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Chapter 1
Present Day
The parking lot was crammed full and this Saturday night was busier than usual at Guns & Hoses
when Tig walked through the door at half past eight. As he stood just inside the door, he scanned the bar
that had opened five years ago to cater to the city’s police and firefighters. The interior was decorated to
match the establishment’s name. Police and firefighter memorabilia covered every inch of the ceiling and
walls, with the exception of the back wall. That wall was a memorial to all those who served the city, who
died while protecting or saving lives. Even the memorial wall was a combination of police and firefighters
photos. If one didn’t look closely at the uniformed pictures, one might not be able to tell which department
the deceased had worked for.
Tig couldn’t see the wall through the crowd from where he stood by the door. But he did not need
to see it to know the faces of those who fell in the line of duty. Even though he had never attended one,
Tig knew the fire department held wakes here, just like the police.
A waving arm above the crowd caught Tig’s attention and he began the gauntlet of ‘excuse me’s’
that would get him to his brothers on the force. He was half way to the table his squad had grabbed when
he was shoved roughly from behind. Tig caught his balance but not before he had to pick up the petite
brunette in front of him to avoid mowing her down with his six foot frame.
“Ohh!” the brunette squealed before Tig set her back down on her break-neck heels.
“Sorry,” Tig smiled down at the smaller woman who looked like she wanted to climb him.
Not happening, baby.
Whoever had slammed into him had to be just as big as Tig to make him stumble. There were only
five men who fit that bill and of the five, only one was another cop. Tig glared over his shoulder. His eyes
landed on the white letters, TFR, in pirate script on the back of a gray tee shirt that was stretched over the
broad shoulders of Tommy Flame.
Just my fucking luck. The bastard isn’t on rotation this weekend.
Tig and Flame went way back, back to the sixth grade when Tig moved into the house across the
street from Flame. They were the same age, the same size, in the same grade, and had the same
competitive streak that ran a mile wide. They should have been friends, best buds, but they weren’t. From
the get go, they meshed like oil and water. There was never a definitive instance that caused their hatred
of one another. It was just instantaneous. They took one look at each other and the rivalry began. Matters
were made worse when their mothers became best friends. For years, he had to listen to the women talk
about how alike he and Flame were, but Tig knew they were nothing alike.
Tig was half tempted to shove Flame back but the last thing he wanted to do would be ruin the
Johnson’s five year anniversary of Guns & Hoses with a brawl. He was still staring daggers into Flame’s
back when a hand grabbed his bicep. A dangerous move now that he was pissed off at seeing his rival. He
pulled out of the grasp before turning his glare on the culprit.
“Whoa, down boy,” his partner grinned up at him. “It was an accident.”
“Nothing is an accident except that asshole’s birth,” Tig said just loud enough that he was sure
Flame would hear him.
Tig watched Pat lean to the side to look behind his bulk while he spoke, “C’mon man, you need a
beer.”
Pat made a hole in the crowd for Tig to pass and he fell in behind him. Tig knew his fellow
detective was covering his back. Martinez kicked an empty chair toward Tig and held out a mug of beer
when he reached the table. He accepted the mug and took a long pull of the amber liquid before plopping
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his ass down into the chair. It did not escape his notice that his squad made sure his back was to the man
that could make him see red by just existing.

Sixteen years ago.
“Winnie the pooh, Winnie the pooh…. Tigger, Tigger, where’s your pooh?” Tommy Flame’s
voice sing-songed across the playground. “Shouldn’t you be bouncing instead of walking?” Tommy
started bouncing around like the fabled Tigger. “Boing, boing, boing.”
Tig’s face grew red even though he was used to Tommy’s taunts. He stomped over to his enemy,
with his fists balled at his sides, while he stared daggers into the dark haired boy’s pale blue eyes.
“That hurt the ashes in your head, Flame?” Tig knew his reply was lame. “Why don’t you go roll
in some hay and burn so your body can catch up with your brain?”
Tig shoved Tommy hard in the chest. He was always better with his fists than words. Tommy
shoved him back and their first physical altercation was on. Tig’s balled fist came up and connected with
Tommy’s cheek at the same time Tommy hit him in the face, splitting his lip.
