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			One

			On her first day as a deputy United States marshal, Kate McGraw was leaving the city, driving home on Woodward Avenue. Just past Campus Martius she glanced right and saw a skinny black dude with dreads steal a woman’s purse. The woman, white and well-dressed, fought, yelled, and took off after the guy. Kate hesitated for a couple beats, wondering what she should do knowing this wasn’t exactly in the Marshals Service purview. But she couldn’t ignore a crime in progress.

			She punched the accelerator, pulled past the bandit sprinting along the sidewalk, the stolen animal print designer bag contrasting with the dude’s tank top and jeans worn below his narrow hips, exposing six inches of white briefs. Kate parked on the side of the street, got out of the car, and waited for him. She could feel the adrenaline kick in when he was about forty feet away, drew her weapon from the shoulder bag, held it with two hands, and said, “Deputy US Marshal,” for the first time in her professional career. “Stop right there.”

			The dude glanced at her and cut right toward Cadillac Square, knowing she wasn’t going to shoot him. Kate, still gripping the Glock, chased the guy for half a block, and when his low-rider jeans dropped to mid-thigh, he tripped and went down. 

			She cuffed his hands behind his back and patted him down, searching for weapons the way they’d taught her at Glynco. He was clean. She took his wallet out of a back pocket and sat him up on the concrete, people walking by, others stopping some distance away to see what was going on, checking out this girl with a Glock 22 in her hand. 

			The thief’s name was Rashad Butler, twenty-three, her age, lived on Chalmers Street in Detroit. 

			“Who’re you?” he said, looking up at her. 

			“I told you, I’m a deputy US marshal.” 

			“Like on TV, huh? Think you gonna bring me in all by yourself, little thing like you?”

			“Rashad, I have bad news and good news. The bad news: you’re probably going to the Wayne County Jail. The good news: you get free room and board.” 

			Rashad Butler grinned now, showing straight white teeth.

			“Why’re you out on the street stealing a woman’s purse?”

			“Thought it look good with my outfit.” 

			“You have any warrants, ever been arrested?”

			“No, I clean.” He paused. “Yo, when this over, want to hang out?”

			Now the woman whose purse was stolen rushed into the scene. Her hair was blonde, but gray along the part. She picked up the bag, opened it, looked inside, and said, “I’m a litigator at Miller Day. What you did is considered a felony. Do you understand?”

			Rashad Butler looked away with a bored expression.

			“This is Dolce & Gabbana,” she said, indicating the bag. “Cost more than you steal in a year.” 

			Rashad didn’t seem impressed, his gaze fixed on something in the distance.

			“Look at me when I’m talking to you,” the lawyer said in her arrogant tone. “You’re going to do time for this. Do you have anything to say for yourself?”

			Rashad looked up at her from his seat on the concrete. “Yeah, will you please shut the fuck up?”

			Rashad was the bad guy, broke the law, but Kate’s sympathy went with him over this female lawyer who was so full of herself. Kate glanced toward Woodward and saw a police cruiser, a marked unit, lights flashing, park behind her car and felt relieved. Kate, a federal officer, could hand Rashad Butler over to the PD and go home.

			•••

			Eight fifteen the next morning, Kate was nervous sitting across the desk from Chief Cliff Doven. He was fifty, but still looked fit and capable. “So, tell me, McGraw, how was your first day in the Marshals Service?” 

			“It was good, sir. I was excited to begin. I still want to pinch myself when I think I’m really a deputy US marshal. The day was interesting but uneventful, until I was on my way home.”

			“So I heard. You know the man you caught has two felony warrants against him?” Chief Doven glanced down at a piece of paper on the desk. “Aggravated assault and criminal possession of a loaded firearm.” The chief looked up at Kate. “You’re lucky he wasn’t carrying.”

			“Or he was,” Kate said, regretting it as soon as it came out of her mouth.

			The chief’s granite jaw relaxed, and he smiled for the first time. “Tell me what happened.”

			She did, giving him the details in straightforward sequence. 

			“Why’d you join the Marshals Service?”

			“When I was fourteen my mother was arrested for selling marijuana, and I decided I wasn’t going to go that way. I was going to do something meaningful with my life.”

			“Where was your father?”

			“I don’t know. He took off when I was six,” Kate said. “I liked the idea of helping people and that attracted me to law enforcement.” She took a breath, met the chief’s gaze. “What did it, though, a US marshal came to my high school and talked about all of the things the marshals do. I was impressed. That’s what convinced me to apply. A few years later I filled out an application, sent it in, and surprise, I was accepted.” Kate didn’t tell him the real reason was because she’d seen Silence of the Lambs five times and identified with the main character, a female FBI trainee. 

			“Based on your actions yesterday, Deputy McGraw, I think you’re going to have a long and successful career with the Marshals Service. I like the cut of your jib.”

			“Thank you, Chief.”

			“You’ve already made a name for yourself.”

			Kaye gave him a puzzled look.

