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    CHAPTER 1
 
    SEATTLE, WASHINGTON
 
    1996
 
			The brass wanted more women. That was the only reason Sergeant George Decker still sat in a windowless conference room breathing stale, cologne-laden air. His team would have completed their choice of recruits two hours earlier but for the edict from on high to find more qualified female applicants. Given that nine out of every ten candidates were male, that was easier said than done. 

			So instead of sipping a cold one on his newly poured concrete patio, Decker was becoming increasingly nauseated by the smell of Johnny Nolasco’s cologne and crude vulgarities. 

			“What about Jennifer Almond?” Decker heard the fatigue in his voice as he scanned the list of potential recruits. “Who went through her file?”

			“I got it.” Harry Granum, a twenty-five-year veteran of the Washington State Patrol, sifted through a stack. “Almond, Jennifer.” 

			“Sounds like a candy bar,” Nolasco said. 

			Granum flipped open Almond’s file. “References are okay; a lot of family telling us what a wonderful officer she would be. Her father’s a sheriff in Klickitat County. She did all right on the written; seventy-seven percent.”

			“So what’s not to like?” Decker asked.

			“Still wet behind the ears; she’s only twenty. One year out of high school. She’s been working the past year as a cashier at a Costco.”

			“Maybe she can get us an employee discount,” Nolasco said.

			Decker felt sorry for Nolasco’s partner. Five minutes trapped in a car with Nolasco, and Decker would have grounds for justifiable homicide. 

			“She’s also five foot two and ninety-eight pounds,” Granum said. “We have dogs bigger than her.” 

			“Wouldn’t want her watching my back,” Nolasco said.

			“Let’s bring her in for an interview,” Decker said. Granum handed him the file and Decker placed it atop the interview pile. He could almost taste the cold beer and feel the breeze off the Puget Sound. Chairs slid from the table.

			“Wait a minute. If we’re going to look at Almond, I think we should take a look at this one,” Granum said. Nolasco groaned. “Seriously. I think we should take a look. Tracy Crosswhite. Five foot ten, one hundred and thirty pounds.”

			Nolasco took the file. “Blonde. Shit, she wouldn’t be bad to look at all day.”

			“We got enough,” Decker said.

			“She scored a ninety-eight on the written,” Granum said.

			“You mean eighty-eight,” Nolasco said.

			Granum shook his head. “I mean ninety-eight.”

			“Nobody’s ever scored a ninety-eight,” Decker said, taking the file.

			“She’s a high school chemistry teacher. College graduate. Twenty-five years old,” Granum said.

			“And you’ve been sitting on this all day why?” Decker asked. “We could have been out of here hours ago. What’s not to like about her?”

			“Her references. Nothing from a single family member. Not one relative.”

			“How’d she get ten?” Nolasco asked.

			“Teachers, colleagues, a few friends—most say she’s got an analytical mind, is great with the students, and they’re sorry to see her go.”

			“So why is she?”

			“One of the references hints at it. Apparently her sister was murdered a few years ago,” Granum said. 

			“Crosswhite.” Nolasco sat forward. “That was the name of that girl went missing in that town up in the North Cascades.”

			“Cedar Grove,” Decker said. “They never found her. They convicted the guy, though. First-degree murder charge. First time without a body.”

			“So what do her references say?” Nolasco asked. “Is she some sort of crusader?”

			“No, nothing like that, just that the murder could be the reason for her sudden desire to enter law enforcement,” Granum said.

			“We’ve had a few before,” Decker said. “Maybe she’s legit. If not, she’ll wash out. Anybody opposed to bringing her in for an interview?”

			“Like I said, I can think of worse things to spend an hour looking at,” Nolasco said.

			


		
    CHAPTER 2
 
			Johnny Nolasco looked like a rooster strutting, his chest puffed out, shoulders pulled back, neck elongated. Decker thought Nolasco might try to mount Tracy Crosswhite right there in the conference room and was relieved when Nolasco only shook her hand. 

			After introductions, Decker, Nolasco, and Granum returned to their seats behind the table at the front of the room. Decker sat in the middle. Crosswhite took the hot seat, a lone chair in the center of the room. If she was intimidated, she didn’t show it. Decker immediately sensed something different about her. Unlike the other women they’d interviewed, Crosswhite hadn’t tried to hide her femininity beneath pants or a loose button-down shirt. She wore a black skirt cut just above the knee, a beige blouse, pearls, earrings, and makeup. She’d left her hair, which fell past her shoulders down, rather than pulled back into a ponytail or tight bun. Nolasco had gotten one thing right. She wasn’t bad to look at—better than not bad. Decker’s wife would never let him have a partner who looked like that. 

			“Thank you for coming in,” Decker said.

			“Thank you for the opportunity to interview,” she said.

			“Well, that’s probably our first question,” Granum said. “Why are you here?” As the officer who had performed Crosswhite’s background check, Granum would take the lead. 

			“To become a Seattle police officer,” Crosswhite said without hesitation.

			“You suddenly disenchanted with being a high school chemistry teacher?” Granum asked.

			“No, sir.”

			“Because the pay won’t be much better,” Decker said.

			“Or the benefits. Some of the benefits.” Nolasco grinned. 

			“I’m not doing it for the money,” Crosswhite said.

			“Why are you doing it?” Decker asked.

			“For the challenge.”

			“You think you can cut it physically?” Nolasco asked.

			“The physical challenge, absolutely. I was talking about the mental challenge. I have an inquisitive mind. I have good people skills. I think I’d be a good detective.”

			“Detective? Aren’t you getting ahead of yourself a bit?” Decker asked.

			“That’s my goal sir. Homicide detective.”

			“She wants my job,” Nolasco interrupted. “I better watch out for this one.”

			Decker shot him a glance, hoping Nolasco would get the hint and shut up. “You realize homicide is the top of the food chain—that it can take years, decades, before you’re even considered?” 

			“I have time,” she said. 

			“Seattle’s never had a female homicide detective. Did you know that?” Granum asked.

			“Then I intend to be the first.”

			“The hours, the stress, the demands of the job . . . ,” Nolasco said. “What are you going to do if you get pregnant?”

			Decker cringed. 

			“What do the men do?” Crosswhite asked.

			Nolasco’s brow furrowed. Decker couldn’t keep the corners of his mouth from inching into a grin. He liked this candidate. He liked her a lot. 

			“I’m not interested in having a family,” Crosswhite said.

			“What if that changes?” Nolasco said. “What if you get a boyfriend and he gets you pregnant?”

