beat Kevin to his townhouse by at least fifteen minutes.  They had a lot of 
time to talk as they sat on his front doorsteps. 
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“So,” Sarah said after railing about how wonderful Angel’s bike was, “how 
serious are you with Kevin?” 

Angel looked up and licked her lips.  She wasn’t expecting this line of 
questioning.  “I don’t know.” 

Sarah nodded, her gaze following Angel’s.  “Well, let me tell ya something, 
okay?  Kevin’s not the type of guy who can just fuck and leave.  You got me?  He 
invests.  He’s a boyfriend, not a lover.” 

Angel’s nose flared a bit at this information. 
“Now, with your recent background, you probably don’t need the baggage of a 

boyfriend, but, babe, that’s what you got, so you better take it and run with it.  He’s a 
good guy with a good heart and he’s falling for you hard.” 

“Why?” Angel asked. 
Sarah shrugged.  “Frankly, before I met you, I couldn’t have told you, but, girl, 

you got this bad girl attitude that is fuckin’ hot, and you’re tall and slender and have that 
damned pretty face.”  Sarah shot the other woman a smile.  “If I were you, he’d be 
doggin’ my heals, too.” 

Angel had to smile at what Sarah said. 
“You know what, girl?” Sarah continued softly, rocking towards Angel just a bit.  

“I read your file.  I know your story.  That shit could have taken a stronger person down, 
but you just changed and moved on.  I think that this whole thing with your mother made 
you stronger.  I don’t know exactly what happened or why your mom did what she did, 
and frankly, I know you don’t want to go through it—Kevin’s been doggin’ you about it, 
I know—and I don’t want to hear it, as I get depressed real easy.”  She leaned in and 
muttered for only Angel’s ears. “I haven’t been laid in over two years and it’s really 
eating at me.”  She sat up again and continued.  “I think that you’re going to make those 
around you have a happy ending whether they like it or not.” 

Angel smiled a tired, worn smile and nodded. 
“But I guess the biggest thing is that…” Sarah paused and looked at Angel.  “You 

got to make time and space for a happy ending of your own.” 
Angel shook her head.  “I—” She stopped and watched for Kevin to pull up.  He 

would eventually.  “I’ve had everything that my heart could want, and I threw it away.” 
“I don’t it that it was all you, babe.” 
Angel’s closed mouth moved without sound.  “I’m afraid,” she whispered.  

“Nothing is worse than having a happy ending in your hands and then…” She stopped 
with her hands steepled together in front of her.  She let them go as if freeing them.  “And 
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then it’s taken from you in the most brutal manner and there’s nothing you can do about 
it.” 

Sarah was silent for a long time.  “I think that once you come to terms with the 
fact that your mother is dead, you’ll be able to accept happiness a lot easier.” 

Angel looked at Sarah and nodded. 
Kevin finally pulled up.  He got out and walked up to the girls, his jacket in his 

hand.  “How long have you been sitting here?” 
Both girls looked at their wrists where Sarah produced a watch and Angel stared 

at her arm hair. 
“About two turns around the quarter freckle,” Angel said cheerfully, sadness still 

lingering over her eyes. 
Kevin looked at her wrist.  “What kind of watch is that?” 
Angel smiled.  “It’s the ‘I don’t care’ clock.” 
Sarah gave them both a look that asked them to get real.  “Fifteen minutes.” 
Kevin turned back the Angel.  “Just what do you call that shit back there?  Your 

blinkers don’t work?” 
She shrugged.  “Great bike, but blinkers were extra.” 
Kevin shook his head.  “Next time we’re in a chase, you’re driving.” 
Angel smiled angelically. 
Sarah stood up.  “All right, you two.  Lets get inside.  I need a beer and I need it 

now.” 
“I need to know what you’re planning to do,” Angel said, as Kevin put the house 

key in the lock, turned it, and opened the door. 
“We’re not doing anything.  As a matter of fact, Sarah and I aren’t doing 

anything, and you, most especially, aren’t doing anything.  It’s in the FBI’s hands now.” 
Angel seethed as the three of them stepped into his townhome.  Angel and Sarah 

plopped down on the sofa, each at opposite ends.  Sarah picked up the remote and flipped 
through the channels.  She settled on wrestling and turned down the volume. 

Angel sat there watching grown men act out in what could only be a soap opera, 
and listened to the two detectives talk about what they knew, could and could not 
do…Matthews wasn’t going to do anything about it.  They weren’t going to do anything 
either. 

So she would have to. 
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Chapter Eleven 
 
 
 

Sarah called a cab and left. Angel had a plan, but she needed to make sure that 
Kevin wasn’t going to get in her way.  She didn’t know how she was going to do that.  
She got up to leave. 

Kevin came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist, pressing her 
ass into his hips.  “You’re not leaving, are you?” 

She sighed with impatience.  “I was thinking about it.  I should get some sleep.” 
He bent down and nibbled on her neck. 
Her body relaxed of its own accord, melting against his chest. 
He smiled against her neck.  “I take it you’d like to stay.” 
A slight smile slid across her lips.  “I have to go.” 
“So you can go catch this Charlie?” 
Angel was silent for a moment.  Her lips were flat as she allowed his fingers 

playing across her abdomen, rising higher and higher towards her breasts. 
“Amazing,” Kevin said softly.  “How did I know that was your intention?” 
She shrugged.  “You’re psychic.” 
“Mmm.” He cupped her breasts and took her nipples in his fingers. 
“For your information, I was only going to watch.” 
He gave each of them a long twist, sending Angel into the instant deep depths of 

desire.  “I don’t believe you,” he whispered in her ear.  He took her ear lobe in his mouth 
and bit it gently.  “So my next question for you is this.  Do we play hard before I help 
you, or do we go gentle?” 

She turned.  “You can’t help me,” she said, more than her body melting under the 
intensity of his gaze. 

He looked at her long and hard with an expression of warmth then reached up and 
cupped her cheek, tracing her cheekbone with his thumb.  “I can’t let you go on your 
own.” 