			“They’re calling you Quick Draw. It’s a compliment.”

			She hoped it was temporary, a passing fancy, but everyone in the office continued to call her that, or QD. 

			In spite of her inner protests, Kate never voiced any disapproval about the name; it wouldn’t have done any good anyway. Everyone had a nickname, more to protect their identity than to be cute or frivolous. 

		

	
		
			Two 

			Three years later in a donut shop parking lot, Kate and the other members of the fugitive task force team stood around the hood of her G-ride going over details about the ex-con killer they were after.

			There was Terrell Reed, a former Detroit cop on the gang squad everyone called “Cornbread.” Next to him was Sam Dodge, a six-foot-four Alabaman whose street name was Buck. And eating his third donut was Charlie Luna, the supervisor, a former combat Marine with a drooping, bandit mustache who answered to Paco. 

			Kate passed out eight-and-a-half-by-eleven wanted posters of the fugitive they were looking for—front and profile shots of a twenty-five-year old black male with a high-top fade. “His name’s De’Ron Griffin.” She glanced at Cornbread. “Is that how you pronounce it?”

			“Not even close, QD. It’s Day-Ron. That’s how you say it.”

			Kate grinned. “Here’s what we know for sure. Day-ron,” she let it hang, glanced at Cornbread, “just got released from I-Max after six years for attempted robbery. Out less than a month, he carjacked a pregnant woman at a gas station. Stole her Chrysler 200 and robbed two liquor stores.”

			Cornbread said, “He back on the ye-yo?”

			“That seems to be his pattern.” Kate glanced at the wanted poster. “Says here De’Ron’s got a tat, left forearm, that says, Get it bitch. And a screaming demon troublemaker on his chest.

			“He’s armed and dangerous,” Kate said. “And exhibits violent tendencies.”

			Buck said, “QD, you referring to the knucklehead or yourself?”

			Kate smiled. “Me, of course.”

			“Based on his moves so far,” Cornbread said, “I got to believe it’s the dude’s final run. He’s goin’ out with a bang.”

			Kate said, “De’Ron’s called Shakena Howard—his ex—fifty-two times in the past week.”

			“Find the hole,” Buck said, “you’ll find the pole.”

			Charlie said, “You run her?”

			“All the way around. Arrested for soliciting in ’16. Clean since,” Kate said. “Everyone know where we’re going?” 

			Kate sat behind the wheel of her ten-year-old banged up SUV that looked right at home in this neighborhood of a-bans and blight. She picked up the binoculars and trained them on Shakena Howard’s house three doors away and heard the radio crackle. 

			“QD, where you at?” Buck said.

			“On the eye. Westphalia just north of McNichols.”

			“Any sign of S-2?”

			“All quiet. Grab a slab.”

			“Fourteen.”

			Kate glanced in the rearview mirror, saw Cornbread’s 2003 Pontiac Bonneville parked fifty yards behind her. 

			“You hear?” It was Cornbread on the radio. “Shooter hit again, Comerica Bank on Woodward—number five, you’re counting. Different disguise but same MO. Six minutes later, he walked out with eighteen thousand and disappeared.”

			“Sounds like he’s trying to make top fifteen,” Kate said.

			Cornbread said, “I think he’s already there.”

			She picked up the binoculars, focused on Buck’s F-150 facing her one hundred yards down the street, and just beyond it was Charlie Luna’s dented minivan. Kate’s partners all had more time in the Marshals Service, but De’Ron Griffin was her case, and they backed her.

			A BMW pulled into Shakena Howard’s driveway. Kate picked up the radio handset. “Looks like S-2’s home.” Kate held the binoculars on a dark-haired girl, early twenties, as she walked to the front door and went inside.

			Kate slipped the heavy vest over her head and felt adrenaline geeze through her system. 

			The team pulled up in front of Shakena’s Tudor in their mismatched G-rides.

			Kate and Cornbread went up the front steps; Buck and Charlie Luna, carrying AR-15s, went along the sides of the house to the back, forming a perimeter.

			Kate knocked on the front door, Cornbread next to her, and said, “US Marshals.”

			A woman’s voice said, “What you want?”

			“Are you Shakena?”

			“I might be, might not, depends what this about.”

			“All we want to do is talk. You’re not in any trouble.”

			“Yeah, why you here with all those guns?”

			“We’re looking for De’Ron Griffin.”

			The deadbolt retracted and the door opened. Shakena Howard looked nervous, standing back a couple feet in the dim light of the foyer. Kate said, “Is De’Ron Griffin in the house?”

			“No, he ain’t,” Shakena said, eyes fixed on Cornbread. She was a pretty girl with a lot of black curly hair down past her shoulders, wearing black tights and a gray short-sleeve top showing a couple inches of tight midriff. 

			Kate said, “When’s the last time you saw him?”