			“Then he can stay home and take care of the baby,” Crosswhite said. 

			Decker raised his right hand, cutting off Nolasco. He sat forward, arms resting on the table. “We’ve been through your references,” he said. “And we’re curious.”

			“You want to know why I don’t have references from any family members. Would you like me to explain?”

			“Please.”

			“My sister and father are dead. My sister was abducted a little over three years ago. They never found her body. A paroled rapist was convicted of her murder. Two years after that, my father took his life. My mother isn’t in favor of me becoming a cop.”

			“What about aunts, uncles, grandparents?”

			Crosswhite shook her head. “My mother’s family is from back East. My father grew up in the Midwest. My parents wanted to live in a small town. My father wanted to be a country doctor, everything from delivering babies to stitching cuts. We didn’t see our relatives much. I’m not close to any of them. Their references wouldn’t be worth the paper they were written on.”

			“Do you know anyone in law enforcement?” Decker asked.

			“The only law enforcement I know is a sheriff in Cascade County.”

			“And what do you think of him?” 

			Her gaze shifted to Nolasco, though it was Granum who’d asked the question. “He’s a narcissistic idiot.” 

			That set them on their heels a moment. 

			Granum said, “Does your sister’s murder have anything to do with your desire to become a homicide detective?” 

			“Absolutely.”

			“You could see why that might concern us,” Decker said.

			“I can.”

			“But you aren’t trying to hide it,” Granum said.

			“You already know because of the background check. So we might as well get it out on the table now. My sister’s murder was my introduction to the criminal justice system. Like I said, I have an inquisitive mind. It’s one of the reasons I like chemistry. I like coming up with theories and trying to find evidence to prove them.”

			Decker nodded to Granum. A scenario was presented to each recruit.

			“Candidate Crosswhite, we’re going to give you a scenario and ask you to tell us how you would respond.”

			“Okay.”

			“You’re on patrol and come upon a car driving eighty-five miles an hour. You pull that car over. What do you do?” Granum asked.

			“I run the license plate and determine if the car has been stolen or if the owner has any outstanding warrants or priors. If the report comes back clean, I approach the vehicle and ask for the driver’s license and registration. I run both. If they check out, I give him a ticket for speeding.”

			“What if, when you approach the vehicle, the driver tells you he was speeding because his wife is having a child?”

			“Is the wife in the car?”

			“In this scenario, no.”

			“I ask the driver for additional information. Is his wife at the hospital? Which one? How many weeks is she? What’s the name of her doctor?”

			“Why?”

			“To determine if he’s lying.”

			“If you deduce he’s telling the truth?”

			“I tell him to drive the speed limit, that it would be better for his wife and his baby if he was late rather than dead.”

			“Let’s change the scenario,” Granum said. “You run the license and determine that the vehicle is not registered to the driver.”

			“If I’ve run the plates, I’d know if the car was stolen. If the check comes back clear, I ask the driver how he knows the registered owner.”

			“The report comes back that the car is registered to a Mark Maloney and that Maloney’s wife reported him and the car missing two days earlier.”

			“I radio for backup. Then I instruct the driver to step out of the car. When he complies, I cuff him.”

			“And what if the driver gets out of the car but refuses to comply?”

			“I try to defuse the situation and convince him to be compliant.”

			“Do you believe you have the skills to do that?” Decker asked.

			“I had the skills to get seventeen-year-old boys to sit in their seats for fifty-five minutes and keep their mouths shut. And we didn’t get to use handcuffs.”

			Decker and Granum smiled.

			Nolasco leaned forward. “What if the driver gets out of the car and he’s a six-foot-four, two-hundred-and-fifty-pound black man cranked on coke and jacked out of his mind? He tells you to shove the cuffs up your ass and proceeds to come at you. What are you going to do then?”

			Crosswhite looked from Nolasco to Granum to Decker. “I shoot his ass.” 

			“What if he gets your gun?”

			“He won’t.”

			“How can you be so sure?”

			“Because he’d be dead before he got that close.”

			“You think you’re that fast?” Nolasco asked.

			Crosswhite smiled for the first time during the interview. “Yeah,” she said. “I am.” 
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			Nolasco started to chuckle the moment the conference room door closed. “She has no idea what’s out there.”

			“I like her,” Decker said.

			“She’s living in a fantasy world,” Nolasco said. “Guy that big would be on her before she knew what hit her. Then what’s she going to do?”

			“Shoot him, apparently,” Decker said.

			Granum smiled. 

			“She’s arrogant. Homicide? She wouldn’t last a day.”

			“I wouldn’t bet against her,” Decker said.

			“Come on, George, she’s on a crusade. Are you going to hire her just to appease the fucking brass? She’ll get a reality check at the Academy and wash out. Why string her along? Let her go back to Cedar Pine—”

			“Cedar Grove,” Granum said.

			“Whatever.”

			Decker said, “You worried she’s going to take your job, Johnny?”

			“Shit, she’ll never get out of the Academy.”

			“So at least we agree she’s hired.”

			“Tell you what, you want to waste a space, be my guest. I got a thousand bucks says she washes out. Almond with her.”

			Decker looked to Granum. “You paying attention?”

			“I’m writing it down.”

			Decker held out his hand. “Thousand bucks,” he said.

			Nolasco hesitated, looking unsure. “Fine,” he said. He gripped Decker’s hand. “A thousand bucks.”

			Decker smiled. “My wife’s been after me to get back to Maui,” he said. “And Recruit Crosswhite is going to buy our plane tickets.”

			“I wouldn’t book your reservation just yet,” Nolasco said. “She and Almond got three and a half months of shit to get through.” 	 

		

	
		
    CHAPTER 3
 
			Tracy entered the gym just after six in the morning and collapsed on one of the blue mats. Ironic that three months ago she’d left a career teaching high school, only to find herself back in one. The Criminal Justice Training Commission had purchased a former junior high school building in Burien and converted it into the Washington State Police Academy. The blue mats covered the gymnasium floor and the walls beneath two basketball hoops that had been raised to the ceiling. Climbing ropes and pegboards were mounted to the walls in one corner. Heavy bags hung from chains in another. The room held the pungent odor of decades of high school students’ body odor. 

			Tracy had come to lift weights, which had become her routine after a run to the facility. This morning four other recruits joined her. They’d started out meeting after class lectures to go over the day’s material. During one of those sessions, Tracy had mentioned her workout regimen and a few had expressed interest in joining her. Tracy had charted a three-mile course through Burien that started at her rented apartment just two blocks from the school. 

			She lay on the mat catching her breath and going through a series of stretches that she’d learned in a yoga class. 

