
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Healing the Badge

The bitch thought she got away, when the elevator doors began to close, she even smiled. That was until I smiled at her and waved. Horror crossed her face. Little did Captain Patricia Vance-Rivera know that my partner, Agent Tiffany Johnson, was already downstairs waiting for her. We were already pissed off having to come to this dumpy city for attempted murder against one of our own—undercover agent Sandra “Sandy” Jones—but now we were chasing her killer. Pissed wasn’t even the word. We were like sisters separated at birth, since day one at the academy. We worked on hundreds of cases together, never stopping until we uncovered the truth. Sandy was the quiet one of the group. She didn’t mix business with pleasure and she kept Tiff and me levelheaded. 

We knew before we left the room that she would die. The last words to us barely had sound, “Vance! It’s her!” The words were still echoing in my head from my dying friend. Even as she headed to meet her keeper, she solved the case. There was nothing we could do now, well, almost nothing. We could and would avenge her murder.

The gunshots rang throughout the hospital. I couldn’t help but smile, the good ole’ captain had just met my partner.  

Two months later. Courts adjourned.

“Agent Johnson, do you feel bad for killing Captain Vance?” A female reporter yelled at me as I made my way through the crowd. 

My stilettos clicked down the concrete steps, as the buzzards known as reporters swarmed me. I didn’t say anything. I had just explained myself to a jury of my peers. I wasn’t about to explain it to some tabloid, who was just going to twist my words. 

“Agent Johnson, do you miss Agent Jones?” A male reporter asked stopping me in my tracks. My representative nudged me forward, but I didn’t move. The crowd fell silent. It must have been the look on my face. Of all the questions to ask someone, they had to ask that one. I kept my composure but I wanted to shoot the guy. Lucky for him, they had taken my weapon until I was cleared of the investigation and civil lawsuit by the victim’s family. The investigation was already cleared and, today, the lawsuit was dropped.

I faced the direction of where the question came from and gathered my nerve. I didn’t need another investigation by me going off the deep end. Wouldn’t be the first time, but I had been in the spotlight for two months straight.

“Agent Jones will be truly missed. She was one of the best.” With that being said, I continued walking forward. 

Where the hell was Chasity with the car? 

My partner, Agent Chasity Geiger, was always late. I swear she was going to be late for her own funeral. The black sports car with tinted windows pulled up in front of the courthouse. Leave it to Chasity to make an entrance. Sandy Jones had been the cautious one, Chasity Geiger was the adventurous one, and I was the hothead. 

“I’ll be in touch,” my representative said opening the passenger door from me. I slid inside the sleek car and he shut the door. Chasity sped down the road leaving the buzzards in her dust, sort of speak. 

“You alright?” She asked a few minutes later breaking the silence in the room.

“I’m fine. She wasn’t the first person that I’ve killed.” I shrugged my shoulders and stared out the window. It was the truth and I’m sure she wasn’t going to be the last. 

“I meant about Sandy,” Chasity whispered. 

“She’s gone.”

“Yeah, but she was our friend.”

“She was an agent first.” Chasity rolled her eyes and brought the car to a screeching halt. Cars behind us honked and swerved around us. She was now facing me and glaring.

“That’s horseshit and you know it!” And they say that I’m the one with a temper. “She was our fucking friend. Don’t sit here and act like her death was no big deal! I will shoot you myself!” I laughed.

“Make sure you have enough vacation time saved up for when you have to go to court,” I smirked and she slapped me. Now, that had me boiled under the collar. My cheek was stinging. I balled my hand into a fist and had every intention of hitting Chasity, except when I looked at her, my hand released. Chasity was actually crying.

“She’s gone, Tiff,” the words were broken by her attempt to stop the tears. “She’s fucking gone!” She punched her steering wheel. If she hit it any harder, the airbags were going to deploy. 

“Let me drive,” I said hopping out of the car and into traffic. I got a few honks as I made my way around the car. They’d get over it, if they knew what was good for them. Chasity had already climbed over to the passenger’s seat. I slid in and we were back on the road. “Chasity, have you talked to Peters?” Peters was the psychologist assigned to us. She busted out crying. “For the love of God, Chasity, now what?”

“I’ve been sleeping with him for the past two months,” she sobbed into her hands while I laughed. Dan Peters was smoking hot. I would’ve done him had I not had a special friend at the time. “It isn’t funny. Do you have any idea how unethical this is? Especially, considering why I had to go see him!” She was beyond distraught. I couldn’t help but laugh, big bad Chasity was crying like a baby and over sex, nonetheless.  She was blaming Sandy’s death, but that was just icing on the cake. 

“It’s sex, get over it.” I rolled my eyes. 

“Just sex? Are you kidding me? He’s our fucking shrink.” I busted out laughing because she was fucking the shrink. “Fuck you, Johnson!” I knew she was serious because that was the only time she called me that. 

“Look, if you have a sudden conscience dump him. First, you need to tell him about the baby.” She cried even more. 

“Oh, God, how long have you known?”