“You don’t want to do that to your career,” she said, closing her eyes and 
enjoying the feel of his hands against her skin.” 
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“If I remember correctly, he told you to stay off of this case.”  Kevin smiled at 
her.  “He didn’t actually say that I couldn’t do anything.” 

She took his hand in her own and looked up at him. “There are a lot of things that 
happen on the streets, things that the cops don’t know about.  There’s a lot of justice 
being brought about.”  She gave him a good hard look.  “I plan on exacting street 
revenge.” 

He cupped her cheek and stared into her eyes.  “And I’m going to make sure you 
don’t go too far.”  His lips descended upon hers slow and sensual, toying with hers until 
she could take no more. 

She gripped the back of his head and pulled him into her. 
“We’re not finished,” Kevin warned, lifting his head against the force of her grip. 
She shook her head and gave him a feral grin.  “You and your talking.”  She 

wrapped one leg around his hip and sucked him into her.  “I like a man of action,” she 
said and claimed him with her mouth. 

He attempted to resist, to hold back, and to allow the passion to progress slowly.  
It lasted for about three passion-induced breaths before he collapsed against the attack 
and gripped her as tightly as she held him.   He wrapped her hair in his fingers and held 
her head where he wanted it, tilting it so that he could fully claim her mouth.  He ran his 
hands up her shirt and attempted to unclasp her bra. 

“Fuck that,” she said roughly, grabbing hold of her zipper and opening her pants.  
“I can’t take the time to undo my boots right now.” 

He smiled down at her and nodded, pulling away just enough to pull his pants 
down. 

She lay down on the floor at his feet, her pants down around her tightly laced 
ankles, the big silver buckles of her clunky boots peering over the top.  With her feet tied 
together, she spread her legs and beckoned for him to join her. 

He looked down at her and groaned.  He stepped into the circle of her legs and 
sank to the floor, lifting her hips to meet his as his dick slowly slid into her willing, ready 
pussy, her hair draped across the floor underneath her head. 

A look of intense pleasure overtook her features as her pussy joyously took his 
length inside of her.  Her hands found his legs as she tightened her claws around him and 
then loosened them like a very happy cat. 

He poised his dick just at the entrance and allowed it to enter only until the head 
was covered before taking it back out again.  He started off slow, but then gradually went 
faster and faster until Angel was no longer able to breathe.  She dug her nails deeply into 
his thighs and crossed her booted feet around his waist, pushing him further inside of her. 
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He bent down and whispered, “Say please, Ang.”  He thrust his dick just a bit 
further in and slowed his movements. 

Passionate frustration filled her expression.  “Kevin,” she panted, arching her 
breasts into his chest.  Her lips found his.  She opened her eyes and stared deeply into his, 
running her hand over his baldhead.  She took his bottom lip in-between her teeth and ran 
her tongue along it.  Letting her teeth gently rake then let it go.  “Please, Kevin.  I need 
you now.” 

He smiled at her before rising up on his fisted hands, his muscles rippling 
underneath his shirt.  His smile slipped away as concentration and overwhelming passion 
replaced it.  He filled her completely, driving his dick inside of her as far as it would go, 
again and again.  With each thrust, her breasts bounce and a gasp escaped from her 
plump, well-kissed lips. 

He bowed his head, trying to keep control.  “I can’t control it much longer.” 
“Then don’t,” she commanded, holding onto his hips tighter, bringing herself 

closer to him so that she could take him in further.  Her gasps became moans of 
desperation as she drew closer and closer to the ultimate edge.  “Faster,” she panted.  
“Just a little faster.” 

He bent to the task and obliged, driving them higher and higher. 
A phone rang close to Angel’s head, breaking the moment.  Both of their eyes 

opened as they stared at each other in surprise and frustration. 
“Ignore it,” Kevin said, driving his point home with his dick. 
Angel shook her head with a bit of anger flattening her lips even as her hips rose 

to meet his.  “There’s only one person who has my number.” 
“Why don’t I?” Kevin asked, moving his hips slowly as she reached over to dig in 

her jacket pocket. 
She arched off the floor, her ringing cell phone in her hand.  Her eyes closed in 

the shear ecstasy that he had instantly rekindled.  “You’ve got to stop that,” she breathed. 
He arched a brow at her.  “Hurry up and hang up.” 
She sent him a look that could have killed a lesser man. 
He merely grinned at her. 
She flipped the phone open and put it to her ear.  “Yeah.  What’s up?” 
“We’ve got trouble, Angel,” Chris said on the other end of the line.  “Where are 

you?” 
“I’m out,” she said, pushing Kevin away and disentangling herself from his body.  

“Why?” 
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“I don’t know what to do.” His voice sounding panicked.  “Someone busted into 
the house.  We were able to get away, but they busted in and were searching for 
something.” 

“Do you know what?” 
There was a pause on the other end.  “No.” 
“Chris,” she said evenly, pulling herself off of the floor and pulling her pants up 

with the phone stuck between her ear and her shoulder.  “I know about Clam.” 
Kevin looked at her, scrambling to his feet and getting his clothes resituated.  He 

mouthed, “Who is it?” 
“How did you find out?” Chris demanded. 
She shook her head and waved Kevin off.  “Go to my place.  I’ll be there 

quickly.” 
“Angel,” Chris started, but stopped himself and took an audible breath.  “Please 

hurry, Angel,” Chris whispered on the other side of the line. 
“I will.” 
Angel closed her phone, gathering up her leather jacket and keys. 
“What’s going on?” Kevin asked, picking his jacket and slipping on his shoes. 
“Someone’s busted into the kids’ apartment.” 
Kevin stared at her and narrowed his eyes.  “You know something you’re not 

telling me?” 
She grimaced as she headed out the door.  “It’s not that I’m withholding, it’s just 

that I forgot to tell you.” 
He nodded at her sagely.  “Really.  How important is this information?” 
She shrugged.  “Pretty important, I think.”  She filled him in about Clam on the 

way to her bike.  “Are you driving or should I?” she asked, arching her brow. 
He shuddered, but walked away from his car and headed toward her bike.  “You 

promise not to kill me?” 
She looked at him with an evil grin.  “I’ll do my best, but I can’t prevent heart 

attacks.  Just remember to hold on tight and follow my body with yours.” 
“Right,” he said, staring rather pensively at what he knew to be a deathtrap. 
It didn’t take them very long at all to get to Angel’s place.  The kids were huddled 

at the top of the stairs inside next to her door. 
Chris met them on the top step.  “Have you found Allie?” 
Angel nodded slowly.  “She’s in the hospital.  She should be fine.” 
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“Maybe when she wakes up,” Klip said, pulling his baseball cap backwards, then 
pulling it forwards, only to pull it back again, “she can tell us who got her so we can go 
pop his ass.” 

