
  
  
Dedication




To my family - for your love and support, on and off the page.


And to my firehouse brothers and sisters, the ones who chase the flames, the dreams, and the unknown.


Stay brave. Stay bold.
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Prologue




The villa stood isolated against the dark sky, perched precariously on a cliffside overlooking the tumultuous sea below. Flames, spreading to every corner, blast-opened every glass window and decorated the veranda with warm hues of red, yellow, and orange. Like a disease unchecked, the fire consumed everything in its path, mirroring the uncontrollable turmoil within Jack’s own mind. Heavy with stars, the night sky became a backdrop for plumes of thick, black smoke; the lack of nearby lights from homes or streets added even more drama to the fire, making it visible all the way down in Ensenada. 

These flames were not a result of an accident or an act of God. A few yards away, on an overgrown hill that rose like a spine along the coast, Jack stood still in the shadows, watching the fire blazing, accompanied only by the sound of crickets and his troubled thoughts. A subtle glow came from his cigarette. His expression was calm, still, like the surface of a lake on a winter morning. It was only his eyes, reflecting the flames, which betrayed him with a storm of emotions. He nervously played with the zippo lighter in his right pocket, his fingers running over the J&J letters embossed onto the cold metal case. Jack & Jen. It was a special gift from his wife, a token from a better time, when the world made more sense, and the only flames he fought were the ones he knew how to put out, not start. He flipped the lighter open, letting a small flame dance for a moment before snapping it shut - thinking, this is the only part of Jen he still gets to have.

Before this blaze started, while the strong Mexican sun was setting, Jack saw a family enter the house - his planned target - Gustavo Calo, his wife, and a young boy no older than ten. “They aren’t supposed to be here,” Jack mumbled, expecting to catch Gustavo alone. It was too late now, and he wasn’t supposed to be thinking about fixing this unexpected surprise. What is done is done, he reminded himself. That man had to die. Jack knew that much - Calo had uncovered plans about their operation and was preparing to strike back. His attack could compromise everything - and everyone - Jack had worked so hard to keep alive. Taking down the device that triggers the fire risks him getting exposed - and getting caught was a worse sentence than death.

Collateral damage, Jack thought bitterly, and then quickly realized this is exactly what his mentor, Xavier - a man of reason and logic rather than emotion, would say. I guess it’s true what they say: you slowly become more like the people you spend the most time with.

The distant wail of sirens grew louder, pulling Jack away from his thoughts. “About time,” he exclaimed. The famous Los Fuegos Crew arrived on the scene. He recognized their trucks, which screeched to a halt, and the brave local firefighters jumped out without wasting another second. Jack watched from the shadows as they moved quickly, rolling out hoses and shouting commands, and couldn’t help but notice the irony. He was the one who donated most of the firefighting equipment they were using less than a day ago. Well, at least it’s put to good use, Jack concluded. He recognized a young man with a funny mustache who had thanked him profusely for the gear, his face now beaming with a mix of pride and concentration. Now, that same brave fellow was battling a fire Jack was responsible for, risking his life, desperate to stop it from spreading further from the villa for the good of the wildlife and the nearby residents of this small Mexican town. Soon after, the police and ambulance cars arrived, too. There is no way anyone could have survived this, Jack thought, almost reassuring himself.

He turned away, unable to watch any longer, suppressing the thoughts of the young boy who got caught in his web of revenge. The flames crackled behind him as Jack walked away, his boots crunching softly against the dirt road. He didn’t look back. The sound of shouting and the rushing water faded into the night as he disappeared into the dark, the lighter still heavy in his pocket.

Somewhere deep inside, a fire continued to burn.








  
  
Part 1: Smoke and Mirrors











  
  
Chapter 1




The city of Berkeley was one of contrasts. Nestled against the backdrop of rolling hills and vibrant city streets, it was a perfect blend of innovation, activism, and an older, quieter life. It buzzed with youthful energy while also offering pockets of tranquillity in its sun-dappled public parks and quaint, tree-lined neighborhoods. When Jack Singer moved there years ago to attend the University of California, he didn’t expect to stay as long as he did, much less to meet his wife Jen and start a family. 

