
  

 

 

Chase’s eyes flew open, heart racing, palms sweating as he peered through the dark 

night. Brandy stirred and shifted beside him. She had released all his pent up frustrations, was 

a bandage for the pain he felt. She had helped assuage the guilt for the death of Cassidy. 

For a split second, he considered Devins’ absence proof of the man’s guilty association 

with the drug smugglers. He pushed the thought back but it refused to go quietly. 

Brandy pressed her silky naked body into him and a slender arm came to rest across his 

chest. The musty smell of their lovemaking clung to her and despite the pain of the day he once 

more felt the stirring urge for her. He needed to take her, hold her, prove to himself he was still 

alive, that she was real and not going anywhere. 

He rolled over, his hand tracing along her side down to her hip. The bruise made him 

hesitate. She really did a number on herself. From the look of it she was lucky no bones were 

broken. He moved down and pressed a kiss against the injury. 

She stirred again, but didn’t wake. His hand slid across her stomach and she moaned. 

He stroked the silky mound of hair. Slipping a finger into her he stroked, eliciting more 

moaning from her lips. 

She still hadn’t awakened but was beginning to arch into his hand. He kissed the space 

between her breasts, and down her breastbone, along her smooth stomach, when the ringing of 

the phone ripped into the silence of the room. 

“Willet.” 

“Chase?” 

The somber tone in Bobby’s voice made him sit up. A knot gathered and tightened in his 

stomach. “It’s Devins, isn’t it,” he didn’t ask but stated. 

Bobby sighed. “They just found him. In the river under the Martin Luther King Bridge.” 



  

 

“Damn,” Chase shouted and nearly jumped off the bed. He raked his hand through his 

hair, the knot in his gut set his stomach churning. He’d sent them into this mess and they’d 

paid the price for it. 

“Chase? Don’t go there,” Bobby cautioned. 

“I want Rivera,” he growled. “I want them all. But I want him most of all.” 

“We’ll get him,” Bobby promised. 

Chase took a breath and tried to calm his anger. “Who’s notifying the family?” 

“I’m up,” Bobby answered grimly. 

They alternated who broke the news to the family when they lost someone from the team. 

He hated it but it was always better to hear from someone who worked and was close to an 

agent rather than having some generic delivery by a person who only knew the agents name. 

“I’ll meet you down there.” 

“No. They’re sending him to the morgue and I’ve got to make the visit. I’ll see you when 

you get in.” 

“I’ll see you tomorrow.” Chase glanced at the alarm clock. “In a couple of hours,” he 

amended. 

“Bye.” Bobby hung up without waiting for his reply. 

A warm hand caressed his back. “Chase?” Brandy’s sleep thickened voice came from 

beside him in the dark. 

“Go back to sleep.” 

She sat up. “Bad news?” 

“Bad, but I shouldn’t have been surprised.” He inhaled a deep sigh. Exhaustion weighed 

him down. 

She snuggled into his back and kissed his shoulder blade. “What’s happened?” 

He hated letting the job into the bedroom, but couldn’t help it. Brandy lifted the weights 

off his soul. “Devins. He’s dead.” The constriction in his chest threatened to suffocate him. 

Her arms enveloped him, gently squeezing. The strength she poured into him helped lift 

the elephant off his chest, and the pain in his heart wasn’t quite as sharp. 

“It wasn’t your fault,” her soft lips murmured against his skin. 

“Maybe it was. I sent them out there.” 

“They had a job to do, isn’t that what you tell me? A job to do and you all do it well? This 

is a risk that each one of you takes every day. Stop beating yourself up. Please?” 

He pulled away slightly. A risk they all take? How many more lives would he risk? The 

uncertainty of it all. The constant worry for her safety, the self-doubt, it was driving him to the 



 

 

point of madness. Brandy shouldn’t be put in this mess. 

He sagged into the mattress and she moved closer. “Don’t think about it. You’ll get this 

all cleaned up, you’ll make a difference. I know it has to be hard loosing them, but honestly 

Chase, they died trying to make the world a better place for all of us.” 

She pressed her lips into him again and he once more felt the weight. In a way she was 

right, they had died trying to stop the poison that was filling the streets. She was also wrong. 

They shouldn’t have died to make the difference. “I’m going to get Rivera and his men. I swear I 

will. I’ll bring down anyone who’s working with him, I don’t care who they are.” 

~ * ~ 

The tone in his voice sent chills down her spine. No matter who it was. What could she 

do? So far he didn’t have any idea she was working with Rivera. Once he found out…she 

shivered violently…Chase wouldn’t stop. Revenge would drive his anger and he could be just as 

explosive as Rivera. She shivered again. Maybe it was time to bail. Disappear. 

Where the hell could she go? There would be nowhere on earth Rivera couldn’t find her. 

Of course if Chase wanted to, there wouldn’t be any hiding from him either. 

He grabbed her into an embrace. “Are you cold?” He pulled the covers up close and 

squeezed her tight. “I won’t let anything happen to you. I’ll die first.” 

He grew quiet and the time seemed to drag. She knew he wasn’t going to be able to go 

back to sleep. She also knew sleep would avoid her like the Black Death. 

He pulled away. “I’m going to take a shower.” The mattress shifted and the comforting 

feel of his body left a chill in its place. 

He disappeared into the bathroom and once more she trembled. The only way to keep 

both men off her was to do the job. She’d collect the bounty, leave enough evidence to destroy 

Rivera for good and disappear. 

Her gaze flickered to the desk where the gun was locked away. Inhaling a deep breath, 

she left the bed and opened the drawer. Once more, she pulled out the box holding the gun, 

unlocked it and hefted its cold weight in her hand. Leaving the desk, she moved to the 

bathroom door. The sound of the water running muffled through the wood she placed her hand 

on the knob. 

You just have to open the door, shoot him and get out… The door slid open with a quiet 

creak. Steam filled the room and through the haze, she could see his silhouette on the curtain. 

Raising the gun, she aimed it at him and her finger applied slight pressure against the trigger. 

 

 


