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            KEEGAN TRIES. HE REALLY DOES

          

        

      

    

    
      “I am not eating that,” Keegan said, unable to look away from the rainbow-colored mess that had just been set in front of him. Brigit Larson had been working for him for nearly five years, and in that time, she’d talked him into eating dozens of questionable things, from rattlesnake to a scallop-stuffed sole that had nearly killed him. Not this time. He drew the line at glitter. “It looks like a unicorn threw up on a cheesecake.”

      She threw her hands in the air. “It’s our Pride special, Key, what do you want it to look like? Black cheesecake with a side of blood orange sauce? You wanna go full dark for Pride? Come on, think of the fun!” When his response was a cocked eyebrow, she sighed. “Okay fine, think about the money.”

      Actually, he was thinking about escape, and stared longingly at the hallway that led to his office. It was only a few dozen feet away. Maybe she wouldn’t notice if he⁠—

      Brigit moved to stand between him and the hall. “Keegan. Chef Drew needs you to okay all menu items, even if we’re only going to serve them for a month. Eat the damn cheesecake.” Suddenly, her head popped up like a prairie dog in a nature documentary, and she looked toward the front door. “Customers. I’ll be back. And that cheesecake better be in your stomach when I get here.”

      He stared down at the plate as though it had personally wronged him. He really wasn’t a rainbows-and-glitter kind of guy.

      He got it—Pride was great, both the concept and the event. And boy, was Chef Drew all about it. The restaurant threw a big thing every year because, well, why not? Keegan was gay, Drew was gay, almost half the waitstaff were gay, bi, or ace. They had every reason to be proud.

      Brigit, the straightest girl to have ever lived, seemed more excited about Pride than anyone. She was his best friend, but it still blew his mind that she was so invested in something that didn’t affect her. Maybe she just wanted her kid to grow up in a better world, but he had an uncomfortable suspicion that this was going to turn into another one of her set-up attempts.

      “That looks like something from a six-year-old’s birthday party. Where’s your shiny hat?” came a voice from above him. Keegan lifted his head.

      It was Owen, of course. Keegan’s kid brother always found himself far more amusing than anyone else did. Kid had all the sense of humor of a dry, dusty rock.

      “It’s for Pride,” he said stubbornly, cutting off a piece and stuffing it into his mouth.

      He froze.

      It was amazing. Chef Drew was the mad genius behind the best thing that had happened to cheesecake in the history of cheesecake. Maybe the best thing to happen to dessert, period. It was life altering. Keegan stared down at the ethereally glittering slice and thought he might actually be able to get behind this absurdity.

      “Are you jizzing in your pants over cheesecake, Keegan? God, you’re such a stereotype.” Owen dropped down next to him with a thud. It sounded as though he’d thrown all of his weight into the motion. The cushion of the half-moon booth gave a hiss as it sank with the weight. “Why do I even come to you for help?”

      Keegan ignored him for a moment in favor of the cheesecake. “At least you don’t talk back and insult my life choices,” he murmured fondly.

      “Seriously?” Owen asked. “I come to my big bro for advice, and this is what I get? A conversation with a big, gay cheesecake?”

      Brigit was leading a couple to a nearby table, and both of them stopped and stared at Owen for a long moment. He didn’t even seem to notice. It was like people’s reactions meant nothing to him. Keegan sometimes wished he could be so unfazed.

      “Okay,” Keegan said, sliding the cheesecake toward the middle of the table. “You came for advice. Sounds like bull to me, but I’ll bite. What is it?”

      Owen turned serious, and Keegan took notice. His brother was serious by nature, but his moods didn’t usually turn on a dime like that unless he was angry with their father. That seemed to happen more often as Owen got older. A little clash was inevitable, given the circumstances.

      Owen was in his third year at the University of Chicago, studying criminal justice, and their father was a mob boss. Dad was proud that Owen was in college—he was the first Quinn to do it—but criminal justice? Couldn’t he find a better path, like business, religion, or, hell, art?

      Keegan realized that Owen had been silent for a long moment, and cocked his head. “Can’t be that bad, can it? Girls coming onto you again? Dad put one straight once, I’m sure he’ll do it again.”

      “No, but thank you for that reminder.” Owen grimaced. “I had almost forgotten about being practically assaulted. Now I need therapy.”

      “What, again?” Keegan laughed. “Come on, O. Something’s up. What do you need?”

      Owen sighed and his head drooped. “Therapy was easier to deal with than this. It’s Dad, Keegan. I think something is wrong with him. He won’t talk to me about it, but something isn’t right. You know?”

      “You think he’s sick?” It took Keegan some effort to keep his voice steady. It was an impossible idea. Like a five-year-old, part of Keegan still firmly believed that his father was invincible. Brendan Quinn wasn’t the kind of man who got sick.

      Completely oblivious to Keegan’s dramatic inner monologue, Owen was staring at the table, looking frustrated. “I don’t know. He seems off, and it’s not just because he’s got the FBI on his ass, it’s—” Owen cut off with a sigh. “I can’t explain it right. He seems a little tired, sure, whatever. He’s paler, but he’s inside a lot lately. He gets pissed easier—well, Feds on your ass will do that.” Owen shook his head. “It seems like a lot of nothing, Keegan, but I’m sure. Dad is sick.”