His initial plan was a simple one: graduate and then travel across Europe, maybe working as a surf instructor in the summer and a ski teacher in the winter months. His love for sports and adventure wasn’t just a hobby but a lifeline—a way to escape the day-to-day stressors of life. Coming from a broken family, Jack had developed a desire to escape, and nature provided him with the peace he longed for, like nothing else ever could. But life doesn’t always work according to plan, especially not in your early adult- hood.

When Jack and Jen fell in love, it felt as though the rest of the world melted away. They spent countless evenings dreaming about their future, painting vivid pictures of the life they wanted to build together. Jen spoke with bright, eager eyes about starting a family and finding a cozy house nestled in one of Berkeley’s quiet neighborhoods. She had grown up in the city, surrounded by lifelong friends and close-knit family, and couldn’t imagine leaving it all behind.

For Jack, it was different. He had always imagined a life of adventure, travelling the world and chasing the unknown. But while listening to Jen’s dreams about their future together, he discovered a part of himself he hadn’t known existed—a part that yearned for roots, stability, and permanence. He wanted to build a life worth protecting, a home filled with love and laughter. For the first time, he felt a deep desire to provide—not just materially, but emotionally, to be the pillar Jen could lean on, to be the “hero” she often called him, to his amusement and disbelief. He wanted to live up to that title, not just for her, but for himself. Her unwavering belief in him stirred something inside, a quiet sense of purpose that began to overshadow his wanderlust.

When the opportunity to train as a firefighter presented itself, it felt like fate. The job called to his thrill-seeking nature—offering the adrenaline rush of the unknown—while also aligning perfectly with his newfound desire to protect and serve. He thought of Jen’s smile every time he put on the uniform, knowing he was working to give her the life she dreamed of.

Over the years, Jack threw himself into his work with the same passion he had once reserved for his sports and travels. He wasn’t just good at doing the job; he excelled. His natural instincts under pressure and his calm leadership earned him respect among his peers, and before long, he climbed the ranks to become Captain at the Berkeley Fire Department.

Through all his accomplishments, it was always Jen who grounded him. She was the reason he pushed harder, the reason he stayed in Berkeley in- stead of chasing distant horizons. Her belief in him became the compass he followed, and the family they built together became the anchor that held him steady.

As Jack embraced his role, both as a firefighter, a partner, and eventually a father, he found that protecting the city that held his heart became his greatest adventure yet.


      ***The station where Jack was based sat at the edge of a bustling neighbour- hood, a squat, utilitarian building with wide garage doors that gleamed in the sunlight. Surrounding the station was a vibrant tapestry of Berkeley itself: old brick buildings, interspersed with modern cafes and bustling shops. Locals—from curious children eager to explore the gleam of fire trucks, to families and business owners who sometimes dropped by with donations of meals—were drawn to its open doors. Behind those doors was camaraderie, laughter, and a sense of readiness. The crew wasn’t just a group of colleagues—they were a family, bonded by the unpredictable rhythm of their work and the shared understanding that when the alarm rang, every second counted. Although diverse in background and personality, they shared a mutual respect and an unspoken commitment to the job, which was the glue that held them together. The team was split into three shifts - A, B and C who worked on a 48/96 work schedule: on-duty for 48 hours (2 days), then off for 96 hours (4 days). While there were a lot of perks to having so much time off, the schedule was strict and this meant some crew members would miss holidays, birthdays, and other important events.

The crew at Fire Station #5 was a colorful mix of personalities, each bringing their own quirks and charm to the firehouse. Bob Washington was the station’s heart. In his mid-40s, with a stocky build and a kind smile, he had a natural ability to bring calm, even in the most chaotic situations. Bob wasn’t just a firefighter—he was a mentor, a sounding board, and a source of quiet wisdom.

During the 48-hour shifts, his deep baritone voice could often be heard humming bluesy tunes or gently teasing one of the rookies while he tinkered with the trucks. “Tom, you’re overthinking it again,” he’d say with a knowing grin, watching the younger firefighter fumble with a tool. At home, Bob was a devoted husband and father to two teenage daughters, who were the stars of his stories around the firehouse. Whether it was their latest softball game or a family BBQ, Bob’s anecdotes always brought a smile to the crew’s faces. His love for his family was palpable, and it made him a grounding presence in the station—a reminder of why they all did what they did. While Bob was beloved by his team and the other shifts, his laid-back nature sometimes caused headaches for the meticulous crews on C shift, like Jack and Ria. “I swear, it’s like a hurricane blew through here,” Ria muttered once as she restocked a poorly organized medic kit. Jack gave a rare smirk. “That’s just Bob’s charm rubbing off on them.”