“Ain’t nobody going to pop no one’s ass,” Kevin said firmly before Angel could 
say a word.  He came and stood next to Angel on the top step.  “I want you to know that 
Angel and I have everything under control.” 

“Well, I wouldn’t say that,” Angel muttered under her breath.  She looked at Klip, 
and then met the gaze of the other kids staring at her.  “We are going to take care of this 
guy.  We know who he is.  We’re going to find out how to find him and we’re going to 
get this guy.” 

“And we’re supposed to do what?” Sage demanded, his light brown face staring at 
her with a hurt and demanding look to it. 

“Look here, cutie,” Klip said, pushing his way to the front, “we ain’t your kids.  
We don’t gotta do what you tell us to.  We don’t have to go hiding behind your ass.” 

“You’ve got a couple more years before you can call me cutie, boy-yo,” Angel 
growled.  “I don’t want to see any of you hurt.  I can’t—” She stopped and looked to the 
ground. 

“Yeah, it’s all bad what you went through and all, but you got to understand that 
we be from the streets,” Klip said, his one hand flying to make his point.  “We don’t need 
no protection.  We take care of ourselves.” 

“And you’ve done a great job of it, too,” Angel said, hurt blanketing her gaze. 
“Yo, Angel,” Rule said, pushing Klip back into the group.  “Yo…he didn’t mean 

nothin’ by it and you know it.”  He reached up and brushed his lanky black hair out of his 
face with one hand.  “We—” He stopped and shrugged, gesturing to all the kids.  “You 
know, man, it was just—we were doing okay, and now all of a sudden, being careful ain’t 
good enough, you know?” 

Angel nodded. 
“Now you’ve got to let us help you,” Kevin said softly.  “This is bigger than even 

really tough kids like you can handle.” 
“Yo, bitch,” Klip said angrily.  “What you know?” 
Kevin held up a silencing hand.  “I know this.  You guys are the toughest kids 

I’ve met.  Even growing up, I hadn’t met anyone as tough and capable as you.  But this?”  
Kevin stuck out his chin, his lips firm with resolve.  “There will be death tonight,” he said 
slowly.  “Maybe accidental.  Maybe not, but you’re not ready for that.” 

“Our family is dying out there,” Bambi said softly.  “Our family dies bit by bit 
every winter.  I think we know what death is.” 
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“Are you prepared to give it, little one?” Kevin asked gently. 
“Yo, dog—” Klip started. 
Rule slugged him on his shoulder. 
“Here’s what I want you to do,” Angel said softly, but firmly.  “I want to talk to 

Clam and Chris for a bit.  The rest of you need to find a place to bunk down until this all 
settles down.” 

“You talk to them,” Rule said standing upright, “you talk to all o’ us.” 
Angel cleared her throat, looking at them all.  “You all know his secret?” 
They looked at each other. 
Chris shrugged.  “Yeah.  We know.  It came out a couple of days ago.” 
“Is that—” Angel stopped herself and looked around.  “Let’s see what we can 

scrounge up for supper and then we’re on our way.” 
Seeing the fear on their faces drove Angel’s appetite to the ground.  But there was 

one thing she had a hankering for, blood.  She hated nothing worse than people—
anyone—who were willing to kill kids.  Recalling the revenge she couldn’t take out on 
her mother, she resolved to fulfill the hunger this time. 
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Chapter Twelve 
 
 
 

“I’ll be right back,” Kevin said, pointing to the cell phone he held in his hand as 
Angel prepared some sandwiches. 

She nodded, and walked out to the living room where everyone was sprawled out 
and divvied out the goodies.  “I think it’s time you guys opened up and were honest with 
me,” she said, settling down on the floor next to them.  “Clam—Ricardo, why are you on 
the run?” 

Clam swallowed the small bit of his sandwich with great difficulty.  He licked his 
lips and got a drink of water.  “Well, you know who my father is, right?” 

She nodded. 
“Well, we have a pretty tight-knit family.  I know that what Papi does isn’t right, 

but it pays well and he helps a lot of people out.” 
The kids looked at each other and nodded or shrugged. 
“There’s this guy, Cousin Charlie.”  Clam held his sandwich and stared at it.  “I 

saw him do something terrible.” 
Angel watched the boy pensively.  It was never a good thing when kids got in the 

middle of drug trafficking or weapon smuggling.  Too many things could go wrong.  
There were too many people who were greedy, and would gladly cut the throat of anyone 
who stood in their way.  “What’d he do?” 

Clam was silent for a long time before he looked up.  “He killed Cousin Markos.” 
Angel took in a deep breath and looked around.  “I take it Charlie knows what 

you saw?” 
He nodded glumly.  “He caught me.  Told me not to tell anyone or I’d be dead.  

But I told Grandma P.  She didn’t believe it though and told me to stop telling lies.  
Cousin Markos was her grandson and Cousin Charlie was like a son, I guess.  They’re 
close anyways.” 

“Why did he kill your cousin?” 
He shrugged.  “Power.”  He looked around with a quirk to his lips.  “Markos was 

Papi’s favorite.  He was his second man or whatever he called it.  When Papi was gone, 
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Markos made the rules.  That’s what I know.  I think Charlie was hoping to take Markos’ 
place.” 