			“When he got out. Shows up here, he on the rock, says, ‘Daddy home, come over here my pretty princess, give your big brown bear some sugar.’ Crazy con gettin’ all silly and such. Said, ‘come on, Shak Shak, what up with you? Ain’t you glad to have me home?’ I said, ‘De, I ain’t seen you in six years, you come here all fucked up. I don’t need this.’ Tell you the truth, I was ill at him for that.”

			Kate said, “What did you do?”

			“Told him to go,” she said, eyes on Cornbread.

			“Have you seen him since?”

			“Few days ago.”

			Kate said, “Where was that?”

			“Right there where you standing at.”

			“De’Ron tell you what he was up to?” Cornbread said. “Tell you he robbed two liquor stores?”

			“Told me he wasn’t going back to prison. Told me he was gonna take out any motherfuckers got in his way. Told me that.”

			Kate said, “What else did he say?” 

			“Wanted to know, did I still have feelings for him, so on and so forth. Was I still his baby boo, his munchkin butt? I said, ‘De’, you been gone six years, you think I’m sittin’ around waiting for you? Like you got something special no one else got?’”

			Grinning, Cornbread said, “You don’t mind if we look around, do you?”

			“Let me see your warrant.”

			“If you’re aiding and abetting De’Ron Griffin,” Kate said, “we’ll take you to jail and have you prosecuted as an accessory to armed robbery. How’s that sound?”

			“Like bull-shit,” she said, stretching the word. “Say you just want to talk, come in threatening me in my house. You want to look around? Look the fuck around.”

			Kate called Buck and Charlie in, and the three of them searched the house while Cornbread kept an eye on Shakena.

			Twenty minutes later, walking to their cars, Cornbread said, “I wanted to spend time with an irate woman, I’d a stayed home.” 

			Kate said, “What was her deal?”

			“Has a strong dislike for law enforcement.”

			“Think she’s seeing De’Ron?”

			“Hard to say. She was either puttin’ on an act or she’s really moved on.” 

		

	
		
			Three 

			Kate was on her way to De’Ron’s mother’s, drinking her warm Vernors, when she got the call. A man fitting De’Ron’s physicals had robbed and shot a dude at a Chase Bank on Livernois just north of Puritan. 

			There were two Detroit police cruisers, marked units, at opposite ends of the ATM lane next to the bank when Kate arrived. Between the cars and two long strips of crime scene tape was a white Chevrolet Cruze. Kate got out, took off her heavy vest, and walked into the scene wearing her duty belt and Marshals star on a chain around her neck. 

			Two Detroit Police homicide detectives were standing next to the car. She knew Avery Rison, a big bald black man who reminded her of Steve Harvey. “Avery, how you doing?”

			“Not bad, McGraw. How ’bout yourself?”

			“Hanging in there.”

			“This is Bob Dunn.” Avery nodded at a short guy with a goatee and a crooked nose. 

			“When they start letting high school kids in the marshals?” Dunn grinned. 

			Avery Rison glanced at Kate and rolled his eyes.

			“Same time they let midgets join homicide,” Kate said.

			Avery laughed. Dunn lost the grin.

			“Now, are you going to tell me what happened?” Kate said. “Although it looks obvious enough.”

			Avery Rison said, “The driver, Fabin Wojak, a Polack from Hamtramck, age fifty-six, was robbed and shot.” 

			“Know what the brothers call that?” Bob Dunn said, pointing at the entrance wound in the victim’s left temple. “The fo’ sho.” 

			Dunn was showing off now, telling her he could talk the talk. Kate could see spatter from the exit wound that had turned the interior into a horror show, and the shattered side window where the bullet had done further damage and had enough left to keep going and probably hit a house across the street. “You want to see it? It’s all on tape, recorded by the bank surveillance cameras,” Bob Dunn said, now giving her a measure of professional courtesy.

			Kate showed Dunn De’Ron Griffin’s wanted poster. “This him?”

			“No doubt about it.” 

			Avery Rison nodded. “’Less the brother has a twin.”

			“De’Ron Griffin just graduated from armed robbery to murder,” Kate said. 

			“And just got paroled, I hear,” Avery Rison said. “Society is turning to shit at a high rate of speed.” He paused. “I arrested a bandit one time, said God was sending him a message. First the dude found a note on the ground that said, This is a hold up, give me your money. Then the dude said he was walking by a field and found a loaded gun. Next thing, he was in a bank standing in front of a teller, God directing him to steal money. You believe that?”

			Kate said, “Trying to justify his actions, huh?”

			Cornbread, Buck, and Charlie pulled up and got out of their cars, walking toward the crime scene. All three nodded at the detectives and followed Kate into the empty bank. 

			The bank manager, Mr. Porter, was a big man in a three-piece suit, well-dressed and well-groomed, with an aura of cologne that clung to him and filled the room. Kate sat next to Porter on one side of the table—Charlie, Buck, and Cornbread on the other—and watched what had happened an hour earlier on the security monitor.