			“That’s the last time we put you in charge of the course.” Bob Manion plopped down on the mat beside her. His gray sweatshirt was soaked in sweat. “What, you couldn’t find a steeper hill?”

			Tracy had taken them on a loop she’d discovered that descended a mile-and-a-half hill to Three Tree Point, a tiny beach community on the Puget Sound. Of course, what went down had to come back up eventually. The ascent was a bitch.

			“I think I’m having a freaking heart attack,” Manion said. 

			A former marine, Manion was well acclimated to the military climate of the Academy. They’d given him the nickname Gunner Bob because he’d been a gunnery sergeant, including a tour of duty during Desert Storm. Upon graduation, he was headed to the Chelan County Sheriff’s Office. 

			“You go into cardiac arrest and you’re dead, bro.” Victor Melendez lay sprawled across another mat. He’d joined them on the run. “’Cause I ain’t giving mouth-to-mouth to no dude.”

			Everyone within earshot laughed. 

			“How’d you do on the criminal law test?” Manion asked Tracy.

			“I passed.”

			“That’s not what I asked.”

			“Scores aren’t important. Passing is.”

			“Says the recruit with, what, a ninety-five average?”

			Tracy bent her right leg, brought the sole of her foot against her left inner thigh, and stretched her chin to her knee.

			“I’d be in traction if I did that,” Manion said. “So what do you say we get dinner tonight?” 

			“Sure. Who else is going?”

			“I thought just me and you.”

			She lifted her head from her stretch. “I don’t think so, Bob.”

			“One of those ‘don’t shit where you eat’ things? Or do you have a boyfriend?”

			“No. Neither.”

			“Ouch. So much for confidence building.”

			She liked Manion. He was polite, sensitive, and nice to look at. “It’s not personal. I’m just not looking for a relationship.”

			“I didn’t say anything about a relationship. I said dinner.”

			“I think it’d be best if we both get through this without any additional complications, don’t you?” she asked.

			“Burger King,” he said. “How complicated can a Whopper with fries be? We can go dutch.”

			Detective Johnny Nolasco entered the front of the room. “On your feet, recruits. Let’s go, Melendez. Get up, Band-Aid.” Melendez had earned the nickname the hard way. He’d taken a spill on the obstacle course, cut his forehead, and spent the afternoon with a Band-Aid prominently displayed.

			Melendez hurried next to Tracy, who stood in the back line. They and their fellow recruits wore identical light-gray sweatpants and sweatshirts, their last names stenciled across their backs. Class 672 consisted of twenty-seven men and two women. Jennifer Almond was the youngest recruit, having just turned twenty. The oldest was thirty-nine, a retired army officer. Survive nineteen weeks at the Academy, and they would disperse to sixteen law enforcement agencies across the state of Washington. 

			“Sleep is like sex,” Nolasco said. “You can learn to do without. For some of you, that will be easier than for others. Isn’t that right, Recruit Costco?”

			Tracy shifted her eyes down the line to where Jenny Almond stood third from the end like a sapling amidst giant sequoias. Nolasco had given Almond the nickname because she’d worked for the big-box company. He’d also spent an inordinate amount of time throwing shit in her direction. He liked to make her run. Despite her small frame, Almond had substantial breasts that not even a sports bra could successfully keep under wraps. 

			“Yes, sir,” Almond said. 

			“Today you will learn how to do a proper pat down of a suspect for weapons and contraband. I know each of you is itching to get your gun and start shooting, but I assure you that mastering today’s lesson will do more to increase your chances of staying alive. Therefore, I want you to pay close attention. Do you understand?”

			“Yes, sir,” they answered in unison.

			“Good. Recruit Costco, front and center. Thank you for volunteering.”

			Tracy got a sick feeling in the pit of her stomach.

			Almond stepped forward and faced her fellow recruits. At six feet, Nolasco was a foot taller than her and likely outweighed her by 120 pounds. He kept himself in good shape and liked to show it off in the weight room by wearing one of those muscle-head sweatshirts with the sleeves cut off. 

			“In this demonstration we are going to assume the suspect is compliant. You will be compliant, won’t you, Costco?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Therefore, we are not worried about handcuffing Recruit Costco. You will begin by asking the suspect to face away from you with her feet spread wider than her shoulders. Spread your legs, Almond.” Nolasco grinned at the male recruits in the front row.

			Bob Manion shot Tracy a concerned glance.

			“Hands on your head. Interlace your fingers.”

			Almond complied.

			“This creates a pocket between the back of the suspect’s head and her hands. That is where you grip.” Nolasco grabbed Almond’s hands and she winced. “Once you do, you are going to step to the side so that your right foot is just inside the suspect’s left foot. You then put your right knee into the back of the suspect’s left knee to force her to lean back. This puts you in a superior physical position. Something you can relate to, Costco?”

			“Yes, sir,” Jenny said, though her voice had become tentative.

			“You will pat down the suspect’s left side by grabbing the clothing, pulling it away from the body, and squeezing.”

			Nolasco grabbed at Almond. 

			“In the field we do not discriminate,” Nolasco said. “A woman is just as likely to conceal a weapon as a man.” He cupped Almond’s left breast. “We are equal-opportunity screeners. We check the chest and we check the groin.”

			Almond had flushed red. She looked to be fighting tears. Nolasco bent and firmly grabbed her crotch. Tracy’s teeth clenched. Her hands had balled into fists. Manion gave her another worried look. Some of the recruits shut their eyes or looked down.

			Nolasco stepped to Almond’s right and repeated his groping. Almond, looking more and more upset, had closed her eyes, as if to forget a bad nightmare. Her jaw began to undulate. 

			“Don’t you do it,” Tracy said under her breath. “Don’t you cry. Don’t you dare give that asshole the satisfaction.”

			“Let’s assume you have been advised the suspect is armed and dangerous. In that instance, you will run your hands inside his or her undergarments.”

			Nolasco reached underneath Almond’s sweatshirt and ran his hand between her breasts. “You are feeling for any possible weapon, usually a small blade.” He removed his hand. “If the suspect were to make an aggressive move toward you, you step to the side and simply spin them.” 

			Nolasco spun Almond, causing her to fall face-first at the feet of her fellow recruits.

			“Get up,” Tracy said to herself. “Get up.” 

			Almond slowly rose and returned to her place in line.

			“Now,” Nolasco said. “In the event that a suspect is not compliant—”

			“I’ll volunteer,” Tracy said.