Angel raised her eyebrows.  “That would make sense.  Does your Papi know 
you’re gone?” 

Clam shrugged.  “I would suppose so.  He was very watchful of me and my sister, 
but…” He shrugged again, this time deeper so that his head almost shrank into his 
shoulders.  “I haven’t heard anything though and I haven’t seen my face on anything.” 

Angel didn’t know too much about gangs, but they were territorial and always out 
for more.  If it got out that Persico’s son was missing, it might not go well for their 
“family” or for those they were protecting.  “Okay.  Well, I’m not going to go after your 
Dad—Papi, but I am going to find and catch this bastard, Charlie, and bring him to 
justice.” 

Clam was silent for a long time.  “He killed a lot of my friends.  He wanted to kill 
me.”  He met her gaze evenly.  “I’d kill him if I could.” 

Coming out of the bedroom, Kevin motioned for Angel.  She got up and met him.  
“Sarah has an address of a club that Charlie likes to hang out at.  It just so happens that a 
lot of other high rollers like to hang out there too.” 

Angel shrugged.  “What’s the problem?” 
He took in a deep breath.  “Agent Matthews is the problem.  He’s investigating 

Alfie Persico who also happens to hang out at that club a lot.” 
“What’s the likelihood that Charlie is there?” 
“Pretty good,” Kevin said, tilting his head at her with a sarcastic lilt, “considering 

that Agent Matthews called up Sarah and told her to take you out and get you drunk, but 
to stay the hell away from Club Dread.” 

Angel smiled angelically and placed her hands on Kevin’s chest.  “Kevin,” she 
said in the sweetest, most conniving voice she could muster, “I really need to go out, and 
I have no other wish than to go to Club Dread.” 

He started to shake his head.  “But—“ 
She gave him a very pouty look, biting her lower lip and releasing it slowly while 

looking up at him through her eyelashes.  “The only thing that will make me happy is to 
go to Club Dread…right now.” 

He smiled down at her with a mischievous grin.  “What kind of artillery do you 
have stashed?” 

She shrugged self-assuredly.  “Oh, I think you might be surprised.” 
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They pulled up to Club Dread and cruised around the block.  “There they are,” 
Kevin said, motioning with his head towards a new utility van.  “How much are you 
willing to bet that Agent Matthews is inside?” 

Angel just smiled and parked her bike a block away.  By the time they walked 
back to the club, the long way around so that they would be less visible to the occupants 
inside the van, they were met up front by a very unlikely person, Sarah. 

Angel looked at her in surprise.  She was dolled up to the nines.  She was wearing 
a Catholic schoolgirl skirt with black thigh-highs and black platform baby-doll shoes.  
Her blonde hair was tipped in black where she had gelled it to stick up from her head in 
cute spikes and her eyes were darkly lined with coal.  “Love the outfit,” Angel called as 
she stepped up to Sarah.  “Where’d you ditch the glasses?” 

“Contacts,” Sarah said simply, pulling Angel into a hug.  She pulled back and 
took in Angel’s appearance.  “I would have thought you could do better than that,” she 
reprimanded. 

Angel wore her good black, baggy jeans littered with buckles and chains.  What 
made this pair the good pair was the fact that it had a rose stitched onto the back pocket.  
Her blouse was a velvet, form-fitting peasant top with a laced-up front.  Well, the maroon 
concoction was supposed to be laced, but it was fairly open for most to see that Angel 
was wearing no bra.  And over that, she wore her usual black biker’s jacket.  Angel gave 
Sarah a look that begged for a good answer.  “You actually thought I’d wear a skirt?” 

Sarah shrugged with a chuckle.  “You,” she said, turning to Kevin, “look 
devilishly handsome as always.” 

They’d stopped by his place, as it wasn’t very far.  Club Dread had a dress code 
and jeans weren’t allowed.  For that matter, Angel didn’t know if she’d be allowed in the 
way she was dressed.  Kevin wore black slacks and a silk, midnight-blue shirt.  His 
weapon was in his ankle holster.  “Thanks,” Kevin said gratefully. 

“Look,” Sarah said, with a wave of her hand,  “they know me here.  Let’s go.” 
“Oh really?” Kevin said archly.  “I never knew you were the party animal.” 
Sarah threw him a sly glance over her bare shoulder.  “There’s a lot you don’t 

know about me, partner.” 
As they neared the door, she grabbed hold of Kevin’s arm and hugged it tight.  

“What are you doing?” Kevin bent his head to mutter. 
Sarah giggled at him and batted at his arm.  She reached across him to grab a hold 

of Angel’s hand.  “You’re going to have a good time, right?” she asked loudly.  “You 
promise?” 
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Angel threw her a dangerous look hidden behind a slight smile and shrugged, her 
heavy boots making little sound on the busy street. 

“Andrew,” Sarah cried as they reached the door.  On a Wednesday night, there 
weren’t a whole lot of people, but there were enough that they were crowded at the door 
as the loud dance music from inside blared through the door and surrounded them.  
“Look what I have brought.”  She turned toward her partner.  “This is Kevin.” 

“He your partner?” Andrew asked. 
Sarah gave him a get-off-my-case look.  “We’re not detectives tonight.”  She held 

up her first two fingers and gave him the cutest little bad girl look that Angel had ever 
seen.  “Promise.” 

Andrew was a big hulk of a guy who looked like he was a strong back with a 
weak mind.  He smiled in spite of himself and nodded.  “Right on, Sarie.  I gotcha.”  He 
nodded his chin at Angel.  “Who’s the Chinese girl?” 

Sarah’s face lit up as she gathered Angel’s arm in her own.  “This is Angel.” 
“Dark Angel?” Andrew asked with a surprised frown.  “Funny thing, whole 

bunches of people have been coming around asking if the Dark Angel was here yet.” 
Angel frowned and shook her head as the bass thumped faster and harder through 

the door behind the doorman.  The singer’s voice was raspy and calling.  She could feel 
the music seep into her blood.  A club was just the right scene to sport this fight in.  
“Sounds like a cult thing to me,” she said loud enough to be heard.  “Did they think they 
were vampires?” 