Maria Gonzalez - or Ria, as she insisted everyone call her - was the station’s fire medic, a petite yet fierce woman in her early 30s. Born and raised in East Oakland, she had a sharp wit and a no-nonsense attitude that commanded respect from the entire team. She was known for her ability to stay laser-focused during emergencies and her quick thinking, which often saved lives. When she wasn’t riding the truck or restocking the medic kits, she would be keeping up with the boys’ jokes and taking none of their nonsense. “Don’t start something you can’t finish, Abe,” she’d quip during their banter, her eyes sparkling with amusement. Her personal life was a bit of a mystery that she didn’t naturally talk about, but the crew knew she was close with her younger brother, whom she helped put through college.

Jack, a natural leader and the station’s Captain, was also part of C shift and had earned a reputation for his precision and discipline. While B shift’s easygoing nature often left things undone, Jack saw it as just another challenge. “Let’s get this sorted,” he’d say, more resigned than annoyed, as he reorganized hose beds or restocked supplies.

His dynamic with Ria made C shift tight-knit and efficient. They had an unspoken understanding, each anticipating the other’s moves on the fire line. Ria once joked, “Between me keeping the boys in line and you fixing Bob’s mess, we’re basically babysitters.” Jack had laughed, though the weight of his double life often kept his humor in check.

Abraham O’Neil was among the loudest of the bunch, his booming laugh often echoing through the halls. Born in Ireland, he was one of the young boys who made their dream of becoming a firefighter a reality and had been with the team for over a decade now. His family moved to Berkeley to start a new life, and he certainly met everyone’s expectations. Abe was always a joy to share a shift with - his banter was as much a part of the team’s mornings as the smell of coffee and the hum of the dispatch radio. That man had an exceptional talent for turning even the dullest task or darkest moment into a joke, and this certainly kept the team’s spirits high, even on grueling days. Single and unapologetically so, Abraham of- ten joked that his Labrador, Zain, was the only commitment he needed.

But his relationship with Jack’s family ran deep. Abe had been an extended part of Jack’s life, joining them for Thanksgiving dinners and helping out whenever Jen needed an extra hand or Ellie - Jack’s daughter - needed babysitting. On their days off, Abe and Jack would often head out on adventures—surfing, kayaking, or climbing. Abe O’Neil also didn’t miss the opportunity to grab a pint and chat about the football, which often balanced Jack’s seriousness. Their bond was unshakable, built on years of shared experiences and unspoken trust.

O’Neil was in the middle of a good-natured argument with Jay, one of the rookies, about who was worse at making coffee. “This is not coffee,” Abe would say to Jay. “This is a war crime!”

Jason “Jay” Patel was the newest member of the crew, and his youthful enthusiasm was as endearing as it was exhausting. At just 25, he was fresh out of the fire academy, armed with a degree in mechanical engineering and an eagerness to prove himself. Jay’s technical skills were unmatched; he could fix almost anything, often leaving the older crew members scratching their heads in amazement. “Kid’s a genius,” Ria would say with a chuckle, “but he’s got the common sense of a traffic cone.”

The team teased him mercilessly, but it was always in good fun. Jay, for his part, took it all in stride, determined to earn their respect. His inexperience sometimes got the better of him, and he had a tendency to overthink things, but the crew was quick to guide him when he stumbled. Abraham, in particular, had taken Jay under his wing, and their dynamic was one of playful ribbing mixed with genuine mentorship. “Keep that helmet on straight, rookie,” Abe would say, slapping him on the back after a call. Somehow Jay reminded him of his younger brother, and he loved working with the kid because he felt that feeling of being whole again.

Life at the firehouse followed a rhythm dictated by the 48-hour shifts. Mornings began with coffee and the Captain’s briefing, where they’d dis- cuss the previous shift’s events and the day’s agenda. Equipment checks were meticulous—hoses inspected, water tanks filled, and trucks cleaned until they gleamed. Between calls, the crew tackled everything from hydrant inspections to public outreach events. They took turns cooking meals, a task that often turned into a battle of egos. “My chili is undefeated,” Abe would boast, only to have Ria roll her eyes. “Your chili is so spicy, it could set a fire to this place. You’re lucky we know how to put one out.”