			Heads snapped in her direction. Nolasco looked momentarily caught off guard. “We have an eager beaver,” he said. “Oops. Sorry, politically incorrect statement. Step forward, Professor.”

			Tracy stepped in front of Nolasco. They were nearly the same height.

			“Have you ever been handcuffed, Professor?”

			“No, sir.”

			“Well, then, this is your lucky day. Face forward.” 

			Before turning her back, Tracy said, “Noncompliant. Am I right, sir?”

			“That’s right. Noncompliant. I’ll try not to hurt you.” Nolasco faced the recruits. “You will repeat the initial process. Hands atop your head and interlace your fingers, Professor.” Tracy complied. “Reach with your right hand and grip the interlaced fingers.”

			Nolasco squeezed her fingers, applying more pressure than needed. 

			“Step to the side and place your right foot inside the suspect’s left foot. Drive your knee into the back of the suspect’s knee and force her back, then begin your pat down.”

			Tracy let her weight fall back. Nolasco grabbed her breast. 

			“Now, if the suspect becomes noncompliant—” 

			As Nolasco reached for his handcuffs with his free hand, Tracy threw her left elbow into his face, spun, and drove her knee into his groin. Nolasco dropped like a laundry bag, rolling into a fetal position, blood flowing from both nostrils.

			


		
    CHAPTER 4
 
			Tracy got called into the principal’s office. Joseph Gordon, lead instructor for Class 672, had assumed what had been the principal’s office at the converted junior high school. Gordon was a twenty-five-year veteran of the force and looked it, with his crew cut, square jaw, and penetrating hazel eyes. This morning, however, Gordon had abdicated the chair behind his desk to a man wearing a gray business suit that indicated he must be someone official. Gordon sat to the man’s right. His tactical officer, George Decker, sat in the chair to the suit’s left, closest to the windows that looked out on the front lawn and the courtyard leading to the parking lot. Tall and lean, Decker wore blue sweatpants and a white T-shirt with the words “Class 672” and “Defend and Protect” over his left pectoral. 

			Detective Johnny Nolasco sat in one of two chairs in front of the desk, the other chair obviously being reserved for Tracy. Nolasco looked like a raccoon, his eyes already turning nasty shades of purple and black. She couldn’t see his nuts, though she’d seen him walking the halls gingerly, as if he had a bad stomachache. 

			Nolasco did not bother to stand. 

			The suit invited Tracy to take the seat beside Nolasco. 

			“Recruit Crosswhite, my name is Bernie Regis. I’m the executive director of the Criminal Justice Training Commission that runs this Academy and oversees the training of our recruits. Do you understand why you are here?”

			Regis looked to be in his midfifties, with salt-and-pepper hair that he molded with the aid of some gel product and a thick mustache. Though not overweight, he was not in fighting shape. The collar of his shirt and the knot of his red-and-blue-striped tie pinched his skin. He’d been sitting behind a desk for at least several years. 

			“I assume it has to do with the mock demonstration on the proper technique for performing a pat down on a suspect,” Tracy said.

			“Okay. Now, before we go further, I want to advise everyone in the room that we’re going to tape record these proceedings.” Regis pressed a button on a machine on the desk, leaned forward to determine if the cassette tape was spinning, then sat back and noted those present in the room. “Detective Nolasco, one of your training officers and the instructor demonstrating the proper pat down procedure, is seated to your left.”

			Tracy looked to Nolasco. He did not return her glance. 

			“Recruit Crosswhite, we’d like to hear your version of what happened in the gymnasium.”

			“Is Detective Nolasco going to provide his version?” she asked.

			Regis placed his palms on a document stapled in the upper left-hand corner. “We have a written report from Detective Nolasco.”

			“Will I have an opportunity to read it?”

			“If that becomes necessary,” Regis said.

			Tracy didn’t like starting without knowing Nolasco’s version of the events, but she also didn’t have much choice. “The class began with Detective Nolasco requesting that Recruit Almond submit to a pat down.”

			“Recruit Almond did not volunteer?” Regis asked.

			“She did not.”

			“Continue.”

			“I watched that demonstration, after which Detective Nolasco advised that he would demonstrate the proper pat down technique on a noncompliant suspect. I volunteered. I confirmed with Detective Nolasco that I was to be noncompliant. Detective Nolasco began the demonstration as he had with Recruit Almond, asking me to spread my legs and interlace my fingers behind my head.”

			“Did Detective Nolasco make any inappropriate comments to you about spreading your legs, Recruit Crosswhite?” Regis asked.

			“Inappropriate? No.” 

			“Proceed.”

			“Detective Nolasco gripped my fingers with his right hand and used his left hand to perform the pat down. When he grabbed my breast, I—”

			Regis sat forward. “Let me interrupt, Recruit Crosswhite. Could you be more specific?”

			“He placed his hand on my breast and squeezed it.”

			“He did not brush the back of his hand over your chest?” Regis asked. 

			“He couldn’t squeeze my breast if he used the back of his hand,” Tracy said.

			Regis looked to Nolasco. “I didn’t squeeze it,” Nolasco said.

			“Did you use the back of your hand?”

			“I believe I did.”

			“You believe you did?”

			“I did.”

			“Continue, Recruit Crosswhite.”

			“When Detective Nolasco squeezed my breast and said the word ‘noncompliant,’ I interpreted that to be my cue. I employed one of the tactics we learned during combat training.”

			“You elbowed the detective in the bridge of his nose.”

			“And kneed him in the balls,” she added.

			“Right,” Regis said. “And kneed him in the balls.”

			Decker sat with a hand covering his mouth. Gordon’s lips were pinched.

			“So your position is that you understood this to be part of the training exercise?”

			“Yes, sir. I fully expected Detective Nolasco to demonstrate the proper technique to subdue a noncompliant suspect. We were instructed to make these mock simulations as close to reality as possible, and Detective Nolasco had gone so far as to say he’d try not to hurt me. I was surprised he was not prepared to defend himself and was so easily disarmed.”

			“I wasn’t disarmed,” Nolasco said. “If I’d been prepared I would have taken you down in a heartbeat. You sucker punched me because . . .” Nolasco looked to the front of the room.

			Regis waited for him to finish. “In response to what, Detective Nolasco?”

			Nolasco audibly exhaled. “It was an attack.”

			“Why would Recruit Crosswhite attack you?”

			Nolasco grimaced when he sat up. “I don’t know. Maybe she doesn’t like men.”

			Regis gave Nolasco a hard stare before returning his attention to Tracy. “Is there anything else you would like to add, Recruit Crosswhite?”

