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PROLOGUE


 


When he made his way out across the vacant lot, dawn was burning off the last of the night. The slightest bit of rain had fallen the night before, creating a mist of fog that crept along the ground. He walked slowly, methodically, as if he did this every morning.


To all sides were the foundations of houses—houses that would never be finished. He supposed the frames had gone up five or six years ago, only to be left abandoned when the housing crisis hit. For some reason, it enraged him. So much promise for a family and a builder, only to end up failing miserably in the end.


Against the fog, he looked gaunt—tall and thin, like a living scarecrow. His black overcoat blended perfectly with the light gray wisps. It was an ethereal scene. It made him feel ghostlike. It made him feel legendary, nearly invincible. He felt as if he were a part of the world and it, a part of him.


But there was nothing natural about his presence there. In fact, he had been planning this for weeks. Months, really. The years that had come before had really just ushered him along, pushing him toward this moment.


He walked through the fog and listened to the city. The hustle and bustle lay perhaps a mile away. He was in a forgotten part of town, decrepit, a part of town that had suffered economic collapse. So many dead hopes and dreams littered the fog-strewn ground.


It all made him want to burn.


Patiently, he waited. He paced back and forth with no real purpose. He walked along the edge of the empty street and then into the construction area among the skeletons of houses that never were. He stalked about, waiting for another figure to show itself in the fog. Knowing that the universe would send it to him.


Finally, it appeared.


Even before the figure came fully into view, he could sense it through dawn’s weak light and the slithering fog. The figure was feminine. 


This was what he had waited for. Destiny was being knitted together right before him.


With his heart thundering in his chest, he stepped forward, doing his best to seem natural and calm. He opened his mouth and started to call for a dog that was not there. In the fog, his voice did not sound like his own; it was thin and wavering, like a phantom.


He reached into the pocket of his long coat and withdrew a retractable dog leash that he had purchased the day before.


“Sweet Pea!” he called out. 


It was the sort of name that would confuse a passerby before they had time to really even give him a second glance.


“Sweet Pea!”


The figure of the woman came closer, stepping through the fog. He saw that she had her own dog, taking it for its morning walk. It was one of those small pretentious dogs, the sort that looked more like a rat. Of course, he knew this about her. He knew just about everything about her morning schedule.


“Everything okay?” the woman asked.


He could see her face now. She was much younger than he was. Twenty years, at least.


He held up the empty leash and gave the woman a sad sort of smile. “My dog got loose. I’m pretty sure she came this way, but I don’t hear her.”


“Oh no,” the woman said. 


“Sweet Pea!” he yelled again.


At the woman’s feet, her little dog lifted its leg and peed. The woman barely seemed to notice. She was looking at him now. Something very close to recognition filled her eyes. She tilted her head. An uncertain smile touched the corners of her mouth. She took a tiny step backward.


He reached into his other coat pocket and wrapped his hand around the handle of the hammer he had hidden there. He brought it out with a speed that surprised even him. 


He struck her hard on top of the head with it. The sound it made in the quiet lot, in the blanket of fog, was almost nothing. Thunk.


Her eyes went glassy. When she collapsed to the ground, the traces of that small smile were still at the corners of her mouth.


Her little dog sniffed at her and then looked up to him. It gave a pathetic little bark. He stepped toward it and growled lightly. The dog peed a little more, backed away, and then went running out of the lot, its leash dragging behind it.


He pocketed the hammer and the useless leash. He then looked down at her body for a moment and slowly reached for it, the only sound left that of the dog’s barking, echoing endlessly in the rolling fog of morning.




 



CHAPTER ONE


 


Avery sat the last of the boxes down on the floor of her daughter’s new apartment and felt like crying. The moving truck had pulled away from the curb downstairs five minutes ago and there was no going back now: Rose had an apartment of her own. Avery felt the pit growing in her stomach; this was completely different than her living in a college dorm, where there were friends at every corner and the security of the campus police.