Evenings were more relaxed, with games of basketball or Liars Dice filling the downtime—at least until the next 911 call came in. The unpredictability of the job meant they had to be ready for anything, and their bond was what made it work.

Despite the camaraderie, the 48-hour shifts took a toll. Sleep was often interrupted, and the emotional weight of their work lingered long after the fires were out. But in those rare quiet moments, when the station was still and the only sound was the hum of the trucks in the bay, they found solace in knowing they were in it together.


      ***Abe’s phone buzzed, interrupting their heated coffee argument.

“Speak of the devil,” Abe muttered, grinning as he picked up. “Morning, Jack. You alive over there, or should I send a rescue team to drag you out of bed?”

Jack’s voice on the other end was gruff. “I’m fine. What’s up?”

“Nothing urgent,” Abraham said, leaning back in his chair. “Just wanted to check if you’re still good for that equipment run to Mexico next week. Ria and I were going through all the stuff we wanted to donate and making inventory, but I wanted to double-check before I bothered with all of it. Oh, and you’re on for the hydrant inspections today, right?”

There was a pause on the line before Jack replied. “Yeah. I’m on it. Thanks for checking in. I’ll drive down there soon.”

Abe frowned slightly as he hung up. Jack had been distant lately, and Abraham couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off. Not to mention that the Captain was always punctual - he would always be the one greeting you when you entered the station, ready to step into his shift. He reminisced about the time when Jack used to be a lot more cheerful, more social, full of an unquenchable thirst for life and adventure… But before he could dwell on it, the dispatch radio crackled to life, pulling him back into the station’s rhythm.


      ***Jack struggled to wake up that morning, physically exhausted after the long drive home and mentally drained. He got out of bed, almost angry at himself - what happened to the man he once was? He used to love the discipline of being a firefighter, the early mornings, the sense of responsibility. Lately, even the act of getting out of bed felt monumental. Ever since Jen died, he has gradually been fading away, not realizing it. The nightmares hadn’t helped. He hoped the water from the shower could wash away his dreams about the villa and put down the flames in his mind. Despite his exhaustion, he was a man of precision. He never left a sloppy scene behind himself; he always calculated everything to the smallest detail. Maybe that was his curse.

Jack made his way to the kitchen, putting on a brave and friendly face for his daughter, Ellie.

“Ellie, come on! I am making you your favorite breakfast today.” - Jack shouted through the bright, open kitchen, hoping it would reach Ellie’s bedroom and get her out of bed. He was making pancakes, hoping they would taste at least a little bit like Jen’s. There was never a moment when he would make pancakes and not think of her. Even though it’s been two years, there was rarely any moment he wouldn’t think of her. He cursed his luck and kept trying to bargain with the past, wondering if things would have been different if he had gone to pick up Ellie from school that day. Ellie’s footsteps helped Jack snap back to the present moment.

She shuffled into the kitchen, still in her pajamas, her hair a tangle of curls. At only thirteen, she had the same sharp, inquisitive look in her eyes that her mother used to have, the eyes of someone wiser than their age.

“Morning, kiddo,” Jack said, forcing a smile as he set a plate of pancakes in front of her.

Ellie looked at him, her brow furrowed. “You okay, Dad? You look… tired.”

“I’m fine, sweetie.” Jack lied, pouring himself a cup of coffee. “Just a long week.”

Ellie didn’t look convinced, but she let it go. “Are you working all day?”

“Yeah,” Jack said, sitting across from her. “But I’ll be back in time for dinner. Aunt Meg said she’ll pick you up from school.”

“Okay.” Ellie poked at her plate, her expression distant. Jack felt a pang of guilt. He knew he’d been absent lately, not just physically, but emotionally. He wanted to be better for her, but the weight of his double life made that harder every day, and he felt they were slowly drifting apart.

“Come on, kiddo, go and get dressed. I will drop you off at school before heading to the station.”

Ellie stuffed a piece of pancake in her mouth and a few blueberries as she lifted her backpack. Jack grabbed his car keys and followed her out the door. The air was crisp with the promise of another sunny Berkeley day, and a pleasant taste of saltiness in the air coming from the not-so-distant ocean, inviting all the surfers out. Jack enjoyed taking the usual route to work - there was something about having a solid routine that helped bring him back to the present, pulling him away from his thoughts, if even for just a brief moment.