      “And since you’re talking to me about this instead of him . . .” Keegan prompted.

      Owen rolled his eyes and grabbed the fork from Keegan’s hand. “I tried to talk to him, and he told me to mind my own damn business.”

      Keegan jerked back, giving Owen the opening to snatch the plate and take a bite of cheesecake for himself. Their father had said that to Owen? That was the most concerning piece of the puzzle yet. Even when Owen had declared his intentions to go into criminal justice, Brendan Quinn hadn’t said anything so disrespectful to his own son.

      “Oh my god.” Owen’s eyes rolled back and he sank into his seat, sated. “This is the best thing in the universe,” he said when his gaze finally came back around to Keegan, strangely intense. “What’s in this? Crack?”

      “I take it that’s a yes?” came Brigit’s wry voice from the front of the table. “At least, from the junior G-man?”

      Owen scowled at her, but then seemed to consider the words, shrugged, and went back to Keegan’s cheesecake.

      Keegan wanted to snatch it back, but Owen was on his left, and there was no way he could move his left arm that fast. However effective Owen’s cheesecake theft had been, the tactic wasn’t planned. No one but Keegan and his physical therapist knew exactly how bad his arm was.

      Six years earlier, Keegan had been in a firefight while working for his dad. He’d come out of it with a shattered shoulder, and a dead child on his conscience. A great lawyer had kept him out of prison, but even after all the therapy and reconstructive surgery money could buy, Keegan was still trapped. If, by chance, he managed to forget that kid for one damn second, all it took was one reach for something on a high shelf and the pain would bring it all crashing back.

      As long as he moved slowly, his arm would do just about anything he told it to, but going in to grab his cheesecake back from Owen wasn’t an option. He wasn’t willing to reveal that weakness to his little brother.

      Keegan looked up at Brigit and gave her a wry smile. “Guess he thinks it should go on the menu. Better get him a shiny party hat while we’re at it.”

      “Oooh, is he coming out for Pride?” Brigit asked enthusiastically. “I’m sure I’ve got glitter somewhere at home from one of Eric’s school projects. I bet we can find some gold hot pants like Drew is planning to wear.”

      Owen stared up in horror, and it was a long enough distraction for her to swipe the cheesecake and put it back in front of Keegan. She gave him a saucy grin. “Sorry, junior G, the boss has to okay it, not you.”

      Owen scowled at him. “If you don’t put it on the menu, I’m never speaking to you again.”

      And just like that, Owen had forgotten the whole purpose of his visit.

      Keegan smiled at him, and took a bite of cheesecake. Turning to Brigit, he nodded his approval. It took a moment to finish the bite, but when he did, he was once again at a loss for words. It was an impressive cheesecake. “Tell Drew he can put it on the regular menu if he wants.”

      Brigit threw both hands in the air and let out a little cheer, ignoring the looks it garnered from the people around her. She pointed at Keegan. “You love Chef Drew. You know you do, don’t try to deny it.”

      “Keegan’s dating his chef? Is he hot? Wait, is that gold-hot-pants guy?” Owen decided to throw in his own horrible two cents, and it caught Brigit’s attention.

      She stared at Owen wide-eyed for a moment, then her face cleared, and she shook her head. “Nah. It’d never work.”

      Staring covetously at the remains of the cheesecake, Owen pouted. “Too bad. I’d like a guy who could cook like this as a brother-in-law.”

      “And what you want’s the most important thing about who I marry,” Keegan said, looking at Owen. Then he turned to Brigit. “And how do you know it wouldn’t work? Is this about the time he⁠—”

      “He never tried to poison you, Keegan,” Brigit shook her head and wiped a palm down her face. “He didn’t know you were allergic to shellfish. When are you going to let that go?”

      Owen snorted. “Good luck with that. He’s still mad that I accidentally messed up some stuffed animal when we were, like, teenagers.”

      “You’re basically still a teenager, and you tore Mr. Whiskers’ freaking head off. What, I’m supposed to forget that?” Keegan scooted a little further away from Owen, narrowing his eyes. “You know who tears the heads off tigers? Psychos, that’s who.”

      They mock-glared at each other for a few seconds. Keegan was taken by the urge to give Owen a noogie like he would have when they were kids. Even if he were still capable of it, Owen wouldn’t appreciate it.

      “Okay, children,” Brigit said to them, giving a frown that was meant to look frustrated, but wasn’t. “I need to go talk to Drew. You two try not to embarrass me too much while I’m gone, okay?”

      “O-kay,” they answered in unison, then looked at each other.

      “Did your waitress Dad us?” Owen asked, looking confused.

      Keegan had to fight back a smile. “Front of house manager. And yeah. It’s scary how much she reminds me of him sometimes.”

      “I know I’m scared,” Owen agreed. “So, tell me about the chef of the magical gay cheesecake.”