			Kate saw a white Chevy drive into the frame and park next to the ATM. She saw the man reach his arm through the open window, slide his credit card in. Now, from another angle, a black Chrysler sedan turned in and parked behind the Chevy. 

			In the next frame, the man in the Chevy took his money, retrieved his card, and slid it in his wallet. De’Ron Griffin got out of the Chrysler, holding a matte black semiautomatic down his right leg as he walked to the Chevy. Kate knew what was going to happen and still tensed up when De’Ron aimed the gun, took the man’s wallet, and shot him. No hesitation. De’Ron went back to his car, got in, and drove away.

			Mr. Porter turned off the monitor and glanced at Kate and then Cornbread, Charlie, and Buck, holding his gaze on each of them for a beat. “An innocent man murdered for fifty dollars. What’s the world coming to?” Porter shook his head. “You know who the son of a bitch is, why don’t you go arrest him?”

			Kate said, “We know who he is, not where he is. Taking De’Ron Griffin off the street is our number one priority.” 

			•••

			Kate, sitting at her desk in the bullpen, saw Cornbread wave her over. “Check this out.” He turned the computer monitor so she could see the screen. “What I was telling you about earlier.”

			It was footage from inside a bank. A priest in a black clergy shirt carrying a briefcase crossed the lobby to a teller window. “He opened the case and handed the cute blonde teller a note,” Cornbread said. “Says give me everything you got and no dye packs.”

			Kate said, “Ever seen a priest carrying a briefcase?”

			“Watch this.”

			The priest pulled a pistol out of the case and fired a round into the ceiling. 

			“Now he turns,” Cornbread said, “yells, ‘everyone on the floor,’ and takes off with eighteen thousand dollars.”

			Kate said, “Anyone see him leave the bank?

			“No,” Cornbread said. “That’s what’s so strange. Man walks out, and poof, disappears like he a genie or something.”

			“I’ve got one for you. Where’d the shooter get his priest outfit?”

			“Clergy Supply. Been dressing stylish men of God since 1893.” Cornbread said it straight, trying not to grin. “Black, long-sleeve clergy shirts are going for eighty-three dollars. Collars are eleven seventy-five. They also have cassocks, chasubles, and clergy accessories.”

			“What’s a clergy accessory?”

			“You know, like vestment hangers and cope clasps.” 

			“Oh, cope clasps, huh? I’m not even going to ask.”

			•••

			Two fifty-seven p.m., Kate parked on Blaine Street, just west of De’Ron’s mother’s house. Her name was Bettye Lewis. She lived in a brick two-story bungalow with a front porch, a two-car garage in back, and a vacant lot next door.

			It was another neighborhood filled with a-bans and blight. Two houses across the street had plywood over the doors and windows and lawns with grass better than two feet long. There were a couple cars parked on the street behind her and zero traffic.

			She could see Buck park in the driveway of one of the a-bans, with a rearview eye on the Lewis home. Cornbread was at the end of the block, his car facing her. Charlie, parked in the minivan, was in her trunk. 

			According to the Department of Motor Vehicles, Bettye Lewis drove a 2005 Buick. According to the Michigan Unemployment Agency, Bettye Lewis had been let go from her job at Douglas Cleaners and was collecting twelve hundred a month. And according to cell phone tower records, Bettye Lewis had received half a dozen calls from De’Ron Griffin in the past couple days.

			Kate could see the mailman approaching in her side mirror and then moving past the car. He continued along the sidewalk and stopped at the Lewis residence, took a stack of envelopes out of his bag, and stuffed them in the mailbox next to the door.

			A few minutes later Kate noticed a woman on the porch, getting the mail. She picked up the radio. “Got a visual on S-3. Let’s go.” 

			On the porch, Cornbread nodded and Kate rang the bell. A black woman stood at the front window looking at them before she opened the door. “US Marshals. Are you Bettye Lewis?”

			“Why don’t you leave the poor boy alone? Just got done doin’ his time. Let him be. I’m a God-fearing Christian woman prayin’ on his behalf.” 

			“Not hard enough,” Kate wanted to say, but said, “Is De’Ron in the house?”

			“He come by when he get release. Ain’t seen him since.”

			“But you’ve talked to him.”

			Bettye Lewis looked at Kate but didn’t say anything.

			“While you were praying for De’Ron, he carjacked a pregnant woman. She went into labor and had to be rushed to the hospital,” Kate said.

			“Oh, Lord, oh, Lord. Lord have mercy,” Bettye Lewis said, curlers in her black hair, fingers of her right hand holding the lapels of her robe closed.

			“In the past few weeks De’Ron has robbed two liquor stores.”

			Bettye Lewis said, “Jesus have mercy. I have not come to call the righteous, but sinners to repentance.”

			“Hour and a half ago De’Ron murdered a man—”

			Bettye Lewis cut her off with more scripture. “If we confess our sins, he is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness.”

			Kate heard Buck’s cowboy boots on the wood porch behind them. He came in the house and said, “QD, better check this out.”