He drove past a cafe where he and Jen would grab breakfast early in their relationship. It was a small, seemingly unnoticeable diner with food saturated with fat and smiley staff topping up your hot drink regularly. But it always made Jack smile, thinking it was the good memories that they shared there that allowed such a small place to have such a big significance. It’s never the place, he thought to himself, always the people that make it special. Soon enough, the familiar sight of Berkeley Fire Station #5 appeared. Jack parked his car and stepped out, pulling his duffel bag from the passenger seat.

“Look who finally decided to show up,” Abe called out, raising his coffee mug in mock salute. “Rough night, old man?”

“Something like that,” Jack replied, setting his bag down and grabbing a fresh cup of coffee. Abraham joined him at the counter, his voice lowering. “You alright? You’ve been acting off lately.”

Jack shrugged, taking a long sip of his coffee. “Just tired from that trip to Mexico, man. It’s a long drive through the desert. I’m good, I promise.”

Abe studied him briefly, but whatever he saw in Jack’s face made him drop the subject. “Well, you’re on hydrant inspections today, so try not to make us look bad. Gotta keep up that “shift of the year” reputation. And I promise you, next week you are not going to Mexico without me.” Abe joked, slapping Jack on the shoulder as he walked away.

“Well, I don’t really have a choice, do I? We have two fire engines to deliver.” Jack managed a weak chuckle, his gaze following Abraham as he disappeared down the hall. The camaraderie of the firehouse felt like a lifeline, but Jack knew it was one he couldn’t rely on for much longer if he kept going this way. Too many secrets, too much weight. Still, for now, it was enough to get through the day, and he seemed to manage without raising too much suspicion.

As he pulled on his gear and prepared for his shift, the lighter in his pock- et felt heavier than usual. His thoughts flickered back to Ellie, to the fire at the villa, to Calo’s innocent young boy. He was terrified that he felt this sense of relief instead of feeling remorse.

“Hey, Jack,” - Abe turned back to look at him, “let’s grab a beer tomorrow night. You look like you need one.”

“You got it.” - Jack replied, thinking this wasn’t a bad idea after all.


      ***Jack and Abe made their way into the Old Brewery - a simple, accommodating local bar that had beer on tap, comfortable, quiet seats, and a good atmosphere. As they walked in, they were hit by the familiar smell of fried food and spilled beer. Jack’s been going there since his university days, and made some friends with the staff.

“Jack! I thought you’d moved away, I haven’t seen you for ages” - said Bert, the oldest bar staff.

“Been really busy with work, Bert. Always a pleasure to see you!” replied Jack, realizing he has definitely not been enjoying the social life as much as before lately. The thought of hanging out with a group of friends now just seemed overwhelming. He couldn’t risk losing focus, couldn’t keep building lies on top of lies. Was it all the years of service, the horrors he’s seen, or the chaos he has caused himself? Ah, who cares? He pushed the dark cloud of thoughts away, acknowledging that he was there to relax and catch up with Abe instead of getting lost in his head again. There’s nothing a cold beer and a light-hearted conversation about football can’t fix right now.

As they talked, a news segment on the television caught Jack’s attention. The screen showed footage of another protest in Berkeley, the crowd chanting slogans against corruption, burning down statues and causing havoc. Some carried signs condemning city officials; others hurled bottles and set fire to trash bins. A shaky clip showed a group tearing down a statue in the center of a small park.

“Here we go again,” Abe muttered, shaking his head. “You’d think people would give it a rest.”

The news footage panned to a recording of Mayor Quinn, who made a brief statement to reporters, his polished smile giving them a still, cold look. “While I respect the right to peaceful protest, I urge our community to refrain from destructive actions. We are working tirelessly to address your concerns.”

Jack let out a sharp breath, his jaw tightening. “Lying bastard.”

Abe looked up, surprised by the venom in Jack’s voice. “What’s that about? You know the guy?”

“I know enough,” Jack muttered, his eyes glued to the screen.

The segment shifted, showing aerial footage of the Port of Oakland. The voiceover detailed a drug smuggling investigation that had uncovered ties to cartel activity along the border. Images of cargo containers and law enforcement agents swarming the docks flashed on the screen. Jack’s grip on his beer tightened. The sound of the bar seemed to fade, replaced by the pounding of his heart. The Sangre Cartel. It was all connected - Quinn, the port, the cartel’s reach is extending farther than anyone realized.