      “No.”

      Owen put a hand to his chest like he’d been mortally offended. “What? Surely you’re not afraid of me? I thought I was basically still a teenager!”

      “You tried to sleep with my best friend when you were fourteen,” Keegan reminded him.

      Owen grinned cheekily. “I was precocious. It was endearing.”

      “He was straight. He didn’t think so.” Keegan stuffed the last bite of cheesecake into his mouth and gave Owen a close-mouthed smile around it.

      Owen shrugged and stared longingly at the plate. “His loss. There’s gonna be more of that, right?”

      “You came to talk to me about Dad, Owen,” Keegan said when he’d finished swallowing. “Anything else he’s been doing?”

      “He didn’t go out for dinner with the Bradys last Friday,” Owen said, serious again now that Keegan had pulled him back to the matter at hand. “They were only in town for a few days. He told them he was busy, but he just went to his room and stayed there.”

      And that clinched it. There was no way his father would have avoided dinner with some of his oldest friends if there weren’t something wrong.

      “Plus, he’s had a cold for like three weeks,” Owen added as though it were an afterthought. Keegan stared at him until he started to fidget. “Should have led with that?”

      Keegan nodded, but then he let his features soften. “I’ll talk to him, O,” he promised. “If something’s wrong, we’ll get him to a doctor.”

      Owen gave a long sigh that suggested doubt, but he nodded and stood.

      Brigit appeared by his side with a to-go box. “I’m going to assume you’re not the reason Key looks like someone kicked his kitten, and give you this anyway.”

      Looking inside to find a slice of cheesecake, Owen gave her a genuine smile. “If I were that kind of gay, I’d totally hug you right now. Thanks!” He turned to Keegan. “See you at dinner?” His voice sounded hopeful. He was probably looking for Keegan to run interference on his usual argument with their dad.

      Keegan wasn’t sure he wanted to get tangled up in that on a Saturday evening, so he decided to dodge the question.

      “That kind of gay,” Keegan grumbled at him. “I ought to kick your ass for making homophobic cracks like that.”

      “Yeah,” Brigit agreed, arms crossed. “It’s Pride cheesecake. You’re supposed to be proud.”

      “It’s April,” Owen pointed out. “And liking guys and eating rainbow cheesecake doesn’t mean I have to like hugging people. Later!” He turned and left before either of them could offer a response.

      They watched him go before Brigit turned back to Keegan and shrugged. “I guess he’s right. I mean, we have to plan June’s menu in April and all, but hugging people can be kind of awkward.”

      Keegan sighed and let his head fall back against the backrest of the booth. “It’s too bad he’s gay. You’d be perfect for each other. Now, bring me more cheesecake before someone else comes along to steal it.”

      She threw him a half-hearted glare and went off to the kitchen, leaving Keegan to stew on his own. His head dropped, and he tried to soothe the uneasy twist in his stomach with a rub of his hand. Nothing was going to help until he knew that his father was okay, not even Chef Drew’s magic cheesecake.
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        * * *

      

      Keegan didn’t love the house he grew up in. It was beautiful, he knew. It was huge, spacious, and looked like it belonged in a magazine. But it wasn’t the kind of place for a family with young sons. He had memories of a much smaller place where they’d lived when he was knee-high beside his dad—a house with a tiny yard and neighbors on both sides. That was a home for raising kids. Dad had come up in the world, though, and he’d thought his status required a mansion instead of a home.

      It had been okay when Keegan’s mother had been alive—she could make just about anywhere feel safe and warm. But when she had died giving birth to Owen, everything in his life had become like their new house: huge, empty, and cold. It had taken a long time to get over it, and Keegan was still convinced that if it hadn’t been for Owen, he never would have. Owen needed him constantly, and that had been the best thing that happened in Keegan’s preteen years.

      Keegan’s therapist said his mother’s death had shaped who he’d become, and he supposed she was right. Losing her at eight, he had grown up taking care of his brother, and trying to take care of his father, because there was no one else around to do it.

      Taking care of his father hadn’t worked out, but he’d tried anyway. Brendan Quinn wasn’t a man who liked the idea of being coddled. So instead of being able to care for his father, Keegan had made himself into the man his father wanted him to be. Well, the man he thought his father wanted him to be.

      Keegan had gotten too involved in the family business, been too hands-on, and the end result had been a shootout over a shipment of guns. It had left a seven-year-old boy dead, and Keegan permanently crippled. That was part of how his lawyer had proven him innocent, after all. He hadn’t gotten so much as one shot off before one of the Russians put a bullet in his shoulder, leaving him lying in the street, half-conscious, to be found by the police.

      A trial, four reconstructive surgeries, and years of physical therapy later, and he could move his left arm—slowly, but he could move it. If a person didn’t know about it, or they weren’t paying close attention to him, they wouldn’t even know the difference. That meant the only people who knew the extent of the problem were Keegan’s father, Brigit, and his old friend Mickey Martin. Mick was the guy who had been there every day, had driven him to and from doctor and physical therapy appointments, and then, once he’d talked Keegan into it, actual therapy appointments.