			The garage door was up. One space was empty, and in the other was the Chrysler 200 she had seen earlier in the ATM robbery/homicide video. Charlie Luna was checking the inside of the vehicle. Kate turned and looked at Bettye Lewis standing behind her. “When did De’Ron come and take your car?”

			“For whosoever shall call upon the name of the Lord shall be saved.”

			“One more word of scripture, you’re going to jail.” Kate paused. “Where’s your son?” 

			“I don’t know.”

			“He’s got your car, doesn’t he?” 

			Betty Lewis didn’t respond. Kate cuffed her and escorted Bettye to Charlie’s G-ride that had a cage in back, and Charlie took her to the Wayne County Jail. Letting De’Ron use her car made Bettye an accessory.

			Kate and Cornbread searched the house. Only thing they found was a statue of Jesus in one of the dark upstairs bedrooms. 

			Cornbread said, “Thought it was him, De’Ron. Almost shot Jesus.”

			“Are you putting me on?”

			“You didn’t think the scripture-quoting woman would have a Jesus statue?”

			“No, that doesn’t surprise me. I didn’t expect the mother of a fugitive to play the religion card.”

			“Card? She played the whole deck.”

			“All right, where is he?” Kate said. “Where’s De’Ron?”

			“Getting his fix. I think he’s still around. In a motel, maybe, or a dope house. He’s gonna be out of money or out of product—one or the other or both—be back on the street. And when he is, De’Ron’s gonna be driving a red 2005 Buick with a personalized plate says BETTYE. Shouldn’t be hard to spot. There’s a BOLO on De’Ron. We’re gonna catch him.” Cornbread paused. “Got time to look at more footage of the Shooter? That one’s hot too.”

			“I can’t. I’ve got a date.”

			“This the same dude you been seein’?”

			“We’ve gone out six times. It might be a new record.”

			“What’re you, hard to please?”

			“No, I’m just looking for someone to hang out with, have fun. That shouldn’t be too difficult, should it?”

			“This current dude must be confident, huh? Step out with a marshal.”

			“We’ll see.”

			“Come on, you got to be more positive.” Cornbread shrugged. “Loosen up a little. Maybe you’re too tough. Don’t wear your duty belt on dates.”

			Kate smiled. “I’ll remember that. Thanks.”

			“And don’t pull your weapon less he really gets out of hand.”

			“Cornbread’s dating tips. What would I do without you?”

			“Diss me all you want, but I believe I qualify—all the ladies I been with.” He said it matter of fact, not boasting.

			Kate held him in her gaze. “But you found one and settled down, right?”

			Cornbread frowned. 

			“Or have you?”

			“Quick Draw, you gettin’ in my lunch?” He flashed his big white teeth.

			“Well, you are engaged, aren’t you?”

			“Yeah. But she got a cat. There’s cat hair all over everything. I hate that shit.” 

			“You can work it out, can’t you?” 

			“You don’t understand. It’s between me and the cat, I’m gonna lose.” 

			“I’ve got to go. Anything happens with De’Ron, call me.” 

		

	
		
			Four 

			An hour and a half later Kate was chewing her first bite of grilled Hawaiian Big Eye Tuna rubbed in Togarashi when her phone started beeping. She took it out of her blazer pocket, glanced at the screen. “I’ve got to take this,” she said to Adam, her date. 

			Kate walked outside and stood on the sidewalk, pressing her finger against her ear so she could hear over the traffic. It was Cornbread. “Patrol car just spotted a red Buick with a BETTYE plate on Manning Street approaching Gratiot and followed it to the Cabana Motel on Harper. A black male fitting De’Ron Griffin’s physicals, and a white girl, the officer said looked about twenty, are currently in room eight on the ground floor.”

			“Where are we going to meet?”

			“Abandoned repair shop just south of the motel.”

			Kate disconnected, glanced across the street, and saw a man in a gray Honda staring at her. She’d swear she had seen the same car parked in front of her apartment that morning.

			Kate went back in the restaurant and said, “Something’s come up, I’ve got to run.”

			Adam gave her a hard look. “Again? Seems like every time we go out…”

			“It’s my job. I’m sorry.” 

			She took a twenty out of her wallet and put it on the table. “Take my fish home and have it tomorrow, it’s good.” 

			Adam glanced at her but didn’t say anything. Kate crossed the room and walked out the door, thinking this was another one that wasn’t going to work, and she kind of liked him.

			It was 7:45 and still light out when she got on the freeway heading downtown. Kate saw a gray car in her rearview mirror, cutting through traffic, coming up behind her. Was it the same one she had just seen? Was somebody following her? Kate merged right into the middle lane and slowed down. The gray car she now recognized as a Honda passed her and took off. 

			Kate got a quick glance at the driver—a white male—but she couldn’t say with certainty what he looked like or how old he was. She took a lane, floored it, and got almost close enough to read the license number before the Honda cut across three lanes and took the exit at Eight Mile Road.

