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Chapter One




 “It’s
a little awkward,” Keiran said, and his gaze — a green that was
almost gray — dropped suddenly to the little bowl of peanuts on the
table between them. His blond eyebrows knitted together in a little
scowl; very important to select exactly the right peanut,
apparently.

Rick’s mouth quirked indulgently. They’d
been partnered in Homicide for nearly five years, and he could be
forgiven for thinking he knew Keir pretty well by now. One of the
things he knew was that Keir preferred whole peanuts; he had an
annoying habit of cherry picking the perfect peanuts out of any
dish. Another thing Rick knew was that Keir had a tendency to
over-think things. Not in the field, fortunately. Nothing wrong
with Keir’s instincts or reflexes, but get three beers in him and
he started brooding, and next thing you knew, he was spouting stuff
from some half-forgotten philosophy course he’d taken in
college.

Five years was a long time. Rick knew plenty
of marriages that hadn’t lasted five years.

“So?” he raised his mug, swallowed, watching
Keir over the rim.

Keir’s mouth curled derisively, and he
picked out a peanut and tossed it in his mouth, crunching
irritably, like he’d caught the peanut in a moving violation.

“It’s just that I’ve been thinking…”

“I warned you about that.”

Keir’s smile was mostly perfunctory
twitch.

Rick drained his mug and rose. “Want
another?” It was Friday night. After two brutal weeks, they finally
had a weekend off, and they were on home turf — a cop bar in Van
Nuys. Decent selection on tap, plenty of Stones on the jukebox, and
the knowledge they could let down their guard because pretty much
everyone in the place was law enforcement or ex-law enforcement.
Home sweet home.

Keir was staring up at Rick with a strange,
disconcerted expression. He shook his head, and Rick moved to the
bar. The memory of Keir’s expression stayed with him — like an
irritating finger tapping his shoulder.

At the bar he ordered two Harps, chatted
with Bill Suzuki also from Homicide, and unobtrusively watched his
partner.

“Good going with the collar on the Martinez
case,” Suzuki congratulated.

“Yeah. It’s a pleasure putting that
scumball, Olmos, behind bars.”

“What’s eating Quinn?”

“Nothing.” Rick said it curtly, discouraging
further discussion on the topic of his partner. He couldn’t help
glancing Keir’s way again.

Keir was staring at nothing and chewing his
bottom lip, a sure sign he was edgy. What now for chrissake? It had
been a good week. For once the bad guys were not swaggering away
untouched, and tomorrow Keir was starting two weeks of
well-deserved vacation. So what was there to bug him? Rick sighed
inwardly. He was undoubtedly going to hear all about it when he got
back to the table.

If anyone should be feeling out of sorts it was him.
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