“Found the pregnancy test in your trash a week ago.” She needed chocolate. I didn’t know what else to say to her. She was an emotional wreck and if she wasn’t a friend, I’d feed her fake psychology bullshit, but she deserved true empathy. I had none.  

“He’s going to flip.” 

“You were talking about leaving the agency anyway, this will just motivate you. Who cares what he thinks? The baby has Aunt Tiffany.” She smiled at that.

“Yeah, she has a great aunt.” 

“We’ll get through this together.” I smiled and she held my hand. A little awkward, but I allowed it since she was going through some stuff. I pulled into her apartment complex, which luckily is where I stayed as well. Thankfully, I didn’t have to worry about her driving while U.E., under the emotions. My other saving grace was the complex being gated, so no unwanted visitors could get in. I was having a hard enough time dealing with Chasity’s rollercoaster emotions. I didn’t need people hounding me over Sandy or the bitch. I parked in Chasity’s parking spot and shut off her car. She just stared at her stomach. “You’re going to make a cute pregnant chick.” She gave me a half-ass smile and got out of the car. She was halfway inside her place, by the time I climbed out of the car. I followed her inside and shock hit me. The majority of her stuff was packed in boxes. 

“I was going to tell you sooner.” 

“Tell me what sooner?”

“I’m heading back home.” First, Sandy was murdered. Now, Chasity was leaving.

“Not going to tell him?”

“I haven’t decided. I already told McHale,” our boss. I’m sure that went over well with him still dealing with the press about me and the loss of Sandy. “He wasn’t happy, but he doesn’t have a choice.” 

“Chasity, you need to tell Peters. Do you want me to?” She quickly stared at me. 

“Would you?” 

“You know I would,” the woman was a wild child, yet, couldn’t buy condoms, so I saw this coming. I’d been buying her condoms for the past five years. 

“Thank you.” She smiled and went into the kitchen. “Want anything to drink? I have plenty of booze I can’t drink.” She laughed and grabbed a water bottle from the fridge. 

“I’ll come over tomorrow and grab it. Want me to tell him now?” She stared at the closed refrigerator, then at me. 

“If you wouldn’t mind,” she said opening the bottle and breaking eye contact. The whole baby thing really had her shook up. She would swim with sharks but couldn’t tell a man she was pregnant. 

“I’ll text you in a bit.” I tossed her keys on the coffee table and stepped out the door.

“Thank you!” She shouted as I closed the door. Lucky for me, Peters lived two apartments down from me. That’s how I knew that they were banging. I had caught him sneaking out of her apartment one morning when I was going for a run. 

I made my way across the street. I hadn’t worn heels in so long. It was an accomplishment to not have faceplanted the entire day. Loverboy’s car was out front so I knew he was home. He only believed in running at the gym, because it was safer. 

I knocked on the door three times and waited. The wait felt like a lifetime. Finally, the door opened. Only Peters didn’t answer the door, a gorgeous hunk of man did. My mouth would have hit the floor had I not been trained to keep my composure. 

He was easily 6’2’’, broad shoulders, chiseled jaw, squared chin with a minute dimple in the middle; his hair was cut low, visible tattoos on his arms, and no wedding ring. Ca-ching! 

“Can I help you?” He asked in his husky voice that screamed sex.

“Is Peters here?” He raised an eyebrow, looked me over then opened the door wider. 

“Dan, it’s for you.” He moved so I could walk inside. I felt his eyes burning a hole through my skirt. Peters came around the corner with his toothbrush in his mouth. 

He nearly choked at the sight of me. Probably because not many people had seen me in a skirt or heels. The mystery guy closed the door. Usually, if I wasn’t about to deliver baby news, this would be the beginning of one of my late-night visits. However, today was not about pleasure, strictly business.

“We need to talk,” I said in a firm voice. He gestured to the couch then went into the bathroom. I sat down and hottie sat across from me. He just stared at my legs. He wasn’t even trying to hide it, which made it that much sexier. Peters came into the room.

“You alright, usually it’s the doctor making house calls,” He laughed but I didn’t follow suit, so he quickly stopped. “That bad?” I looked at his houseguest. “It’s ok, that’s my brother, Tim. I’m guessing he didn’t introduce himself.”

“Didn’t even attempt,” I said with a smirk. Peters laughed. 

“Forgive his manners.” Tim grinned and stared at my chest. 

“Fuck me with your eyes anymore and I’m going to make you buy me dinner,” I grinned as Peters smacked the back of Tim’s head. Tim laughed. 

“She’s hot,” Peters smacked his head again. 

“You aren’t too bad yourself,” I said winking. “Now, can we talk?” 

“Go ahead, I’m all ears,” Peters said sitting down next to Tim.

“It’s about you and personal.” 

“That’s fine.” This poor sucker. I laughed on the inside because he was about to die. 

“OK, I warned you,” I said pulling my skirt down to cover more of my ass. “Well, you know I know right?” He nodded. “You know she’s my best friend right?” He nodded again. Poor Tim was lost in the sauce. He was watching us like a tennis match. “Well, she’s leaving.”
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