			She turned to Nolasco. “I do apologize, Detective. Had I known you were unprepared, I would not have broken your nose or kneed you in the balls. I hope everything is still functioning properly.”

			Nolasco ignored her, sitting like a petulant grade-school student.

			Regis stood. Decker and Gordon stood with him. Nolasco did not.

			“You’re dismissed, Recruit Crosswhite,” Regis said.

			Tracy rose, stood at attention, and left the room.
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			After Crosswhite had left the room, Regis shut off the recorder and picked up Nolasco’s report. Decker watched intently. Gordon had sat back from the desk, his arms folded across his chest. 

			“You may want to amend your statement before it becomes part of her official file,” Regis said, handing the multipage document across the desk. 

			“What?” Nolasco said, taking back his report.

			“Specifically, you should reconsider the part where you state that you used the back of your hand to perform your pat down,” Regis said.

			“Why, did Recruit Almond file a complaint?”

			“Why would Recruit Almond file a complaint?”

			“To stand up for her. You know they’re going to stick together.”

			“Do we need to speak with Recruit Almond as well?”

			Nolasco simmered. 

			“Redo your report,” Regis said. “Better yet, you might want to consider not filing it at all.”

			Nolasco started for the door. 

			“Detective Nolasco,” Regis said. 

			Nolasco turned back. He looked to be fighting a headache, which was entirely possible.

			“Let me make something perfectly clear. I very much want both Recruit Almond and Recruit Crosswhite to complete this Academy. More to the point, the mayor and the chief of police have expressed their sincere desire to the entire commission that they want them to complete this Academy. I trust you will do everything within your power to support each recruit in doing so.”

			“Yes, sir,” Nolasco said.

			After Nolasco shut the door, Regis turned to Gordon. “Make sure there is another instructor present anytime he is in contact with either Almond or Crosswhite.”

			“Yes, sir,” Gordon said.

			“How is she doing?” 

			“Top of her class,” Decker said. “She aced the classroom instruction. And you just had a visual illustration that she has both the physical ability and the temperament to defend herself.”

			“And Almond?”

			“Not as well. She’s struggling with the physical conditioning and the shooting. At this rate, she won’t pass.”
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			Tracy crossed the parking lot, gym bag in hand, walking in the direction of her car.

			“Tracy? Tracy.” Jenny Almond jogged across the courtyard. “Hey, I was hoping to catch you. Did everything go all right?”

			Tracy looked to the administration office windows facing the parking lot. “You got time for dinner?”

			“Sure.”

			“There’s a place I’ve found on 152nd and 10th called the Tin Room. Meet me there.”

			 

			[image: image]

			 

			Tracy took a bar stool at a raised table at the back of the restaurant. The waitress brought her a Pabst Blue Ribbon. She nursed it while waiting for Almond. The Tin Room had become her home away from home—or home away from apartment, in this case. When the school semester at Cedar Grove High had ended in June, Tracy had said her good-byes, sold or given away most of her belongings, packed up her truck, and moved to Burien. She’d taken a six-month lease on her apartment, her only criteria being that it was close to the Academy. Her furnishings consisted of a mattress, sofa, and a table and two chairs from a local thrift store. For entertainment, she’d bought a twenty-two-inch television and brought a crate of novels and a lamp to read them by. 

			She’d found the bar and restaurant when she’d taken a study break and gone for a walk. Tracy appreciated its eclectic decor. According to the history of the building, which was printed inside the menu, it had been a metal-and-tin shop for decades. A local entrepreneur had bought the building and renovated it, but honored its history. The sign that had hung for decades on the exterior of the building now hung over the bar. Work benches from the tool shop had been cut and made into tables. Sheet-metal tools and tin snips hung on the walls near an abstract painting of Rolling Stones legend Mick Jagger. Near the entrance to the kitchen dangled a fireman’s bell. Fail to resist the urge to ring it, and you bought a round of drinks for the bar.

			Tracy sipped her beer and reconsidered what had transpired. She’d let her temper get the better of her, something she’d been working to keep in check. Since Sarah’s disappearance, she sometimes had bursts of anger, particularly if she felt someone was being picked on. And Johnny Nolasco had been picking on Almond. Tracy knew that had been a part of the reason she’d lost her temper, but not the whole reason. Jenny reminded Tracy a lot of Sarah. Almond was just twenty, about the same age as Sarah had been when she had disappeared. Sarah had been outwardly confident, but inside, she’d had a lot of self-doubt—her looks, her intelligence, even her shooting skills. It was the younger-sister syndrome. Sarah had seen herself as never being able to measure up to Tracy. Jenny was struggling at the Academy in almost every area—the physical demands, the classroom rigor, and especially the shooting. She had skill. Tracy could see it. What Jenny lacked was confidence. Jenny didn’t believe she belonged with the other recruits. Until she did, improvement would be glacial.

			Tracy flagged down Jenny when she entered the restaurant. 

			Jenny pulled out a bar stool and sat.

			“You hungry?” Tracy asked.

			The waitress approached. “I’m okay,” Jenny said.

			Tracy said, “Bring us both cheeseburgers and bring her an iced tea.”

			“Oh, that’s okay—,” Jenny started.

			“It’s on me,” Tracy said, suspecting Jenny was short on cash. She confirmed the order with the waitress, who departed. 

			“Thanks for what you did,” Almond said. “I hope you didn’t get in trouble.”

			“Nolasco’s an ass. I suspect everyone knows it.”

			Almond laughed. “I still can’t believe you kicked him in the balls. I think every guy in the class grimaced and grabbed his crotch.”

			Tracy smiled. “I didn’t grow up with brothers, but I taught high-school-age boys for a few years. Nothing scares them more than the family jewels being put at risk. Don’t forget that.”

			Almond shook her head. “I don’t know.”

			“What?”

			“I don’t think I could do what you did.”

			“You do what you have to do, what the circumstances require.”

			“Yeah. I guess.”

			“Something else?”

			Jenny sighed. She looked on the verge of tears. “Maybe this isn’t right for me. The physical part is just beyond me and I can’t shoot for crap.”

			“Why’d you apply?”

			“My dad’s been a cop in Klickitat County for thirty years. I have two older sisters who were into dolls and dance. I was kind of a tomboy, maybe the son he never had. He thinks it would be a good job for me. Job security. Good benefits.”

			“What about you?” Tracy said. “What do you think?”

			“Me?” Almond seemed to brighten. “I’ve wanted to take his place since the first time my mom brought me to his office. It’s small, just him and another deputy . . . and a woman who answers the phone. But everyone knows him. They respect him.”