“Tigger Flint! Thomas Flame!” Mrs. Wooster’s voice bellowed across the playground.
Both boys were wrestling on the ground by the time Mrs. Wooster and Mr. Lawrence were able to
reach them. Each gave as good as they got. Split lips and blackened eyes were the result of their tussle. If
the glares the boys gave each other could kill, neither boy would have survived the walk to the principal’s
office. No, they would have dropped dead on the spot instead.

Present Day
Flame knew he had knocked into someone roughly when Brostowski jokingly shoved him. He
glanced over his shoulder to apologize and the words died on his lips. There was no way in hell that he
would ever apologize to that asshat Tigger Flint. Instead, he pushed Brostowski back and laughed when
the smaller man said ‘ow.’
That’s what the little shit gets for catching me off guard.
Normally, his five foot nine co-worker wouldn’t be able to budge his six foot two frame. Flame
wracked it up to the beers. They either made Brostowski stronger or he had had more than enough. He had
been at Guns & Hoses since five so his bet was on how much he had consumed in the last few hours.
“Nothing is an accident except that asshole’s birth.”
Flame heard Tig’s insult and braced himself for a return shove. He wouldn’t put it past the bastard
to retaliate while his back was turned. When he heard Patty O’Brian’s voice, he relaxed. He was glad
Tig’s partner dragged him away because if his nemesis threw the first punch, Flame would be forced to
ruin the Johnson’s party with a fist fight.
“Don’t fuck with the Flame unless you want to get burned,” Flame shot Brostowski a wink and
wasn’t sure if he was goading his co-worker or Tig.
Yep, I definitely have had enough to drink.
“That’s still the cheesiest thing I’ve ever heard!” His ladder-mate made a face and Flame laughed.
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“I didn’t come up with it.”
“Yeah, yeah. It’s left over from your high school football days but that doesn’t stop you from
using it. Shit. ‘The flame will burn you.’ ‘Stay away from the flame.’ Yadda, yadda,” Brostowski mocked.
Flame had no control over the shit people came up with where his name was concerned when he
was playing high school ball. However, he was sure his quarterback sack stats gave them plenty of fodder
for the word play. Just thinking about playing football made him grin. His grin widened when he
remembered all the pain he rained down on that asshole Tig during football practices in high school.

Thirteen years ago.
Freshman year of high school sucked. If it wasn’t for the opportunity to try out for football, Flame
would have been miserable.
Hopefully that jerkoff Tig will go for basketball.
It was bad enough that all through middle school they were stuck next to each other because their
names fell alphabetically. Flame then Flint. There had only been two classes during the three years of
middle school where another name had slipped between them. Thankfully, high school had more last
names to fill the gap between A and I. But they were still stuck in the same honors classes. Who knew the
shithead was as smart as him? Certainly not Flame.
With any luck, I can escape the asshole by playing football.
No such luck.
Flame joined the group on the field for tryouts and low and behold, there was that fucker Tig Flint
standing with the other freshman hopefuls. The only thing Flame could hope for at this point was that the
asshole didn’t make the cut. And if he did, then with any luck, they wouldn’t be on the same side of the
line.
The tryouts were brutal. The coach had them run timed laps, suicide drills, crunches, and a bunch
of other body aching maneuvers. Of course, Flame’s only real competition was Tig. He couldn’t even be
surprised about that fact by the end of the day because he was just too damn tired to care.
By the end of the week when they returned to the field, Flame almost prayed Tig wouldn’t make
the cut. But he knew better. They both made the freshman team. Then the junior varsity team. Then the
varsity team.
Flame’s only consolation was that they weren’t on the same side of the line. His slightly larger size
over Tig earned him the defensive tackle position and Tig’s arm granted him the star position of
quarterback. For four years Flame tackled his ass in practice, ground him into the grass as if he could
grind the guy’s bones to dust. He loved every fucking minute of it, too.
Flame never had to look at Tig in the locker room to see the bruises his tackles left on the asshole.