Andrew shook his head and smiled.  “Nah.  They looked like they were boys from 
the hood.” 

Angel’s frowned deepened as a new song started up.  Her body moved slightly to 
the beat of the bass against her will.  “Well, be assured that ain’t me.” 

Andrew shrugged and ushered them inside.  “Ain’t often my Sarie brings friends.  
Get in there.” 

Sarah beamed a smile at him and snuck in the door. 
As soon as Angel stepped inside, someone grabbed her arm and dragged her into 

a dark corner, shoving a drink in her hand.  He was a tall, well-dressed black man.  He 
looked down at her with a serious expression on his face and yelled in her ear over the 
music. “I know you.  The kids have asked for help.  We’re here to help the Black Angel.” 

She looked up at him with surprise.  “Who the hell is the Black Angel?” 
“That’s the name you got on the street.”  He gestured around the club.  “Me and 

my boys are here.  Just give us the signal.” 
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She nodded and walked off to find Kevin, the bass thumping so loud she could 
feel her heart beat to it.  She grabbed Kevin’s elbow, chugged back her drink and set it on 
a table on her way to the dance floor. 

Kevin looked down at her and smiled a predatory grin as they both began to 
writhe to the music.  She took off her jacket and threw it on a chair not far away.  Both of 
her guns were tucked into her boots and three knife handles gleamed from a side pocket.  
She raised her hands above her head and let the music guide her grinding dance.  People 
were gyrating all around her and Kevin.  She let her gaze fall around the large, packed 
room, looking for the VIP area.  It was upstairs.  There was a room enclosed in glass 
where several people were milling around lazily.  The men were well dressed and the 
women were scantily clad, their hair loose and falling around them in soft, erotic circles. 

Sarah moved up next to them and began to move to the music, rocking back and 
forth like the epitome of a white girl.  The music suddenly turned rough and harsh, the 
main singer muttering his lyrics into the screaming of the synthesizer and the rhythmic 
undulation of the drum set. 

Angel bent her knees and dug into the music harder, turning so that she could 
scope out the entrance to the VIP area. 

Kevin placed his hands on her hips and rammed them into his own.  He stilled 
their movements as the music paused dramatically only to open again harder and harsher 
than before, the vocals becoming more throaty and desperate as the singer spoke of pain, 
chaos and desolation.  Kevin moved them to the beat, driving the heat of the music, the 
mood, and their unfinished business deep into her body. She was hot.  Her blood was 
boiling and she could tell by the look in his eyes that he understood exactly what she felt.  
He leaned in and nibbled on her neck, rising toward her ear.  “Sarah has a way in.” 

Angel nuzzled closer to him and bit lightly on his shoulder.  She took his earlobe 
in her mouth and muttered.  “Really?” 

He looked down at her and nodded.  He took her hand as Sarah grasped his other 
one, and together they went to the stairs. Angel paused only long enough to collect her 
jacket. 

At the base of the stairs, they were met by Andrew yet again.  He smiled down at 
Sarah, and grabbed her waist with a huge hand, making her womanly figure appear 
girlish, and pulled her toward him.  “I can take guests up from time to time,” Andrew 
called to them.  “But this time the boss asked me to bring up you,” he said, chucking his 
chin at Angel. 

Angel’s eyes narrowed as she followed Kevin up the stairs, still holding his hand, 
the music getting louder around them. 
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As they crested the steps, they were at once confronted by the man they were 
seeking.  He smiled at them evilly, crossing his arms over his chest.  “Boss wants to see 
you,” he said, jabbing a finger towards Angel. 

She tilted her head to the side in a seductive manner, her loose, straight black hair 
falling away from her shoulders.  She gave him an almost angelic look.  “I wonder why.” 

His grin only grew darker.  He leaned towards her and said just loud enough for 
her to hear, “You’ll learn real quick that you don’t cross me.  I’ve got the boss’ ear.” 

She let go of Kevin’s hand and ran both hands up Charlie’s sides, reaching inside 
of his blazer, her jacket draped over her arm.  She pushed her hands further upward.  His 
arms fell away as the darkness that had clouded his eyes dispersed and something else 
just as dark clouded them again.  She looked up at him like a seductress looking at her 
next meal who had inadvertently fallen into her web.  “I think you’ll find,” she said, 
bringing her cheek next to his and running her tongue along his jawbone, “that I’m not 
the type to play with either.”  She pulled back and gave him a solid, yet pouty look.  “I’m 
too much woman for you,” she said, and looking down at where his dick was propping up 
his zipper, then back to his face, “to handle.”  She smiled sweetly at him and turned to the 
man in charge. 

“I hear you have business with me,” the tall, silently impressive man who sat 
surrounded by beautiful nearly naked women said with a slight smile.  “I’m willing to 
deal.” 

She smiled at him.  “I doubt that, Alfie.”  She watched the surprise flicker across 
his face at a stranger calling him by his given name.  “I want him.”  She raised her 
eyebrow darkly.  “I want him dead.” 
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Chapter Thirteen 
 
 
 

Mr. Persico brushed away the woman adorning his chair.  He rested his elbows on 
the chair and steepled his fingers in front of his nose, looking at Angel intrigued.  “Why 
so?  What did he do to piss you off?  Did he scorn your advances?” 

She looked back over to Charlie where he still sported a tent.  She turned to Mr. 
Persico with a sure, sly smile.  “I doubt he could.” 

The mafia boss smiled slightly.  “Then why?” 
Angel watched the man and those surrounding him as they all stood, alerted to 

danger. 
Mr. Persico gestured helplessly with his hands.  “I’m afraid I cannot do this.  He 

is…close to me now.” 
“Your second-in-command,” Angel added softly. 
He tipped his head in ascension. 
She moved forward and leaned in, giving him a clear shot of her cleavage while 

she bent her lips to his ear, her hair cascading around them.  “What if I were to tell you 
that he killed Markos and that I know where your son is?” 