			Tracy thought of her own father, a doctor, and how everyone in Cedar Grove had said hello to him anytime they went into town. The Presbyterian Church hadn’t been big enough to fit the crowd that came out for his funeral. 

			“You grow up in a small town?” Tracy asked.

			“Centerville, population one hundred twenty—unless someone has died since I left.” Jenny laughed. “How about you?”

			“Cedar Grove. It’s up in the North Cascades. We’re a little bigger than one hundred twenty, but it’s a small town.”

			“Why are you here?” Almond asked. 

			“It’s complicated.” Tracy left it at that. “Where’re you living?”

			“I’m in a motel. The Fleabag Inn.”

			“That bad?”

			Almond laughed. “Pretty bad.”

			“I got an apartment about two blocks from here. Plenty of room. All you need is a mattress.”

			“Oh, no, I couldn’t.”

			“Why not?”

			“I don’t want to intrude.”

			“That’s why I offered.”

			Almond hemmed and hawed.

			“Listen, I grew up with a sister who spent more time in my room than her own,” Tracy said. “I’ve been talking to the walls. You’d help me to keep from going certifiable.”

			“Like you did on Nolasco?”

			They laughed. 

			A few minutes later, the waitress brought their food and Almond’s iced tea. They both dug into the cheeseburgers. Fries overwhelmed their plates.

			“Oh my god, you don’t know how good this tastes.” Almond wiped mayonnaise from the corner of her mouth. “I’ve been eating tuna from a can and macaroni and cheese for weeks.” She sipped her iced tea. “What does your family think of you becoming a cop? I heard you were a chemistry teacher.”

			“I was,” Tracy said. “My father’s dead. My mother doesn’t really approve.”

			“What does your sister do?”

			“Sarah died about three years ago. Someone murdered her.”

			Almond put down her cheeseburger. “I’m sorry.”

			“Yeah,” Tracy said. “So am I.” She sipped her beer and focused on the cheeseburger, silent for a moment. Then she said, “You don’t ever let a man put his hands on you if you don’t want him to.” 

			Almond nodded, silent, perhaps sensing that the gravity of the conversation had changed.

			“I don’t care who he is,” Tracy continued. “Nobody touches you. If he does, you fight like hell. You do what you have to do.”

			“Okay,” Almond said.

			Tracy raised her glass. Almond put down her hamburger and raised hers. “What should we toast to?” she asked.

			“To kneeing assholes in the balls,” Tracy said. She drank, then lowered her glass. “Finish up so we have some daylight left to go get your things. We have an early morning.”

			“I thought roll call wasn’t until eight tomorrow?”

			“My workout group meets at six. You got a good pair of running shoes?”

			


		
    CHAPTER 5
 
			Tracy sensed the nerves of her fellow recruits who were filling the other twelve shooting stalls. Four stood to her left, eight to her right. 

			Shooting was their final test. If they passed, they would make it to graduation. But there was always more at stake when it came to men and guns. Put a gun in a man’s hand—the weight of it, the raw power the weapon could unleash—and the testosterone began to boil. Someone had once told Tracy that guns and chain saws were like an extension of a man’s penis, which explained why men invariably chose size. The bigger the better. Tracy chose a Glock .40. She would have used one of her Colt revolvers, but department policy had changed a year earlier to require automatics. She’d been shooting her Colts since she was strong enough to manage the kick. At fifteen, her father had taken her to her first Single Action Shooting competition and she had been hooked. She loved to shoot. She loved to compete against other shooters even more. At eighteen, she had won the first of three consecutive Washington State shooting championships. Only Sarah, at seventeen, had ended Tracy’s streak. 

			The Glock’s grip felt similar to her Colts’, with a straight-through trigger pull and the weight of the barrel distributed much like her pistols. It also had comparable recoil. Her father had told her that guns were like his patients. Each had its own peculiarities. The best doctors and shooters were the ones who learned to work with them. Tracy had worked hard to learn the Glock’s.

			This morning, something other than testosterone and ego was responsible for the large crowd standing behind the shooters’ stalls. The remainder of their classmates had not assembled just to provide support, though they’d grown close as a class, for sure. What her fellow recruits had come to see was whether Tracy could break the range record—a record that had stood for almost two decades—held by their least favorite instructor, Detective Johnny Nolasco. 

			Despite what Tracy sensed to have been a stern reprimand following his groping, Nolasco remained an ass. He had been born an ass, and he’d likely been raised an ass. She wouldn’t go so far as to say Nolasco couldn’t help himself—that would be too easy an excuse. Nolasco liked being an ass, especially to women. It was no wonder he’d been divorced twice and now liked to be overheard saying things like, “No reason to buy the pussy when you can rent it.”

			Nolasco’s shooting target hung just inside the Academy entrance in a glass case once used to display the trophies and accomplishments of the former junior high school. His name and his score—“173 out of 180 - 96%”—were engraved on a plaque beside the target. 

			A marine layer off the Puget Sound draped the shooting range in a thin gray shroud that had calmed the wind and kept the temperature mild. Perfect shooting weather. The targets would hang still and Tracy’s palms would be dry. 

			After checking her weapon, Tracy stepped over to the stall two to her left. “You ready?” 

			Jenny nodded, though Tracy sensed her nerves. Since moving in with Tracy and joining her study group and morning exercise group, Jenny’s scores had gone up in the classroom. Her stamina and strength had also improved. They’d also worked hard on her shooting technique. Jenny had gotten better but had yet to post a passing score, and that meant Jenny passing the Academy remained touch and go.

			“It’s just like we’ve practiced. Same target. Same distances. You focus only on the target. In between each distance drop your arms and roll your shoulders. Don’t keep your hands up. Let your arms fall to your sides. Deep breath before you start, slow exhale as you squeeze.”

			“I got this,” Jenny said.

			“Do you know what you’re going to say?” They’d discussed Jenny uttering a phrase just before shooting. It was a relaxation technique Tracy and others used in tournaments.

			Jenny glanced in the direction of their instructors who were huddled and talking, including Johnny Nolasco. “Here’s to breaking balls,” she said.

			Tracy laughed.

			“Hey, Professor?” Nolasco yelled loud enough to draw every recruit’s attention. “You testing today or chatting? You and Costco can discuss where you’re getting your nails done on your own time.” 

			Tracy returned to her stall and holstered her Glock. She slipped on her yellow-tinted shooting glasses and ear protection. Stepping to the line, she took the interview position: legs bladed with the left leg in front and right in back, her body angled, and her hands held chest high to deflect a punch or kick. Three yards out hung her bad guy, a paper target angled at ninety degrees so she was looking at the edge. Beyond the target was the dirt-and-sand berm that would absorb the blow of the bullets passing through the paper or missing the target altogether.