The evidence of the pain his enemy felt was in Tig’s every move after practice. Every time he saw the
dickhead wince or shake off a limp, his heart soared with twisted joy. Never once did Flame think or
realize that his abuse made Tig a better quarterback than he may have ever been without the daily hits.
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Present Day.
Tig was enjoying the company of his fellow cops. He didn’t go out with anyone from work often
except his partner. There were other bars that he frequented for entertainment and he was sure they
weren’t the kind his co-workers would appreciate. Inside the bedroom kind of entertainment. Guns &
Hoses was on his list for ‘outside the bedroom’ entertainment and he enjoyed having drinks with his coworkers even if he did have to dodge personal questions from time to time or put up with that asshole
Flame being in the same establishment.
For the most part, the police and fire departments didn’t mingle. Even though the Johnson’s, Paul
who was a retired fireman and Julie who was a retired cop, created the bar to cater to both by mixing the
memorabilia, the rivalry between the two departments could not be dismissed. There was not a designated
section for either department and if Tig gave the matter any thought, which he didn’t, there wasn’t a single
place in the bar he hadn’t sat at one time or another.
“So, any new info on the Cortez case?” Stanson asked before she took a drink of her beer. The
question pulled Tig back from his musings about the bar.
“Thought we agreed to leave work at work?” Wallace grumbled.
“No shit!” Tig agreed heartily.
“Okay,” Stanson grinned like a cat that ate a canary. They all groaned at the look on her face
because it clearly said she was about to drop a bomb in their laps. “You guys hear about the football
league the county is trying to put together for the Big Brothers and Big Sisters Program?”
Tig tensed and did not even realize his mug stopped in mid-motion on the way to his mouth.
Wallace spoke the words Tig thought.
“What the hell are you talking about?”
“It’s on the bulletin board in the break room. Don’t you guys ever look at the damned thing?”
Stanson looked around the table.
“Who the hell reads that shit?” Pat grinned and continued, “Oh, I forgot. You do. Irene
infomaniac!”
They all chuckled because it was true. Irene Stanson was always on the ball for any and all
information the team needed. Whether it was for a narcotics bust or just shit around the station, if they
didn’t have Irene, they wouldn’t know anything and every man at the table knew it.
“Well, I am sure the Lt. will be sending out an email this week due to the lack of sign-ups but the
skinny is that TPD is looking for volunteers to play a few games against Tampa Fire Rescue as a
fundraiser.” Stanson continued to grin like she always did when she enlightened the team of men she
worked with.
“Didn’t you used to play ball, Tig?” Wallace asked nonchalantly and Tig tried not to grimace.
“Yeah,” Tig replied before talking another sip of his beer so he wouldn’t have to elaborate.
“That was in high school, wasn’t it?” Wallace continued and it appeared he wasn’t going to let the
matter drop. “Weren’t you a quarterback or something?”
“Yeah,” Tig almost cringed at the admission. As much as he enjoyed playing football, he did not
enjoy being the center of attention that being the star quarterback garnered him. “But that was almost
eleven years ago. I haven’t picked up a football since my senior year.”
“So?” Stanson asked and her grin grew wider.
“So, that means I probably couldn’t complete a pass if my ass depended on it. Plus, I am sure there
are younger guys better suited to play.” Tig took another deep drink of his beer and hoped Stanson would
drop the topic. Of course, she didn’t and Tig tried not to notice the gleam in her eyes.
“With as big as you are, Tig, I bet you were a bitch to tackle.”
Tig pushed thoughts of all the brutal tackles his body had endured when he played high school
football. The worst of which, were caused by fucking Flame in practice. Everyone was staring at him and
waiting for his reply.

Brenda Cothern
“I took my share of hits but I’m not a teenager anymore. I’ve no desire to be slammed into the turf
to relive my high school days.”
“Psssh. You’re not even thirty yet. There are NFL players older than you who play every
weekend,” Stanson pointed out and laughed.
“Yeah but those bastards get paid millions to get their ass pounded into the field,” Pat added in
Tig’s defense.