Silence loomed between them as the music changed, starting out softly, but 
gradually growing to a demanding crescendo. 

She pulled back to look into his eyes.  He stared at her incredulously.  “Why do 
you tell me these things?  What is it that you want?” he demanded softly for her ears 
only.  “What money do you seek?  I want my son back!” 

She shook her head.  “I’m not holding him hostage.  He ran away because he felt 
unsafe in your home.  Charlie wishes to kill him because he told someone of what he 
saw.” 

“And what did he see?” Mr. Persico asked softly. 
“Charlie killing your favorite cousin, Markos.”  She stepped back to let it sink in. 
He opened his mouth to say something as all hell broke lose below.  Women 

screamed.  Chairs fell.  The music stopped.  Guns were fired.  Men barked commands. 
Angel rushed to the balcony to find the black man who had stopped her when she 

entered the club. 
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He looked up and saluted her with his silver weapon before tearing into the men 
in rich suits flooding the floor. 

Someone wrapped his arm around her neck and held a gun to her head.  She was 
spun around to face Kevin and Sarah who stood with their weapons drawn but unsure 
who to aim it at first. 

“We should kill them, tío,” Charlie said in Angel’s ear. “Starting with her.  They 
came here to kill you.” 

Mr. Persico stared at Charlie for a long, hard moment.  He shook his head.  “I do 
not think so.” 

Charlie was stunned for one moment.  That’s all Angel needed.  She kicked up 
with her foot and caught his face with her boot.  He crumpled behind her.  She spun 
around and kicked the gun out of his hands. 

Mr. Persico waved off the other men, and with a look, bid them to lower their 
weapons.  He looked at Sarah and Kevin with the same silent demand and they too 
lowered their guns.  They weren’t happy about it by the looks on their faces. 

Angel stepped back and waited for Charlie to stand up a bit before turning and 
delivering a forceful roundhouse kick to his face, slamming him against the railing. 

“You did not tell me, Angel,” Mr. Persico said calmly, “what it is you seek from 
this…arrangement you have asked for.” 

She waited for Charlie to pick himself back up.  He looked at her with hate in his 
eyes as he came charging up to her.  She met him with the ball of her hand connecting 
with his nose, not to kill, but simply to stun.  Never taking her eyes off of her prey, she 
answered the mafia lord.  “I want the killings to stop.” 

“What killings?” he asked. 
“The street kids,” Kevin said gruffly as Angel stepped towards Charlie again, and 

crouched down, balling her hands into fists and sending them into his chest using the 
force of her legs to lift him off the ground and into a table a couple feet behind him.  
“He’s been preying on them, torturing them for information about the whereabouts of 
your son and then killing them.” 

“And your interest, Miss Angel?” 
Charlie wasn’t moving.  She looked at Mr. Persico and glowered.  “No kid 

deserves to die that way.” 
A flash of recognition glittered across his eyes.  He nodded.  “You may have him, 

if all you say is true.  And my son?” 
“As soon as they make contact with me again, I’ll let Clam—Ricardo, know that 

it’s safe to go home.” 
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Mr. Persico stared at her for a long moment.  He tipped his head in thought.  
“Have you ever considered becoming a guardian?” 

She raised her eyebrow at him.  Charlie made a slight sound behind her and she 
immediately turned to him and placed a very solid foot in his stomach.  She turned back 
to Mr. Persico.  “I have no idea what it is, but if it means getting involved in your 
business, I regretfully decline.” 

He saluted her.  “Pity.”  He turned to Charlie with a sick frown and gestured to 
him.  “Take him out of my sight.  What you do with him is your business.” 

Police sirens could be heard in the distance. 
“Cops,” someone shouted and those few remaining people inside the club fled to 

every entrance. 
Angel gathered her jacket, slipping it on.  “It’s been pleasant dealing with you.” 
Mr. Persico smiled at her slightly.  “And you.  I hope to have further…dealings 

with you later.” 
She nodded.  “I’ll see your son is returned to your safekeeping.” 
He nodded in acknowledgement and stood to leave the room through a back door. 
Kevin pulled out his handcuffs and cuffed Charlie’s wrists behind his back, before 

leading the man forcefully down the stairs.  Sarah kept pace with him.  “You look really 
hot, partner,” Kevin said jovially.  “Who knew such a hottie lay hidden behind the 
shrew?” 

She hit his arm. 
“Thanks,” Angel said softly as they made their way to the front door, which stood 

open.  The entrance was flooded with flashing blue and red lights. 
Sarah threw a look over her shoulder and winked.  “I like ya.  What can I say?” 
Police officers came running through the door.  They pushed their way through 

after identifying themselves as detectives. 
“So that’s the reason you haven’t been laid,” Kevin said, stopping just outside the 

door.  “You’re gay and can’t come out of the closet.” 
Sarah rolled her eyes.  “Don’t I wish?” she muttered.  “I could have been laid a 

hundred times over.  You know how many times girls hit on me in a week?” 
Kevin threw his head back and laughed. 
“You,” someone shouted to them.  They all looked toward the voice and saw 

Agent Matthews storming towards them.  “I told you to stay out of this.” 
“We weren’t after your guy,” Kevin said simply, his business face sliding into 

place as he read Charlie his rights.  “Your investigation is still in place with no holes.  
Charlie here wasn’t a major player.” 
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“He was his second-in-command,” the agent said, coming up to them and 
stopping.  “And what are—” He looked at Sarah in outrage.  “I thought I told you—” 

Angel looked up at him with her angel eyes and pouted.  “But, sir, the only thing 
that would have made me happy was to come to this club.  You understand, of course.  
It’s a woman’s prerogative.” 

He frowned at her.  “We’ll just see how this ‘woman’s prerogative’ goes over 
when I charge you for impeding an investigation.” 