      Mickey had gotten used to the hospital when his mother was wasting away from cancer, and he knew what illness did to people. Therapy had helped his ma, he said, so it would help Keegan too.

      More than any surgery or physical therapy, it had.

      Keegan was still sure he was responsible for that boy’s death. He could still picture that innocent face, the school picture with the gap-toothed grin that had been splashed all over the news. But some days he could almost see that he wasn’t the only one with innocent blood on his hands. That maybe it wouldn’t have helped anything for him to go to prison. Maybe, just maybe, Keegan wasn’t a child killer.

      Kid-Killer Quinn.

      There were few things in the world he hated more than the moniker the press had stuck him with.

      He still heard it in his nightmares.

      So yeah, the house he grew up in wasn’t Keegan’s favorite place to be. For his father, though, he’d go anywhere—the house, prison, even the playground where that boy had died because he’d had the misfortune to cross paths with Keegan Quinn.

      He shuddered at the thought and tried to shake it off as he walked into the house.

      Wilkes, the butler, was shocked to see him. “Sir, how are you this afternoon? Is your father expecting you? He didn’t tell us to⁠—”

      Keegan waved the man off. “Nah, he’s not expecting me. Don’t worry about it, I know where to find him.”

      Wilkes nodded. He had no qualms about giving Keegan the run of the house. He’d been working for the Quinn family for nearly twenty years. Keegan headed straight for his father’s office.

      The room was like something out of a regency novel: all ornate wooden shelves full of first edition literature—none of which had likely been touched since Keegan had read Robinson Crusoe to Owen as a bedtime story—wood and red-leather seating with decorative brass rivets, and a giant, intimidating desk in the middle.

      Keegan was probably the only one who knew the truth about that desk—his dad didn’t keep a damn thing of importance inside it. He just kept it to look impressive, but he’d told Keegan once, “It’s the first place the feds would look, isn’t it? You can’t go keeping your important documents in the easy spot. If they’re going to go through the trouble of looking, you’ve got to go through the trouble of making it hard for them.”

      Even Keegan had never known where his father kept the important documents. He wondered if anyone did.

      Brendan looked up when he walked in, a half-smile crossing his face. “Keegan, m’boy, to what do I owe the pleasure?”

      Usually, he looked just as imposing as the room, with a cocksure attitude and smug grin to match his ridiculously expensive suit. Today, he looked tired.

      They both knew that it wasn’t an ordinary social call. Keegan didn’t come to the house unless he had to. He hadn’t been able to go back to his previous life after the accident, and his father understood that, even if he didn’t like it.

      He took a moment to gather his thoughts before speaking, so his father filled the void.

      “Is it the FBI? Are they harassing you?” His father gave a gusty sigh and flung his feet up onto the surface of the desk. “A damn pain in the ass is what they are. Seem to think that Patty going to jail is going to get them somewhere in this town.”

      Keegan shrugged at that. They should have been right. The previous December, his father’s oldest friend in the world, Patrick O’Hanrahan, had tried his hand at a coup and failed. Brendan, out of love and loyalty for the man he’d once called brother, had allowed Pat to turn himself in, as long as he only implicated himself and went to jail for the rest of his life. The FBI hadn’t seemed to understand the confession and had opened a full investigation into the family, for all the good it was doing them.

      “Tempting to have the old bastard killed on the inside just for the inconvenience,” Brendan said, but Keegan knew his heart wasn’t in it. Even if Uncle Pat had tried to kill him, to Brendan, Pat was still his best friend. Brendan Quinn was loyal, even when that loyalty wasn’t deserved.

      “It’s not the feebs, Dad. They haven’t even talked to me,” Keegan told him, trying to nip the conversation in the bud.

      Brendan looked up at him, surprised. “What, not at all? They’ve been here a dozen times, like it’s their mission in life to make me miserable, and they haven’t talked to my oldest son even once?” The astonishment made his slight Irish brogue thicker than usual, something that had never failed to make Keegan smile.

      “I’m so far away from the business even they know I’m out, Dad.” He hated to put it that way, because Keegan knew that his unwillingness to come back had hurt his father. He could see the disappointment in the old man’s eyes every time they spoke of it.

      Brendan let his feet drop from the desk and leaned toward Keegan, giving a raspy little cough at the sharp motion. “What, then? If the feds aren’t bothering you, what could be so dire as to bring you to the house you grew up in?”

      Keegan flinched back at the callous words. “Dad,” he started, but Brendan cut him off with a wave.

      “I know, I know. This isn’t a home for anyone. That crackerbox you live in is homier than this palace will ever be.” The words were meant to be sarcastic, to point out how ridiculous the idea was, but his father’s tone betrayed something else. Something softer.

      “Right,” Keegan said. His penthouse wasn’t a crackerbox, and was more of a home to him than the sprawling monstrosity where he’d grown up. “I’m here because I’ve been hearing things I thought I needed to talk to you about.”