			Sergeant George Decker, their academy shooting instructor, stepped onto the range. “You have been through the drill before. At the buzzer, your target will turn. You have three seconds to fire three shots. Two to the body. One to the head. After three seconds, your target will return to its current position. You will be graded on your accuracy. Points will be awarded for shots in the kill zone. You will reholster your weapon and wait until the target turns a second time. When it does, you will repeat the sequence of shots.  After the second session, you will step back to the next distance.  If your gun jams, you must clear it. Reloading is your responsibility.” Decker looked up and down the line. “Is the line ready?”

			Thirteen responded together. “Ready.”

			Decker turned to the range master—Nolasco, in this instance. “The line is ready,” he said and stepped off. 

			Tracy took a breath and let the air slowly escape her lips. She tilted her head from side to side. Under her breath, she said, “Fill your hands, you son of a bitch,” in tribute to the best Western movie ever made. 

			The buzzer sounded. 

			She drew her Glock as the target turned, the discharge of thirteen guns resounding.
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			As one of the spotters, George Decker’s job was to inspect three recruits’ targets between each shooting distance being tested, though there was just one target he was really interested in. After the first round, he marked Tracy Crosswhite’s bullet holes with chalk so the same hole would not be erroneously counted as a hit during a succeeding session. Then, on the left side of the target, he recorded the total score for her three shots. The target, like a dartboard, awarded higher points as the rings decreased in diameter to the bull’s-eye at the center. The maximum score was five points per shot. Decker put a fifteen below the fifteen he’d recorded after her first round at the three-yard distance. 

			Stepping from the range, Decker sidled next to Johnny Nolasco, and they watched the line step back to the five-yard marker and assume their positions. 

			“Jesus, she is fast,” Decker said. “She’s reholstering before the three seconds is up.”

			“Fast is one thing. Accurate is another,” Nolasco said.

			“She put four body shots in the center bull’s-eye and two dead in the forehead. I had to look twice to make sure I wasn’t counting the same shot.”

			“Anybody can hit the kill zone at three yards,” Nolasco said. 

			They lowered their ear protection.

			The buzzer sounded. 

			When the shooting ceased, they slid the earmuffs off. Decker walked onto the range to register the scores. Returning, he said. “Fifteen. Again.”

			Nolasco kept his focus on the range. “Let’s see how she does when those pretty little hands and shoulders start getting heavy and she has to shoot from greater distances.”

			“You’re not worried about your record, are you, Johnny?”

			Nolasco smirked. “Nobody’s touched that record in nearly two decades. She won’t either.” 

			“So then it must be that thousand bucks you’re going to owe me?”

			“Fuck you. She and Almond haven’t passed yet.”

			They watched together as the line stepped back from five yards to seven, then to ten yards, repeating the process. The thirteen hanging targets began to look like Swiss cheese, all except the target hanging before the fifth stall from the left.  

			“Told you,” Nolasco said when Decker stepped from the range after scoring the second round at ten yards. “I’m not seeing a lot of holes.” 

			Decker smiled. “You’re not seeing a lot of holes because she’s damn near hitting the center every shot.”

			Nolasco glanced from Decker to Tracy Crosswhite’s target, disbelieving. 

			“Fifteens across the board.” Decker said. “She’s still perfect.”
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			Tracy stepped to the short barricade at fifteen yards. She was to drop to a knee and fire over the top. At twenty-five yards, the final distance, she would be required to fire from behind a standing barricade, three shots from the left side and three from the right. 

			The smell of gunpowder permeated the range. Spent brass casings littered the ground. Tracy felt the heat of the Glock in her hand. She took a moment to look down two stalls. Jenny stood deep in concentration, eyes locked on her target. Tracy could only hope she’d remembered what they practiced. 

			“Is the line ready?” Decker called out.

			“Ready.”

			At the sound of the buzzer, Tracy knelt and drew her weapon. She fired two shots to the body, took aim at the head, and felt the trigger lock on her.
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			“Jam,” Nolasco said, taking a step forward. He lifted his ear protection. “Her gun jammed.” 

			Decker watched as Crosswhite quickly cleared her weapon, though not in time to get off her third shot before the target had turned perpendicular again. 

			Nolasco smiled. “Told you, Georgie-boy. Nobody’s touched that record. Many a man has tried, none have succeeded.”

			“Yes,” Decker said, “but she’s not a man, Johnny.”

			 

			[image: image]

			 

			After the second round at twenty-five yards, Tracy reholstered her Glock and stepped back from the line, tired but relieved. Up and down the line, recruits removed their ear and eye protection and left their stalls to offer one another congratulations. Some looked happier than others, but there was nothing for any of them to do now but await their final scores. Tracy found Jenny, who gave Tracy a “we’ll see” shrug. 

			“I felt good,” Jenny said. “I did my best.”

			Bob Manion stepped up to offer a hand as a crowd began to form around them. “You think you did it?” Manion asked.

			Tracy’s potential to beat Nolasco’s record had become a source of pride for their entire class. “I told you, scores don’t matter. Passing does.”

			“Yeah, bullshit,” Manion said.

			Tracy looked past her classmates to the spotters at the far end of the range. They were huddled over each target, tallying and re-tallying final scores. She saw them set one target to the side.

			“What do you think is taking so long?” Jenny asked.

			“I don’t know,” Manion said. “Looks like they’re debating something.”

			Decker held up the target he had set to the side. The other spotters, as well as Nolasco, stepped closer, studying it, pointing fingers and engaging in what appeared to be animated chatter.

			“That’s your target,” Jenny said.
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			Nolasco said, “How can you tell that’s a fresh hole and not a hole you already scored?” 

			“Because you can see a portion of the chalk outline still there,” Decker said. “The second bullet shredded half the chalk mark.”

			“She would have had to put the bullet damn nearly in the exact same place.”

			“Not near it, Johnny, in the same place.”

			After consulting the other spotters, Decker tallied Tracy Crosswhite’s final score.
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			Decker and the other spotters walked down the line handing back targets, telling the recruits their scores and congratulating them. Gunner Bob passed with a 156. “Eighty-six percent, Gunny,” Decker said. “Nice work.”

			Decker reached Jenny. Tracy felt a twinge of anxiety. “One thirty-two. Seventy-three percent. You raised your score nine percentage points. You passed, Costco.”

