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I WAS hoping Hickey wasn’t the one of the cops who showed, and I thought I’d lucked out, but then my ex had to show up. Damn it.

His name was Kyle Gomez, always cute as a kitten in a mitten in his dress blues, his hair as glossy black as fresh tar and his eyes like two melted-down pennies, a coppery kind of brown that I swear seemed to shade darker or lighter depending on his mood. I always said he was too good-looking to be a cop, and that was still true. I could get a semi thinking about the hard body beneath that polyester uniform, and the secret tattoo on the inside of his right thigh, the sword with wings that only his lovers ever knew about.

Our break up wasn’t great. He said I drank too much, that I had no ambition, and I couldn’t deny either of those charges, but I wasn’t gonna change either, not even for him. What he didn’t know, what he never knew, was I did try. I just failed.

He still looked good. He may have had a pretty face, but his jaw could have crushed granite. He scowled at me, which was still sexy, and asked, “Do I even need to ask what the hell you’re doing here, Jake?”

I told him everything I knew—which was not much—as his female partner, an equally hot Asian chick named Kwan, took charge of the scene. While I stood outside waiting for the cops to arrive, I’d left the lights off, because I didn’t want to get my fingerprints on anything. Now they were on, and I could see what had happened to Nick.

He was splayed facedown on the floor in a dark stain on the mustard-colored carpet, a stain almost as large as the maroon-colored sofa that was between him and the wall. What I had walked into was a coffee table thrown over on its side, the only real sign of a struggle. Nick was wearing black hiking shorts and a Hawaiian shirt that looked like someone vomited fruit punch over a blue canvas. How much of that was blood and how much was the original pattern, I couldn’t tell.

Kyle moved out to the porch as the forensics team came in, shoving me out with him. “What the hell are you doing with a lame missing persons case? Are you that hard up for money?”

I jerked my head back at the body in the living room. “Doesn’t seem so lame now, does it?”

Kyle frowned at me, his brown eyes a deeper shade of chocolate. “This isn’t a detective show, Jake. You found a body, that’s all. Don’t draw conclusions that aren’t there.”

“It’s a hell of a coincidence.”

“But that’s still all it is. Now go home and sleep it off.”

There was an implication in that that I didn’t like. “I’m not drunk.”

He raised an eyebrow skeptically, and it suddenly brought back all the bad shit in our relationship. He was always too anal, too quick to judge. I wondered if all cops were like that—I hadn’t slept with enough to tell. “I can smell alcohol on your breath, Jacob.”

He only used my full name when he was at the edge of his temper. He was about a minute away from yelling at me like a bratty teenager. “Yeah, because I took a swig before I came in. One swallow doesn’t equal love, and it sure as hell doesn’t equal drunk.” I did that deliberately, because while Kyle was out and presumably proud, he didn’t like any mention of sex on duty.

Kyle glared at me like he knew it. “Should I call you a cab? You shouldn’t drive drunk.”

“I told you—” I paused, stopping my anger before it could get started. “I wish we could talk like actual human beings sometimes, you know? I don’t know what I did to make you hate me so much.”

That made his expression crack, and I knew I’d flipped his guilt switch. I loved to do that. “I don’t hate you. I just don’t understand why you want to destroy yourself.”

“I have a reputation to uphold.” We had to step aside as the coroner had finally arrived, and since Kyle stepped back into the house, I used that moment to escape. I was getting into my car when he shouted at me, “We may have to call you back for questioning.”

“You know my number,” I responded, not caring all that much. It was possible the cops would call me in for questioning, but unlikely. It’d be more likely that Kyle would call me himself, for his own reasons.

I drove to my second office to think. It was this dive bar called Sully’s, tucked into a part of town that wasn’t so much bad as dead. Sully’s was one of the few businesses still open on a block full of sullen tenements and abandoned storefronts with window grates taking the place of shattered glass. The only spots of color were graffiti tags, explosions of color too intense to read. The only people I ever saw on the streets were the homeless or the muggers, as even the residents had the good sense to find another way to go.
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