      Brendan’s eyes narrowed. “Your brother’s been talking again, has he? It’s a good thing he’s planning on joining the law and not us. We’d be dead inside a week, the way he can’t keep a damn thing to himself.”

      “Is there something he should have kept to himself?” Keegan asked, carefully keeping his voice neutral.

      “Oh, stop it,” his father said, and gave another cough, this time longer. They looked at each other for a long moment, and Brendan looked away first, dropping his hand to his lap and clenching it there. “The two of you are as bad as a wife. You know what I’m talking about, and your brother needs to keep his concerns to himself.”

      “You don’t look like you feel good, Dad,” Keegan said softly. “That cough sounds terrible.”

      “I’ve got a bloody cold, so what?” He made to stand but then didn’t, just sinking into his desk chair, still clenching his fist, and refusing to look at his son.

      As always, Keegan tried to ease his father into accepting the obvious. “It’s April. Kind of an odd time for it.”

      Brendan waved a dismissive hand. “I get sick when the weather changes. I’m old, it happens.”

      Keegan sighed and rolled his neck, trying to relieve the tension gathering there. “I love you, Dad, but you’re the most stubborn asshole ever born.”

      “Damn right I am,” his father agreed, and he looked happy about it. “I’m fine, I tell you. I’d know if I were sick, and it’s just a damned cold. So leave it. You and your brother are what’s going to be the death of me, not a little cough.”

      Keegan gave him a wry smile. “I hope so, Dad. I really do.”

      He hadn’t worked for his father in five long years, and they had argued constantly even then, but there wasn’t a person in the world Keegan loved more. He wasn’t sure there ever would be.

      “Back to your restaurant with you, then.” Brendan started to wave him off, but then turned a sharp, calculating eye on him instead. “Maybe you’ll stay for dinner, though? For your old da’s sake?”

      “Sure, Dad, I can do that.” He’d already driven all the way to the house, he figured he might as well stick around for dinner. It gave him a chance to check things out for himself. And as loathe as he was to admit it, part of him wanted to stay. Part of him wished he hadn’t ever left. Part of him would still do anything his father asked of him.

      Brendan gave him a wide smile, interrupted only by the ringing of his cell phone at his side. He frowned down at it, looking at his watch and then back at the phone. Instinct told Keegan to find out what was going on and offer to help. That was why he had moved out of the house. He couldn’t be out of the business and live with his father. He didn’t know how Owen did it.

      Keegan stood and headed for the door. Stopping for a moment to grip the frame with his good hand, he turned and nodded to his father. “I’m gonna go up and talk to Owen for a few, see how school is going.”

      They shared one last look before he left, and he heard his father’s gruff voice trailing after him as he headed up the stairs. “Why are you calling me early?” he asked, sounding annoyed.

      That was Brendan Quinn. There was only one way to work with him—always follow the rules, always go by the timetable, and if you’ve done something wrong, don’t call him begging for help unless you want a lecture on how stupid you’ve been. He supposed the lectures were reserved for his sons, though, and his employees were prone to end up with worse repercussions.

      He found his brother’s room and looked in on him, leaning into the doorway. Owen looked hopeful, and Keegan gave him a sad smile and shake of his head.

      While their father was determined to say that nothing was wrong, they all knew it was a lie. If only the stubborn old Irishman’s insistence could make it so, everyone would be a lot better off.

      The real problem was that Keegan couldn’t do much about his father being sick, and they all knew it.
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            JON IS IN OVER HIS HEAD

          

        

      

    

    
      Everything about Jon’s Monday was a surprise.

      He had been thrilled to be assigned to the Quinn investigation weeks earlier, despite the fact that he was mostly doing nonessential interviews. Quinn’s second cousin James in California had been especially helpful, what with having only met the man once in his life. The thing was, Jon believed in the case. Brendan Quinn was a blight on Chicago, and putting the man in prison would be a public service of the highest order. He had his hands in drugs, gambling, prostitution, and racketeering all over the city and its suburbs.

      When the next name on Jon’s list was another Quinn family member, he was relieved to see that they lived in Chicago and he wouldn’t have to fly somewhere to have a pointless conversation. When he opened the file, though, he almost dropped it. Half a minute later, he was knocking on his superior’s door.

      “Agent Jones?” he asked.

      She looked up from her desk, where she was frowning sleepily at a cup of the office’s burnt coffee. Her appearance was as professional as always, sharp-lined yellow suit a perfect contrast to her mahogany skin, but her eyes were red with what he assumed was a lack of sleep. He couldn’t imagine Jones ever being hung over. “Brookfield?”

      “I, um, I think there’s been a mistake,” he told her, and held out the file. “I don’t think this was meant for me.”

      It was the truth, but damn, did it hurt. Jon was an out and proud gay man in the FBI, and the bureau didn’t have a problem with that. The problem was that he wasn’t one of those guys with biceps the size of a normal person’s thighs, who had a deep voice and easily passed for straight. Jonathan Brookfield was one of those guys that everyone knew was gay. He had a leanly muscled swimmer’s physique, not the bulk of a body builder. It meant that being taken seriously by hardened criminals was a challenge sometimes, and it was a challenge that the FBI wasn’t always willing to take a chance on.