			It was dark when she met the team at the abandoned auto repair shop parking lot two doors from the motel, plywood over the windows and doors, grass growing through cracks in the asphalt. Kate, still dressed for her date, joined Cornbread, Buck, Avery Rison, and Bob Dunn.

			Dunn said, “You sure clean up. I didn’t recognize you without your duty belt.” 

			Kate ignored him, took off her blazer, slipped a heavy vest over her head, and adjusted the straps. “Has anyone ID’d S-1 since he checked in?”

			“I showed the manager De’Ron’s picture,” Buck said. “Man said it’s him, no question, and the mother’s car with the BETTYE plate is parked in front of the room.”

			Cornbread said, “Dispatch called, said De’Ron just ordered from Lucky’s Pizza. Driver’s gonna stop here in about twenty minutes. Who’s gonna do the delivery?” 

			“I am,” Kate said. “I’m going to give De’Ron his food and cuff him.”

			Avery Rison said. “What about the girl?” 

			Kate said, “What do we know about her?” 

			“Based on the police officer’s description, she could be this twenty-year-old kid from Birmingham. Evidently, she came downtown, went to a party, and got hooked on crack,” Avery Rison said. “Girl was arrested, bonded out, didn’t show up for her hearing, and now has a fugitive warrant against her. Hangs around Gratiot and Seven Mile, bangs street trash to get money for her next fix. My guess, she has no idea who she’s shacked up with.” 

			Kate said, “What’s her name?”

			“Gretchen Conway,” Rison said.

			When the pizza man pulled in the lot, Kate walked over and met him. He was a scraggly white guy, late thirties, nervous seeing cops and marshals holding Remington 870 pump-action shotguns and AR-15s. She said, “I need to borrow your jacket.” It was dark blue and had a Lucky’s Pizza logo on the upper right side.

			The pizza man took it off and gave it to her. He opened the hatchback and handed Kate a plastic delivery bag. “And you’re gonna need this.” She rested it on the hood of her G-ride, took out the pizza, opened the box and helped herself to a slice that looked like cheese with pepperoni and black olives.

			Bob Dunn said, “Hey, what’re you doing?”

			“Having dinner,” she said with a mouthful of pizza. 

			Kate pulled into the Cabana Motel parking lot, creeping, looking for room number eight, saw it and parked in front, Cornbread and Buck crouching behind the SUV. She got out wearing the Lucky’s Pizza jacket and carrying the delivery bag and moved to the door. Kate knocked, glanced at the window, and saw the drapes rustle. 

			Seconds later the door opened a crack, held by the security chain. She heard the laugh track of a TV sitcom and saw De’Ron Griffin in a stained white T-shirt, right arm hanging down his leg. Kate couldn’t see a gun but knew he had one. De’Ron unhooked the security chain, swung the door open, looked at her car with the Lucky’s Pizza topper on the roof, stepped over the threshold, looked right, then left. He motioned Kate inside, closed the door, and refastened the security chain. Her heart was pounding. The girl on the bed, watching TV, glanced at her. The room had the sour smell of sweat.

			Kate said, “Where do you want this?”

			“Right there,” De’Ron Griffin said, indicating a small table with two chairs against the wall. “The fuck took so long?”

			“Sorry. It’s been really busy tonight. The pizza’s on us. No charge for the inconvenience.”

			“I think the whole thing should be on you. What kind a business you runnin’?” 

			Kate, with her back to De’Ron, placed the delivery bag on the table, and opened the Velcro flap, looking at her primary, a Glock 22.

			“Leave everything where it’s at,” De’Ron said.

			“I want to confirm your order: one pizza supreme,” she slid the pizza box out, “eight wing dings, and a shrimp basket. Is that right?”

			De’Ron Griffin started across the room. “Let me see what else you got in there.”

			Now Kate saw the semiautomatic he was holding down his leg.

			“I’m starving,” the girl said. “I want some pizza.” She was pale and thin, her fingertips black from the crack pipe.

			As De’Ron got closer Kate handed the pizza box to him. He took it in his left hand, turned, and gave it to the girl. “Okay, here you go. Don’t eat it all.”

			The girl opened the box. “Hey, there’s a piece missing.”

			De’Ron glanced at the pizza and back at Kate as she was bringing the Glock out of the delivery bag. “US Marshal. Drop your weapon.” 

			De’Ron raised his gun in a split-second motion and fired twice. Kate felt the first round punch the center of her vest and knock her back against the wall. The second round hit higher and stung her collar bone. Without realizing it, Kate was firing back, squeezing the trigger, the hard blasts of the gunshots filling the room. De’Ron Griffin was on the floor when the door burst open, Cornbread and Buck charging in, aiming shotguns at the fugitive on the floor and the girl on the bed.