“True but this is for a good cause,” Stanson countered.
“Don’t hound him. Shit, Stanson,” Wallace interjected even though he was the one who brought up
Tig’s football days. “Let the poor bastard enjoy his beer in peace without the work related bullshit.”
“Alright, alright,” Stanson held her hands up in defense. “I was just trying to give you guys the
heads up. ‘Cause you know the Lt. is going to demand volunteers.” She looked at each of them in turn
before taking another drink of her beer. “And I doubt any women will be on that field.”
Tig watched her as she drank. She was an attractive woman, even if she wasn’t his type. Her dark
shoulder length hair fell loose down her back as opposed to the tight ponytail she normally wore at work.
Stanson’s lipstick was a brighter shade than she normally wore but the rest of her make-up was as minimal
as he was used to seeing every day at the police station. She was not a beauty but attractive enough that
someone wouldn’t have to put a flag over her face to fuck her for old glory. Tig could admit as much and
didn’t feel guilty for the thought. However, the thought of Stanson fucking anyone was his cue that he had
enough to drink, even if he hadn’t been here that long.
Tig killed the last of his beer and set the mug on the table with a loud thunk. “Thanks for the heads
up, Irene.”
“That’s what I do,” Stanson shot the group a wink and smirked at her teammate.
“I’m heading out,” Tig informed them. “See you guys on Monday.”
His co-workers said their good-nights as Tig left the table and bee-lined to the men’s room.

Flame was drunk. He wasn’t drunk enough to think he wasn’t drunk. He knew he was. He also
knew that he should have left hours ago. That was impossible as his buddy’s from the station kept rolling
in and somehow Flame was still here.
The crowd had thinned out, for which he was grateful, as he stumbled his way to the restroom to
relieve his screaming bladder. When he entered the hallway to the restrooms it began to tilt and he had to
steady himself against the wall.
Fuck! I haven’t been this drunk in awhile, Flame thought as he waited for the hallway to settle into
a position he thought he could safely traverse.
Once steady, somewhat steady, Flame resumed his trek to the men’s room. If he didn’t piss soon,
he would wet himself for sure. He pushed the door to the men’s room harder than he intended and almost
stumbled through the opening. He caught himself before face planting on the white tile floor. Waiting for
his balance to return and the room to quit swaying, Flame became aware that he wasn’t alone. As his
drunken eyes focused, he realized Tig Flint was standing in front of one of the two urinals.
Just the fucking asshole I don’t need to see me trashed.
The sight of his nemesis seemed to sober Flame enough that when the man he despised turned
around, Flame was no longer using the wall for support. He had no problem returning the glare that
greeted him, either.
“You going to move or do I need to move you?” Tig’s deep voice echoed in the small bathroom.
The man hadn’t changed much since high school. He still had the same sandy blond hair and eyes
that were a brilliant shade of blue. If he hadn’t been such an ass, Flame might consider him attractive.
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“Well?” Tig growled.
It took Flame a moment to realize he was blocking Tig’s access to the sink so the man could wash
his hands.
Flame stepped away from the sink, toward the urinal that Tig did not use, and shot back over his
shoulder, “as if you could.”
As he relieved himself, Flame watched Tig step up to the sink, run his hands under the sensor to
activate the water, and glare mutual hatred at him through the mirror.
“In your condition, a slight breeze could put you on your ass.”
“Go fuck your Pooh, Tigger,” Flame replied as he began to zip up while still holding Tig’s gaze in
the mirror.
Tig looked like he was biting back a scathing remark as he pulled towels from the dispenser.
Flame turned and made his way to the sink, never once taking his eyes from Tig’s.
“You’re even more of an asshole when you’re piss ass drunk.” Tig put his hand on the door and
stood for a moment. “I hope you drive tonight just so someone can cuff you and throw your ass in the
drunk tank. Just the thought of you being someone’s bitch gives me the warm fuzzies.”
Flame didn’t get the chance to reply before Tig opened the door and stormed out. By the time the
door closed, he had thought of a witty reply, at least what his drunken mind thought was a witty reply, but
Tig was already gone.