      That non-threatening vibe he gave off had benefits too, in that most people found him charming and easy to talk to. So Jon was assigned the fluff interviews like the second cousin in Redding. No one was going to assign him to interview Brendan Quinn’s older son, who had a file full of criminal charges. They certainly wouldn’t assign him to go to the guy’s place of business and interview him alone.

      She lifted her head, squinted across the room to read the name on the file, then looked at her computer screen. “Quinn, Keegan. Twenty-nine years old, owner of Wilde’s, a bar in Old Town.”

      Jon scowled. Old Town. Surely they weren’t playing into some stupid stereotype that all gay men hung out in one part of town, and so Jon should be sent as a—what, a human sacrifice? Did they think Quinn’s older son was some kind of leather daddy who ate skinny little FBI boys for breakfast?

      Oh god, was he?

      “Brookfield?” Jones was asking. “Jesus, man, you look like you’re about to toss your cookies. Old Town’s all upscale these days, isn’t it? I’m sure it’s not a biker bar or anything.”

      He shook his head, trying to clear the images that inspired. He was going to have nightmares about leather daddies and biker bars that night for sure.

      “Right,” he agreed. “It’s a Quinn establishment, so they probably only sell coke out of the back. No roving biker gangs.”

      She laughed at that, but then gave a one-shoulder shrug. “Probably. But you’re not going to bust up their drug sales. All you have to do is ask the guy about his father.”

      “And you don’t think I should bring backup for that?” he asked, waving the file. “The guy is Brendan Quinn’s son. He’s probably, like, his second-in-command or something. You actually want me to go down there and ask him questions by myself?”

      For a moment, she seemed to consider that. “I don’t remember seeing anything important on Quinn’s sons in the files,” she mumbled, searching through the mess on her desk. “You know, I don’t think either of them are in the family business.”

      That was odd. “Neither of them?”

      Jones snatched up a file and waved it triumphantly. Then she ripped it open and started scanning the pages. “Here it is. Keegan Quinn. Killed some kid down in Englewood a couple years back, and I guess it shook him up enough to get him out of the business.”

      Jon stared at her for a long moment, not blinking. “He murdered someone? Why isn’t he in prison?”

      “Because his father has more money than god, Brookfield. Hired some slick lawyer and got him off. You know how this stuff works.” She slapped the file shut and yawned. “Gah, I hate Mondays.” She looked back up at him, apparently confused. “What? Do you need an invitation? We don’t think he’s a material witness to anything, we just need you to go confirm it. So, you know, go confirm.”

      He turned, mechanically, and walked back to his desk.

      “You look shattered,” an amused voice came from the desk across from his. “Jones take away your travel papers?” Agent Maxwell Currey, another member of Jon’s work group, was leaning back in his chair looking amused.

      “No, she beat me up and stole my lunch money,” Jon told him, rolling his eyes. “Do you know anything about Quinn’s kids?”

      Max gave a chuckle at that, a grin spreading across his face. “Seriously, man, how’s that for karma being a bitch?” When Jon gave him a blank look, Max continued. “Neither of them willing to touch his business with a ten-foot pole? One’s been asking about joining the bureau, and the other is like, a bartender or something.”

      “Not a murderer?” Jon asked, turning his computer on and watching the loading screen with less patience than usual.

      “What?” Max asked. “Oh, you mean that thing with the kid.”

      Jon’s eyes skidded back to Max. “Yes, that. He killed a child?”

      “Nah,” Max said, shaking his head and scrunching up his nose. “I mean, that trial was some ugly stuff. You grew up in Chicago, didn’t you? It was, like, six years ago. Didn’t you see it on the news?”

      “I was at Quantico six years ago,” Jon reminded him.

      Max thought for a moment before nodding. “Be glad you missed it, man. It was a mess. The locals really screwed the pooch on that one. Grabbed Quinn for it because he was the only guy they found on the scene. Only, he was there ‘cause he’d been shot too. His lawyer made a big thing of it, the cops blaming a victim of the shooting ‘cause they couldn’t be bothered to go find the ‘real perpetrator’ and all that.”

      Jon’s racing heart started to slow. They weren’t sending him into the lair of some kind of monster without any backup. Keegan Quinn was an ex-gangster who got shot and got out. That wasn’t so bad.

      “You okay, man?” Max asked.

      Jon looked up at him and smiled, even if it was a touch strained. “Yeah. I’m good. I’ve got an interview.”

      He gathered the files he’d need to take with him, and took a few minutes to do some research on Quinn before he left. There wasn’t much to find. Quinn didn’t have any personal social media accounts, and he’d been conspicuous in his absence from the news since the shooting. There was the arrest report, which was nothing new, and the mugshot, a picture of a man who looked as world-weary as anyone Jon had ever seen.

      Finally, he stood and grabbed his briefcase, inclining his head to Max.

      “Good luck,” Max said with a wicked smile. “I hear Quinn’s sons are both gay too, you know.”