			Kate was lightheaded, sitting in the chair. She could see blood streaming down the front of the windbreaker and wondered where it was coming from. Cornbread stepped closer to her, a look of concern on his face. “QD, you okay? Stay with me now.” He touched her neck, feeling for a pulse. She was starting to fade as Cornbread grabbed his phone. “Shots fired, Cabana Motel, officer down, suspect down. US Marshal McGraw was shot but breathing. Scene is clear. Send EMS.”

			Cornbread’s voice was the last thing Kate heard before she passed out. 

			•••

			Kate, starting to regain consciousness, heard a whooshing sound, and the constant beeping of machines. She heard voices on the intercom and felt something in her nose and something in her arm and opened her eyes. She was in the hospital, her Aunt Elaine sitting in a chair next to the bed, worried but trying to smile. 

			“How do you feel, honey?” 

			Kate wondered why her aunt was whispering.

			She glanced at the window; it was light out. “How long have I been here?” She tried to sit up, felt a sharp pain in her shoulder, touched the bandage that was high on the left side. Aunt Elaine got up, tears in her eyes, held Kate’s hands, and said, “You’re not supposed to move. You’ve been shot.”

			Kate’s mind drifted back to the scene in the motel room, seeing De’Ron Griffin raise his gun, hearing the loud reports of the gunshots. She didn’t remember firing back but De’Ron was on the floor as Cornbread and Buck entered the room.

			“You’ve been here since last night,” her aunt said, bringing Kate back to the present. “I’ve been worried sick.” 

			“I’m fine,” Kate said, letting out a breath. The pain in her shoulder was like a hot poker stabbing her. 

			“You could’ve been killed.” Now her aunt was crying.

			“But I wasn’t. We’re well-trained. We know what we’re doing,” Kate said, trying to calm her. 

			“Promise me you won’t go back to the task force. You have to transfer to another department.”

			“Can we talk about this later? I’m really tired.” 

			Next time Kate opened her eyes, Cornbread and Buck were in the chairs next to the bed. “Where’s De’Ron?”

			“DOA,” Cornbread said. “You put him out of business.”

			“He almost put me out.” Kate took a breath. “How about the girl?”

			“In custody,” Buck said. “Going to rehab, try to turn her life around. Avery was right. She’s twenty, lived with her folks in Birmingham. Went to a party downtown, tried crack and liked it. What a surprise, huh? Started hooking to support her habit. Said she was on her own, a renegade, didn’t have a pimp. Stayed in a motel on Gratiot.”

			“It was just a matter of time,” Cornbread said. “Someone took her in, turned her out, laid down a quota. You know how it works.”

			Kate, looking at both of them, said, “What else is going on? Where’s Charlie?”

			“Took his wife and kids to a Tigers game.” He paused. “I don’t know as I should tell you this or not.” Cornbread hesitated. “Shooter hit again. That’s six banks in two months.”

			“What’s his hurry? Is he using, strung out?”

			“Doesn’t appear to be desperate. Still no idea who he is. All we know for sure, dude’s white and has his shit together.”

			Now Kate noticed a vase filled with orchids on the table next to the bed. She smiled at Buck and then Cornbread. “Aww, you shouldn’t have.”

			Cornbread said, “Shouldn’t a what?”

			“Brought me flowers.”

			Buck looked embarrassed. “I wish,” he said in his Alabama drawl. “Wasn’t us. Sorry, QD.”

			“Is there a card?”

			Buck walked over, checked the vase. “Don’t see one.” 

			“Come to think of it, there was a dude walking out of your room we were coming down the hall,” Cornbread said.

			“What did he look like?”

			“Dark hair going gray, six feet, give or take.” He turned to Buck. “How old would you say he was?”

			“I don’t know—late forties, fifty, maybe.”

			“Doesn’t ring a bell,” Kate said. “Was he a doctor?”

			“Wasn’t dressed like one,” Cornbread said.

			“I wouldn’t worry about it,” Buck said. “Whoever it is will likely be coming back.” He had a bulge of tobacco under his lower lip, picked up a paper cup, and spit in it. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to gross you out. How’re you feeling?”

			Cornbread said, “Yeah, how you feeling after seeing that?”

			“Not too bad.”

			“Took a nine just over the vest, just missed your collarbone. Through-and-through.” Cornbread paused. “Girl tough as you, I bet you heal fast, though—be back with us in no time.”

			“Give me a couple days, will you?” 

		

	
		
			Five 

			Kate and Charlie Luna were walking down the hall, passing rooms, passing patients and hospital staff, Kate pushing her IV pole on wheels. “You know they’re gonna ask me if I think I can still cut it, tell me I don’t have to go back. That I can take a break from the task force for a while, or forever.” 

			“Yeah, but it’s something they’ve gotta do,” Charlie said, pulling on his bandit mustache. “They’ve gotta make sure you’re okay, you can still do the job. I think that’s reasonable.” 