Rose would be living alone now. And Avery still hadn’t accepted it. A very short time ago, Rose had been endangered because of Avery’s last case—and that was something that Avery still harbored massive guilt over. To have Rose now out on her own after such an ordeal felt irresponsible on Avery’s part. It made her feel like a failure as a mother. It also made her very scared for her daughter. And that was saying something, coming from a decorated Homicide detective.


She’s eighteen, Avery thought. You can’t hold onto her forever, especially when your grip on her was loose, if not non-existent, during her formative years.


How had Rose grown up so fast? How had she become such a beautiful, independent, and driven woman? Avery certainly couldn’t take credit for it, as she had been absent for most of Rose’s life.


All that aside, it made her feel proud to watch her daughter as she unpacked her own dishes and placed them into her own cupboards. Despite the tumultuous childhood and teen years she had faced, Rose had made it. The future was hers for the taking, and it started with putting her Dollar Store dishes into the cupboards of her first apartment.


“I’m proud of you, kid,” Avery said. She made her way through the maze of boxes that occupied the floor of Rose’s living room.


“For what?” Rose said.


“Surviving,” Avery said with a laugh. “I know I didn’t necessarily make it easy on you.”


“You didn’t. But Dad did okay. And that’s not a dig against you.”


Avery felt a pang of sorrow.


“I know.”


Avery knew that such an admission was hard for Rose. Avery knew that her daughter was still trying to figure out the footing of their relationship. For a typical estranged mother and daughter, reconciliation was hard enough. But they had both been through hell lately. From Rose being stalked by a serial killer and moved to a safe house, to the post-traumatic stress disorder Avery was wrestling with from running to Rose’s rescue, there were mountain-sized obstacles to get over. And even something as simple as moving boxes into her daughter’s new apartment was a huge step along the way of repairing the relationship Avery so badly wanted with her.


Taking that step required some sort of normalcy—a normalcy that wasn’t always available in the world of a work-obsessed detective.


She joined Rose in the kitchen and helped her unpack the boxes labeled KITCHEN. As they worked together to unpack them, Avery felt herself close to tears again.


What the hell? When have I ever gotten this emotional?


“Do you think you’ll be okay?” Avery asked, doing what she could to keep conversation going. “This isn’t like a college dorm. You’re legitimately on your own. Are you ready for that after…well, after everything you’ve been through?”


“Yes, Mom. I’m not a little girl anymore.”


“Well, that’s very clear.”


“Besides,” she said, putting the last dish away and setting the empty box aside. “I’m not exactly alone anymore.”


And there it was. Rose had been a little distracted lately but also in a good mood, and a noticeable good mood was a rare occurrence for Rose Black. Avery had thought there might be a boy involved and that opened up a whole different can of worms that Avery wasn’t prepared to deal with. She’d missed the period talk with Rose, missed details of her first crush, first dance, and first kiss. Now that she was faced with the potential love life of her eighteen-year-old daughter, she understood just how much she had missed.


“What do you mean?” Avery asked.


Rose bit at her lip, as if she regretted having said anything.


“I…well, I might have met someone.”


She said it casually and a bit dismissively, making it clear that she had no interest in talking about it.


“Oh yeah?” Avery asked. “When was this?”


“About a month ago,” Rose said. 


Exactly the amount of time I’ve been noticing her better moods, Avery thought. Sometimes it was eerie how her detective skills overlaid her personal life.


“But…he’s not living here, is he?” Rose asked.


“No, Mom. But he might be here a lot.”


“That’s not the sort of thing the mother of an eighteen-year-old wants to hear,” Avery said.


“God, Mom. It’ll be okay.”


 Avery knew she should leave it alone. If Rose wanted to talk to her about this guy, she’d do it on her own time. Pressuring her would only make it worse.


But again, her work instinct took over and she couldn’t help herself from asking more questions.