      Jon didn’t even try to hide his eye roll from the other man. “Great. I’ll remember to give him the secret handshake.”
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        * * *

      

      He didn’t call ahead to ask about Quinn’s whereabouts, or warn that he was coming. That kind of consideration often led to mysteriously vacationing interviewees, and he really didn’t need the hassle. The file and a quick—okay, extensive—online search told Jon everything he thought he needed to know about Keegan Quinn.

      He’d gone into business because it was expected of him, and when things had gotten ugly, he’d run for the hills. Because he was the boss’ son, he’d gotten away with it. He’d opened a bar in a nice part of Old Town, and neither he nor the bar seemed to have any connection to the Quinn family business—hence Jon being sent to do the interview on his own. They didn’t think Keegan Quinn was important, so they didn’t need to send someone with him.

      He tried to stifle the sigh that brought on. Just once, he wanted to be the scary guy sent as muscle for someone else’s interview. Being the good cop got old.

      He almost hoped there would be trouble. He’d gone through the training exactly like everyone else, dammit. He was as dangerous as every other agent. But because he dressed nicely, used his hands while talking, and spoke in a certain tone, he was dismissed as a pushover. Well, he was not going to be pushed over by Keegan Quinn.

      He paused for a moment in front of Wilde’s to straighten his coat and tie, then pushed the door open and marched in, standing as straight as he could and trying not to look nervous.

      A cute blonde girl at the hostess stand gave him a smile. “Just one this afternoon?”

      “Actually, miss, I’m here to see Keegan Quinn. Is he in?” he asked, using his best FBI-guy voice.

      Her eyes went a little wide and her gaze slipped toward a hallway to one side of the main dining area. “Um, I’m not sure. May I ask who’s inquiring?”

      It wasn’t an unusual response, even for someone who was a completely law-abiding citizen. Being put on the spot made people nervous. He pulled back the bottom corner of his jacket without unbuttoning it, enough to show her the badge attached to his belt.

      She sucked her bottom lip between her teeth, and her nervous look intensified. “And your name, Agent?”

      “Brookfield,” he answered. “He doesn’t know me, and he’s not expecting me.”

      She gave a small smile, and no one was reassured by it. “Let me check if he’s in his office.” Her shoulders were slumped as she walked toward the hallway, head bowed. She was worried about her boss. Score one for Quinn, then, if he had such loyal employees.

      Of course, employees of the Quinn family tended to be loyal. That, or dead.

      She came back a moment later looking peppier, which was confusing. He quirked an eyebrow at her, and she shook her head. “Sorry, Agent Brookfield, he’s not in his office. He must have left for the—” she broke off mid-sentence, her face falling as her eyes focused on something behind Jon.

      “Someone to see me, Brigit?” came the voice from behind Jon. The sound of it practically slid down his spine. Deep, smooth, and amused, with a hint of Chicago around the edges.

      She sighed and nodded dejectedly. “Yeah. Agent Brookfield.” She waved an unenthusiastic hand at Jon, and looked like she’d offered the man a plate of week-old leftovers.

      Jon fought to not take offense, but it was a little hard. He turned, pasting a smile on his face and holding out his hand to shake. It faltered when he got his first look at Keegan Quinn in the flesh. His mugshot had been a horrible, filthy lie. He’d looked decent in it, but nothing like the man in front of Jon—a GQ model, complete with the artistic stubble, piercing eyes, and Armani suit.

      Keegan Quinn returned Jon’s smile with one of his own. It was slow, but not hesitant. Amused, really. He took Jon’s hand and shook it, so slowly that it seemed more intimate than the gesture should have. “Agent Brookfield. The FBI? I had wondered when you would get around to me.” He looked around for a moment, then raised an eyebrow at Jon. “What, I don’t even rate two agents?”

      “Apparently not,” Jon answered, offering his most confident smile. “They thought I could handle you myself.”

      There was an odd, strangled noise from the right, and when Jon looked, the girl was clutching a stack of menus to her chest, looking dumbstruck.

      “Down, Brigit,” Quinn cautioned, but his voice still hid a laugh behind it. Then he turned back to Jon. “You want a table or my office, Agent Brookfield?”

      Jon wasn’t sure what to say to that. Between Quinn’s unexpected perfection and the girl’s strange attitude, he felt completely off kilter. He hadn’t been so wrong-footed in an interview since his first days out of the academy. Shaking his head, he took a deep breath and answered. “Your office, I think. Quieter. Less chance of interruption.”

      The girl sighed, and Quinn shot her a meaningful look. “Brigit.” His tone finally had a note of warning in it that concerned Jon.

      “I’ll make sure no one interrupts you, Key,” she told him. “You guys want anything? Some lunch? A bottle of wine?”

      Jon turned to look at her, incredulous. “What?”

      She didn’t seem to think the suggestion was in the least out of place. “You know, in case⁠—”

      “That’s enough of that,” Quinn said, and stepped between them. He motioned for Jon to precede him into the hallway.