“Jack?” Abe’s voice cut through the haze. “You okay?”

Jack blinked, pulling himself back into the moment. “Yeah,” he said quickly, sliding out of the booth. “I just remembered something I need to take care of. I’ll catch you later.”

“Alright, man. Don’t work too hard,” Abe called after him, his expressive and friendly face giving away his concern.

Jack started to walk away but paused, glancing back. “You ever think this city deserves better than him?”

Abe raised an eyebrow. “The mayor? I mean, yeah, the guy’s full of himself, but what politician isn’t?”

Jack’s eyes darkened. “It’s not just ego, Abe. He’s rotten, through and through. He’s not just ignoring what’s happening at the port—he’s part of it.”

Abe leaned forward, lowering his voice. “That’s a heavy accusation, Jack. You got proof, or is this just one of your hunches?”

Jack looked away, his jaw tight. “I just know it.”

Abe shook his head, his expression a mix of disbelief and misunderstanding. “You’ve got to stop letting this stuff get to you. You can put out fires, but you can’t save the whole damn city on your own.”

Jack gave him a tight smile, a flicker of bitterness in his eyes. “Maybe not. But someone’s gotta try.”

Before Abe could respond, Jack turned and headed for the door, his mind already racing ahead. Outside, the cool night air hit him like a slap, but it did little to calm the fire raging in his chest.

He knew the Mayor was connected to the cartel. He saw him meeting with Mateo Vargas himself, he just had to wait patiently to prove it. Every second he waited felt like torture, aware that these two men are like an invisible illness - spreading slowly and secretly, until it is too late.

That night, Jack Singer struggled to sleep again, tossing and turning into his own flames of deception.








  
  
Chapter 2




The first light of dawn hadn’t yet pierced the sky over Tijuana when Detective Sofía Calderón’s alarm sliced through the silence of her apartment. She blinked into the dim room, her body heavy with exhaustion. 

Ever since her brother’s death, sleep had become a fleeting luxury, the nights spent tangled in restless memories. She laid in bed for a brief moment, staring at the cracked ceiling she had memorized over countless sleepless hours. But the weight of the day ahead pressed down on her. She swung her legs over the side and planted her feet firmly on the cold floor. Each morning felt like stepping back into an endless battle, but giving up wasn’t an option.

As she readied herself for work, her movements were automatic, the routine - a shell to hold her together. She pulled her dark hair back into a tight ponytail, the severe style a mirror to her current mood—grim and focused. In the living room, Rocco was sprawling across the sofa, his ears twitching as he sensed her approach. The loyal German Shepherd was all she had left of her younger brother, Álvaro.

“Hey boy,” Sofia murmured, her hand brushing through his thick fur. Rocco looked up with sad, knowing eyes and wagged his tail in a sign of gratitude. “He’s not here anymore, but I promise, I’ll always be here for you.” It was a pledge to the dog, and to herself, a reaffirmation of her duty to protect anyone who is part of the family, no matter the personal cost. She can’t make the same mistake twice.

Leaving her apartment, Sofia locked the door behind her and descended into the chilly pre-dawn air. The quiet streets were a stark contrast to the chaos that awaited her at the police department—one that seemed to mirror the turmoil within her. And she was savoring every moment of quiet and peace.

Upon entering the bustling precinct, Sofia was immediately swept up in the day’s urgency. Detectives hustled by with files pressed to their chests, phones rang persistently, and the air was thick with the buzz of conversation.

At her desk, a stack of new case files awaited her, a silent testament to the city’s never-ending dance with crime.

Sofia poured herself a strong black coffee, the bitter liquid a necessary armor against the day. With the steaming cup in hand, she retreated to her office, a small room with a large window that overlooked the busy street below. It was her own sanctuary within the storm. The walls were lined with evidence of ongoing investigations, the focal point being a large pin board. It was covered in maps, photos of suspects, and various notes scribbled on post-its. In the center, a recent addition: a photograph of Mateo Vargas, a key figure in the Sangre Cartel, marked with a red circle. She knew in her gut he was connected to all the recent fires, but had yet to prove it. A lot of the recent house fires followed a similar pattern, convincing her more and more that the person behind them was experienced and meticulously planned what they were doing. The longer the red question mark on the board was staring at her, the more she convinced herself she was not going to let this go until she knew who was at the heart of this.
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