Kevin and Sarah rolled their eyes and pushed their cuffed suspect toward a police 
car. 

The man who had tagged Angel in the club walked up to them as Agent Matthews 
stormed off toward his van.  He grabbed a hold of Kevin’s arm and pinned the smaller 
man with a hard look.  “We want him in the street.  We protect our own.” 

“That was before I stepped in,” Kevin said firmly.  “I’m here to make sure that 
justice is brought to this man.” 

“So am I,” the stranger said softly with an edge of steel.  “Cold, swift justice.” 
Kevin gave the man an evil smile.  “But I happen to think that death is too quick 

for some.  I like the long, slow death that they have to wait for.” 
The stranger was silent for a long moment before pulling away.  “He’ll get out of 

your care and your justice.” He smiled, and in the darkly lit street with the red and blue 
lights flashing everywhere, only his teeth and the whites of his eyes were clear.  “And 
when he does, I’ll be there.” The stranger nodded and walked away. 

“Whew,” Sarah whistled.  “It just gets chillier and chillier, you know?” 
Kevin handed his charge to a police officer.  “Book him for the murder of four 

kids and the attempted murder of a fifth with the intent to kill a sixth.  Take his DNA 
when you get to the station.” 

The police officer nodded and shoved the man into a car. 
Kevin turned to Angel, his gaze hot. 
Sarah looked at them both.  “I think I’ll catch a ride with one of the boys,” she 

said slyly.  “Who knows?  I might get lucky tonight.” 
“Dressed like that?” Angel called after her.  “You’d damn well better get lucky 

tonight.” 
Sarah laughed and called out to someone she knew. 
Angel turned her attention back to Kevin. 
“We have unfinished business.” 
Her gaze glazed over with passion mixed with adrenaline.  “Indeed we do.” 



Frankie Belleville 

86 

“Do you know what I like to do after a night like this?” he asked, drawing her 
body next to his. 

She grinned up at him mischievously.  “I might have a good guess.”  She stared 
off into the black-ridden sky.  “A nice long bike ride, the hum of the motor thrumming 
between your thighs—” 

“And then up to my apartment where I can stick something a little more—” He 
grabbed her hips and ground them into his, where she could easily feel the significant 
bulge begging for release.  “Comforting between your thighs.” 

She grabbed the back of his neck and drew his face down towards her so that she 
could lay claim to his lips.  She drew back, breathless.  “You’re on.”  She grabbed his 
hand and dragged him to her bike.  “Oh, you are so on.” 
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Chapter Fourteen 
 
 
 

Kevin turned to her as he closed and locked the door to his townhouse.  He stood 
there for a moment as he watched her standing there looking at him.  They both smiled at 
each other, enjoying the camaraderie of each other’s discomfort. 

Angel shook her head, and with an evil grin sauntered up to him. 
Kevin gripped her wrists and spun, pushing her back into the door. 
She narrowed her eyes at him with an expectant smile. 
His eyes softened as he let go of her wrists and stepped closer to her, pinning her 

to the door with the presence of his body.  His hands rested on her hips, he placed his 
forehead on hers, his nose lightly touching hers.  “You did a good job protecting those 
kids today.” 

Her smile saddened as a light cloud of old grief passed over her blue eyes.  She 
nodded.  “You did too.” 

He cleared his throat and looked into her eyes, pulling back just a bit.  “I think 
you need to forgive yourself for your girls’ deaths.” 

She flinched, her smile gone as she stared at his chest. 
He reached up and cupped her cheek, bringing her gaze to his.  “It’s not going to 

happen overnight,” he said softly, willing hope into her soul.  “It’s going to take a long 
time to heal from it, but I—” He licked his lips and dropped her gaze.  He brought his 
other hand up and held her face securely in the safety of his hands.  “I want you to know 
that I’ll be here to help you.” 

She tried to bring up the hate, the anger, the hurt, the grief, but it was as if it were 
nothing more than a distant memory, like a star who’s light could be barely seen.  
Warmth streamed from his eyes and melted her.  The icy walls she had built around her 
heart to keep the hurt away were melting under the intensity of his sun-like gaze.  She 
closed her eyes as tears started to well up, her long black lashes feathering along her 
cheekbones, and she turned her head. 

He didn’t allow that.  He brought her face back to his.  “You have to let go of the 
hurt,” he said firmly. 

“I won’t forget about them.” 
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“And you shouldn’t.” 
Her eyes opened to be instantly captured by his.  “I just—” She stopped, shook 

her head and looked up at the ceiling, comforted by his strong, protective presence.  “I 
just miss them so much.  Their voices—Their laughter—Their fights,” she said, ending 
with a light laugh.  “Oh my God, they used to fight all the time.  Mom, she looked at me.  
Mom, she took my pony.  Mom, Mom, Mom.” Her tears spilled over. 

His eyes filled with concern and understanding as he took control of her gaze 
again.  “I know.  I’m sorry. But you’ve got to live again.  You’ve got to heal.  There’s 
still a lot of love in that heart of yours.” 

She let out a dry, self-kicking chuckle.  “For whatever that’s worth.” 
“You saved those kids, Ang,” he said fiercely.  “Your mother had a serious 

problem.  That’s why your kids are dead, not because you’re incapable.  Yeah, you 
should have probably left earlier.  Maybe you shouldn’t have told her you were leaving, 
but—” He stopped and looked at her.  “You did what you thought was best for your 
mother and for your kids. I can’t even begin to understand how hard that situation must 
have been for you.  But you’ve got to pick yourself up and learn how to live again.” 

Angel closed her eyes and nodded slowly, reveling in the feel of safety and 
comfort.  “I know.” 

He looked deep into her eyes, a hint of compassion akin to love shining through.  
“Let’s start today.” 

She gave him a soft smile and nodded.  “Let’s.”  A sultry look slowly overtook 
the pain and grief, pushing it away.  She gave him a look that had melted many a man 
before him and placed her hands on the hem of his shirt. 