      Normally Jon would have balked at the idea, but Quinn had showed no reticence to be interviewed, and didn’t seem the least bit bothered by the presence of an FBI agent, so he went along with it. It was a stupid, rookie mistake that might have gotten him killed under other circumstances. A smart agent didn’t allow themselves to become so affected when trying to conduct interviews.

      Once they got into the hallway Quinn took the lead, and Jon relaxed. “Sorry,” the man told him. “But Brigit was getting that look in her eye.”

      “That look?” Jon asked. He had formed a fair idea of what they were talking about, but it seemed too ridiculous.

      Quinn turned back to him and raised an eyebrow. “You know the look.” He raised his voice an octave and injected excitement into it. “Oh my god, you’re gay? I have a gay friend! You should date!”

      Jon tried not to laugh, but failed. It was too much. “She does know I came here to interview you about an ongoing FBI investigation⁠—”

      “Into my father, yeah, I’m sure she has a clue. She knows who my father is, she knew you were an agent, and she’s not a complete idiot.” Quinn stopped to think about it, cocking his head to one side. “Well, not usually. When she thinks she might get me to go on a date, that changes pretty fast.”

      “I’m not sure if that’s sweet, or horrible,” Jon said. He frowned at the familiarity between them. He was already way off track, and he hadn’t even started yet.

      “Both,” Quinn said. “It’s sweet because she means well, but it never turns out too good for me. You want some water?” He walked over to a small refrigerator set up in the corner and flipped it open, revealing neat rows of plastic bottles.

      “Sure, that sounds good.” He sat down and tried to focus. He couldn’t figure out why he was so off his game. Keegan Quinn was attractive, sure, but it wasn’t like Jon had never met an attractive criminal in his work. It was probably the girl’s idea about them drinking wine and doing god only knew what else.

      Quinn seemed to know Jon was feeling off too. “We’re not what you expected.”

      “No,” Jon agreed. “I don’t know what I expected, but a girl sidekick who tried to set you up with me wasn’t it.”

      Quinn came back with two bottles of water clasped between the fingers of one hand. He held the hand out to Jon, letting him choose one for himself. “No one expects Brigit.” He motioned toward the chairs that faced his desk. “Or the comfy chairs, come to think of it.”

      Again, Jon failed to stifle his laugh. He was in so much trouble. The smart move was to go back to the office and tell Jones he couldn’t do the interview. The way things were going, he could miss something important and set the investigation back.

      “Can I be honest with you, Agent Brookfield?” Quinn asked, surprisingly serious all of the sudden.

      “I’d prefer it, Mr. Quinn,” Jon answered automatically. It was a question he got often, and he always answered it the same way.

      “Keegan, please. No one calls me Mr. Quinn anymore.”

      That was interesting. “Keegan, then,” Jon agreed.

      “You guys aren’t gonna find what you’re looking for,” Keegan told him bluntly. “I know what you’re doing, and I know why, but it’s not gonna change anything.”

      Jon’s lips pursed, and he raised an eyebrow. “Is that right?”

      “Nah, don’t give me mister-FBI face now. I thought we were gonna have a real conversation?” Keegan asked, sitting back in his chair. He looked tired, and more than a little bit sad.

      “Okay, why not then?” Jon asked him.

      Keegan shrugged. “You think Patty’s confession changed something, or meant something had already changed. I can tell you now, nothing in my dad’s life has changed, other than that his best friend turned himself in to the cops.”

      “So, what, O’Hanrahan had an attack of conscience?” Jon asked dubiously. No one believed that Patrick O’Hanrahan even had a conscience.

      Keegan shook his head, a wistful half smile on his lips. “I’m sure he didn’t. But your logic is wrong. The FBI thinks weakness in Uncle Pat is weakness in the family. It isn’t.”

      Jon thought he understood Keegan’s point. It was an angle the department was considering, but it seemed so far-fetched that they’d mostly dismissed it. “O’Hanrahan was in trouble with your people. He was getting out of the way. But your father could have him killed in prison just as easily, couldn’t he?”

      Keegan gave him an amused smirk. “If my father were able to do things like that, then yeah. But Uncle Pat is his best friend. He would never hurt him. No matter what he did to get himself tossed in jail.”

      Everything fell into place. O’Hanrahan had crossed Quinn, and prison was the boss’ way of getting rid of him without having to kill his friend. And Keegan was right. Nothing had changed in the family, and the investigation was going to turn up what it always did, unless another angle cracked open.

      Jon let his head fall back, and let out a deep breath.

      “For what it’s worth, Agent Brookfield, I’m sorry about how much this sucks for you guys.” Keegan offered.

      Slumping against the back of the chair, which really was as comfy as it looked, Jon gave Keegan Quinn a long look. “But not sympathetic enough to help us out, right?”

      Keegan slid his water bottle back and forth on his desk, looking hard at Jon. “You actually asking me to turn on my own dad, or you just frustrated?”

      Jon slipped down a few inches into the chair. “You already know the answer to that, because I already know the answer to my question. Can I ask, though?”





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/heading-gradient-rule-screen.png