			Jenny smiled. “Thank you, Sergeant.”

			Tracy gave her a hug. “I couldn’t have done it without you,” Jenny said.

			“Yes, you could have,” Tracy said. “You just didn’t know it.”

			Decker stepped to Tracy, last to receive her target. His smile had a sad quality to it. “I’m not giving you your target,” he said, causing quick, questioning glances. “It’s going to hang in the entry at the Academy.”

			A chorus of cheers and whoops erupted. Tracy’s classmates patted her on the back and shook her hand. 

			“One seventy-seven,” Decker said. “Ninety-eight percent.”

			“Thank you, Sergeant,” Tracy said.

			Decker grinned. Then he became serious again and shouted, “You’re all dismissed. Next group, step to the line.” 
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			As Crosswhite and the other twelve shooters gathered their things and stepped away, Decker and the other spotters returned to the far end of the range.  

			“One seventy-seven,” Decker said, passing Nolasco. “And that was with her gun jamming. One question, Johnny.”

			Nolasco gave Decker a simmering glare.

			“Will that be check or cash?”

			


		
    CHAPTER 6 
 
			They gathered in the back of the Tin Room, twenty-three men and two women. Class 672 had started with twenty-nine recruits. Three had washed out. One had gotten hurt. Bob Manion poured their glasses full from pitchers of beer and held his glass high. “Here’s to finishing,” he shouted, causing the others to erupt in boisterous agreement.

			“Hold on. Hold on,” Jenny said, raising her iced tea.

			“Hang on,” Manion shouted, his voice rising above the others. “Costco’s got something she wants to say.”

			The others began to chant, “Costco! Costco!”

			“You all know I’m not much with words, so I’m going to keep this brief.” Jenny looked to Tracy, seated at one of the high tables. “Here’s to Tracy.”

			The roar was deafening. 
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			Tracy stayed until just after eight, when the melancholy set in. She felt camaraderie with her classmates, a sense of belonging she no longer felt in Cedar Grove. She’d loved teaching and had thought she’d spend her entire life in the small town, eventually moving into her childhood home. But after Sarah’s disappearance, Cedar Grove had become claustrophobic; Tracy couldn’t look anywhere without seeing Sarah or hearing her voice inside her head. Memories flooded her, and when they came, so did the depression. 

			She’d had to leave. She’d had to get out.

			New surroundings had helped, but she also found that she couldn’t run from the dark moments and sense of loss that would come on suddenly and often without warning, shrouding her like a fog and suffocating her. 

			She felt it coming on now. Was it guilt? Regret? Anger? Maybe all of the above.

			In need of fresh air, Tracy slid from her seat and made her way to Jenny. “I’m going to head back,” she said over the din of her classmates and the sound of Eric Clapton and his guitar. 

			“You’re leaving? We’ve ordered food.”

			“I’m good,” she said. 

			Tracy gestured for them to step outside.

			“I need a little down time,” Tracy said. “You stay. Have fun. When you’re ready to go, call, and I’ll come get you.”

			“Don’t worry about it. It’s only a couple blocks. I can walk.”

			“No,” Tracy said. The fervor of her response caused Jenny to take a step back. “Promise me you won’t walk.”

			“Are you okay?”

			“Promise me.”

			“Yeah, I promise.”

			“You’ll call.”

			“I’ll call if I can’t get a ride. I’m sure Gunner Bob will drop me off.”

			“Or you’ll call,” Tracy said.

			“Or I’ll call.”

			Tracy turned to leave.

			“Tracy?” 

			Tracy looked back, and for a brief moment she didn’t see Jenny, she saw Sarah: standing in the rain, wearing Tracy’s black Stetson, watching as Tracy drove away. It was Tracy’s final, lasting image of her sister. 

			“Thanks for everything,” Jenny continued. “I wouldn’t have passed without you.”

			“I told you, you’re stronger than you think.”

			“Listen, my parents and sisters are coming up for graduation. I’d like you to meet them and come to lunch with us.” 

			“Maybe,” she said. 

			Tracy walked down 152nd Street, turned left at the corner, and continued to where she’d parked her truck. The sky was clear, the stars prominent, and the cool air was already helping to push back the darkness. 

			Then she noticed him sitting on the hood.

			“Detective Nolasco.”

			Nolasco slid off her truck but remained positioned between her front bumper and the bumper of the car parked in front of hers. He checked his wristwatch. “Must not be much of a celebration.”

			Tracy didn’t respond.

			“You didn’t beat me, you know. They counted one of your shots, but I know you missed.”

			“I don’t really care.” The street was deserted. Across it, the church parking lot, which looked like it also served as the grade-school playground, was empty. Tracy sensed Nolasco had been drinking. “I’d like to leave, if you don’t mind.”

			“Why’d you volunteer that day? What, you didn’t like the way I was treating your little friend? Shit, you should have thanked me.”

			“Yeah? Why is that?”

			“Because there’s going to be a whole lot more of it. The brass upstairs may want more of you on the force, but I can assure you we don’t.”

			“I’ll remember that. Now, if you don’t mind.”

			“What is it with you?”

			She sensed him goading her. “I’m afraid you’re going to have to be a little more specific.”

			“Why do you want to be a cop anyway?”

			“I answered that question at the oral boards.”

			“You like the feel of the gun on your hip, or maybe cuffing a guy. That what turns you on?”

			“You have no idea what turns me on.”

			“Maybe we could find out?”

			She smiled. “You really want to risk your balls in my hands?”

			“I wasn’t thinking about your hands.”

			“It really bothers you, doesn’t it?”

			“What’s that?”

			“That I don’t have a big swinging dick and we can stand here comparing sizes. You have no idea how to relate to women, do you?”

			“Maybe you could teach me. Or are you a dyke? You and Costco got a thing going?”

			“It’s not that you don’t want us in the department because you’re afraid we won’t be as good as you,” Tracy said. “You’re afraid we’ll be better.”

			“I don’t want you because you don’t belong.”

			“Well, now I’m here. Live with it.”

			Nolasco twirled his car keys around his finger and stepped onto the sidewalk. Tracy slid past.

			 “You think come graduation you’re done?”

			Tracy unlocked the truck cab. “I think come graduation I’ll just be getting started.”

			“I hope you like patrol. You’re going to have a lot of years to practice doing it. Good luck getting promoted. Where do you think you’re going to end up?”

			“I told you,” she said. “I intend to take your job.”

			She slid into the cab, shut the door, and started the engine. Pulling from the curb, she completed her thought out loud. “Then I’m going to find out who killed my sister.”
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