He shook his head, taking her hands and placed them at her sides.  He nuzzled her 
neck and trailed butterfly kisses along its length.  “We do this my way tonight, Ang.” 

She narrowed her eyes at him intrigued.  “And how is that?” 
He caught her face in his hands and lowered his mouth to hers.  “I’m not going to 

have sex with you, Angel,” he murmured, the breath of his words feathering along her 
lips, sending shivers coursing through her body.  “I’m going to make love to you.” 

“Kevin,” she said, swallowing.  “I don—“ 
He placed a finger across her full lips and smiled.  “I don’t want to hear it.” 
“But I—” 
He shook his head and claimed her lips fully with his own, devouring her soul 

with the power of his sweet passion.  “Not tonight, Ang.  Tonight we take it slow.  
Tonight,” he said kissing her forehead, her nose, her cheeks, “we enjoy each other’s 
company.” 
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She closed her eyes, the final steel barriers around her heart dissolving under the 
gentle barrage.  Her arms wrapped around his torso as she clung to him, her head 
pillowed above his heart.  For the first time in a long time, she felt warmth fill her heart 
once more.  She felt as though she might have the courage to live again. 

He held her close for a long moment.  With a mischievous gleam to his eyes, he 
walked her towards the bedroom, unwilling to unlock her from the power of his embrace. 

She looked up at him and giggled as she was forced to walk backward.  “What are 
you doing?” 

“You’ll find out in a bit,” he said with a chuckle that rumbled through his chest.  
He gently laid her down on the bed and lowered himself on top of her.  “I want you to 
just lay there and enjoy.” 

She raised an eyebrow before gazing up at the ceiling.  “I suppose laying here 
might not be too hard.” 

His smile widened into a grin.  “We’ll see about that, won’t we?” 
He traced a soft outline on her cheek, brushing her hair from her face. 
She smiled up at him and shook her head with a breathy giggle.  “I thought we 

were going to…uh…you know,” she said with a slight frown furrowing her forehead.  
She raised her hand to the back of his head to bring his lips to her own.  She claimed him 
with the fierceness of the passion he had inflamed in her soul. 

He allowed her to take what she could for a long moment before pulling back. 
She frowned at him.  “I don’t understand.” 
“You used pain to counter your pain.  You used me.” 
She flinched and looked away. 
“Now I want to give you—” He stopped and licked his lips adverting his gaze for 

a moment before returning it to her eyes.  “I want to give you something you haven’t had 
for a very long time.” 

She watched him warily.  The warmth he had given her felt wonderful as it bathed 
her heart, but he was treading dangerously close to something she didn’t know if she 
were ready for…love.  “Kevin—” 

He shushed her with a finger.  He looked into her eyes and shook his head.  “Not 
that.”  He smiled a sad smile.  “I know you’re not ready for that, but…” He lightly ran his 
fingers down her arm, then back up and across her breast, causing her to suck her breath 
in as an answering fire shot through her veins.  “I’ve been wanting to do something with 
you ever since that first night.” 

Her eyes were clouded and she knew it.  The scenery vanished amidst a haze of 
passion, and only his face was in focus as he gazed down at her.  She swallowed as he 
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slowly raised her velvet shirt.  She rose minutely to allow him to take it off, spilling her 
hair all around her on the pillow and across her unharnessed breasts. 

“Tonight, we make love my way.” 
And they did.  It was gentle and romantic as he worshipped every inch of her 

body.  She burned with a passion that she hadn’t felt in over a year.  The yearning to live 
coursed through her with the power of his caresses.  It wasn’t erotic.  It wasn’t the all-
consuming power of the body to overtake the mind.  This was different.  This was the 
heart overtaking the body. 

He watched her as he stroked the kindling of life back into her.  She could feel the 
never-ending depression disperse.  The cruelty of another day spent in eternal hell slowly 
lifted.  She felt warm and safe, her heart, her mind, and her soul begged her body for 
release. 

He entered her slow and steady as they rode higher towards passion’s plain.  
Neither of them uttered a single word.  Words were not needed.  He drove into her again 
and again, breaking all of her walls, all of her boundaries, becoming one for a moment.  
Soundlessly, they came together, reaching their pinnacle in nearly the same instant. 

He caressed her face as their breathing returned to normal. 
She closed her eyes and simply enjoyed his touch. 
He rolled off of her and gathered her into his arms.  “Angel,” he murmured into 

her slightly sweaty hair. 
“Mmm,” she murmured against his chest.  Sleep was calling, but this time it 

would not be the painful sleep of loss.  This was a sleep of promise. 
“I want to see you.” 
She chuckled.  “I think you did a lot of seeing me tonight.” 
“No.”  He pulled back just a bit. 
She opened her eyes with a sigh. 
“I know that this isn’t going to be easy,” he said, an earnest look in his eyes. “I 

know that you still have a long way to go, but…” He trailed off, gathering her close to 
him again.  “ I care about you. I want to date you. I want to be part of your life.” 

She was silent for a long time, the internal debate raging inside of her mind.  If 
she didn’t touch, she wouldn’t get hurt…but she was touching now…and it felt so good.  
She closed her eyes and remembered. Remembered the laughter as the girls had played 
tag with her in the backyard of their last evening together. The sound of Heather’s cries 
of disbelief and hurt when she’d gotten a rash from the grass.  The sound of her mother’s 
voice on the phone telling her of her day.  The look on Riley’s face when she got her 
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keyboard for Christmas. It wasn’t the good memories that hurt.  It was the fact that she 
would never have them again that wedged the knife deep into her heart. 

She rested her hand on Kevin’s cool waist and pulled back to look into his eyes.  
She reached up and ran her hand against his smooth, baldhead.  “I can’t promise you 
anything.” 

He nodded. 
“But I’ll try.” 
“That’s all I ask.” His expression melted into happiness as he smiled at her, kiss 

her forehead, and tucked her head onto his chest.  “Well, I recommend we sleep on it 
then.” 

And for the first time since her children’s death, Angel slept…without the regret 
of living. 
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