			Kate stopped at the doorway to her room. “Here we are.” She went in, pushing the IV pole, sat on the side of the bed, and slid over with her back propped up against pillows. She picked up her cup and sucked water through the straw. “What are they going to ask me?” 

			“You feel bad about killing De’Ron Griffin?” 

			“It was him or me, and almost both of us.” 

			“Do you need help, want to talk to someone?” 

			“No, thanks.” She imagined herself being questioned by a solemn pipe-smoking psychologist with a beard, a stereotype based on characters she had seen in movies. 

			“I think you’ll be okay. You know how to do this.” 

			“My aunt wants me reassigned. Said she can’t go through it again.”

			“Yeah, it’s tough when the family’s involved.” There was a shyness about Charlie she had never seen before, but then she had never spent any time with him outside of work. Her feelings weren’t romantic. Kate just liked him. He was a friend. 

			“You don’t have to decide right now,” Charlie said. 

			“You think I could handle cellblock duty or sitting in a courtroom all day after hunting fugitives?” Kate could feel herself stressing over it. “Are you kidding? I’d go out of my mind.” 

			“Getting shot has a way of changing you.” Charlie sat at the end of the bed by her feet. His sport coat opened and she could see the Glock on his hip. 

			“How do you know?” 

			“I came back from Afghanistan with two gunshot wounds.” 

			“Well, you’re still at it.” 

			“Yeah, but I’m crazy. I’ve seen what it can do to a normal person. Good friend of mine, tough guy, became a cop and was shot twice by a perp fleeing the scene of a robbery. The vest saved his life, but being that close to death fucked him up. He couldn’t get it out of his head and ended up quitting. Got a job working security at a mall.” 

			“He’s probably making more money.” 

			Charlie smiled and pulled on his mustache. 

			Kate said, “You think this’s gonna change how I do things?” 

			“I don’t know. You’ll find out when you go back, if you do. You don’t, no one’s gonna think any less of you.” 

			Sure they are, Kate thought. “This is bullshit. It’s my decision.”

			“’Course it is.” Charlie stood up and came closer to her. “Take it easy, will you? You’re supposed to be relaxing, getting better. Anything you need, anything I can bring you?” 

			“Where’s my primary?” 

			“With investigations, standard procedure anytime you’re involved in a shooting. You know that.”

			“I’ve never been involved in a shooting.” Kate leaned back against the pillows, tried to get comfortable. “Just bring me my backup, will you? It’s in the G-ride, compartment between the seats. But wait till I go home. I don’t want to scare the nurses.” 

			“Anything else?” 

			“My blazer, it’s on the back seat. Oh, and my work computer.” Kate took a breath. She was still weak. “Charlie, thanks for stopping by.”

			“Just so you know, QD, I want you back with us soon as you feel up to it.”

			Four days later Kate was discharged. The pain in her shoulder had lessened considerably, and she could walk down the hall and back without getting tired. 

			An orderly helped her out of a wheelchair into the car. Aunt Elaine leaned over, smiled, and squeezed Kate’s hand. “Look at you. My God, you look so much better. You have color.” 

			“I feel good. Happy to be out of there.” 

			Elaine looked over. “Ever find out who sent you the orchids?” 

			Kate shook her head. 

			“Well, it’s sure a mystery, isn’t it?” Elaine smiled. “Think you’ve got a secret admirer?” 

			Kate said, “It’s probably Adam, this guy I’ve gone out with a few times.” Although she hadn’t heard from him since their last date was interrupted and ended on a bad note. There was no other man in her life. 

			“Why didn’t he leave a card?” Elaine gave her a look. “Doesn’t make sense.” 

			“Maybe he couldn’t think of anything to say.” 

			They rode in silence for a few minutes. 

			“You know I’m happy to stay with you, help out, till you’re back on your feet.” 

			“I’ll be okay.” The thought of Aunt Elaine, the drama queen, hanging around her small apartment, checking on Kate constantly, sounded awful. 

			“Have you decided what you’re going to do?” Her aunt frowned now. “I mean, you can’t go back to the task force. I hope you understand that.” 

			“I don’t want to talk about it.” Kate could feel herself getting angry. “Please don’t interfere. It’s up to me. It’s my decision, okay?” 

			Her aunt’s face tightened. Elaine wouldn’t look at Kate, and that was a relief. 

			•••

			After a hot bath Kate stood in front of the mirror. She loosened and removed the bandage covering the left side of her collar bone. The entrance wound was raw and bruised with stitches through the center. Now she turned her back to the mirror, looked over her shoulder, and studied the exit wound that was larger and had more bruising and more stitches. 

			Kate turned, staring at her face in the mirror and started crying, letting go for the first time since killing a man and being shot, holding in all that emotion for days and now letting it out. 

			The next morning Kate sat at the kitchen table sipping tea, eating a piece of toast, glancing at the sports section. Cabrera had hit two home runs in the game last night. The Tigers beat the Yankees and were in first place in the American League Central, five games ahead of the Royals. That made her feel a little better.
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