“Can I meet him?”


“Um, absolutely not. Not yet, anyway.”


Avery sensed the opportunity to go deeper into the conversation—the awkward conversation about protected sex and the risk of diseases and teenage pregnancy. But she almost felt like she didn’t have that right, given their strained relationship.


Being a Homicide detective, though, it was impossible not to worry. She knew the caliber of men out there. She had seen not just murders but severe domestic abuse cases. And while this guy in Rose’s life might be a perfect gentleman, it was much easier for Rose to assume that he was a threat.


At some point, though, didn’t she have to trust her daughter’s instincts? Hadn’t she just complimented Rose on how well she had turned out despite her upbringing?


“Just be careful,” Avery said.


Rose was clearly embarrassed. She rolled her eyes and started unpacking DVDs in the small living room that joined the kitchen.


“What about you?” Rose asked. “Don’t you ever get tired of being alone? You know…Dad’s still alone, too.”


“I’m aware of that,” Avery said. “But that’s none of my business.”


“He’s your ex-husband,” Rose pointed out. “And he’s my father. So yeah, he sort of is your business. It might do you some good to see him.”


“That wouldn’t be good for either of us,” Avery replied. “If you’d ask him, I’m sure he’d tell you the same thing.”


Avery knew this was true. While they had never talked about getting back together, there was an unspoken agreement between them—something they’d felt in the air ever since she’d lost her job as an attorney and had basically ruined her life in the weeks that followed. They would tolerate one another for Rose. Although there were mutual feelings of love and respect there, they both knew there would be no getting back together. Jack was only worried about the same thing she was worried about. He wanted Avery spending more time with Rose. And it was up to her to figure out how to do that. She’d spent time coming up with a plan over the last few weeks and although it would require sacrifice on her part, she was ready to try.


Sensing that the touchy topic of Jack was already passing over like a storm cloud, Avery tried broaching the topic of that sacrifice. There was no way to subtly get to it, so she just came out and said it.


“I was thinking about maybe asking for a lighter workload for the next few months. I figured you and I should really give things a real chance.”


Rose paused for a minute. She looked taken aback, genuinely surprised. She gave a little nod of acknowledgment and went back to unpacking. She made a little hmmph sound.


“What?” Avery asked.


“But you love your work.”


“I do,” Avery agreed. “But I’ve been thinking of transferring out of Homicide. If I did that, my schedule would be freed up a bit.”


Rose now stopped unpacking completely. A range of expressions crossed her face in the space of a second. Avery was pleased to see that one looked very much like hope.


“Mom, you don’t have to do that.” Her voice was soft and unguarded, almost like the little girl Avery could easily remember. “That’s like uprooting your life.”


“No it’s not. I’m getting older and realizing that I missed out on a lot of family stuff. It’s what I need to do to move on…to get better.”


Rose sat down on the couch, littered with boxes and stray clothes. She looked up to Avery, that gleam of hope still on her face.


“Are you sure that’s what you want?” she asked.


“I don’t know. Maybe.”


“Also,” Rose said, “I see where I get my awesome ability to swerve subjects. You hopped off of being alone all the time pretty quickly.”


“You noticed that, did you?”


“I did. And to be honest, I think Dad has, too.”


“Rose—”


Rose turned to her.


“He misses you, Mom.”


Avery slouched. She stood there, quiet for a moment, unable to respond.


“I miss him sometimes, too,” Avery admitted. “Just not enough to call him up and dredge up the past.”


He misses you, Mom.


Avery let that sink in. She rarely thought of Jack in any real sort of romantic sense. She had told the truth, though: She did miss him. She missed Jack’s weird sense of humor, the way his body always seemed just a little too cold in the mornings, how his need for sex was almost comically predictable. More than anything, though, she missed watching him be an excellent father. But that was all gone now, part of a life that Avery was trying very hard to put behind her.


 Still, she couldn’t help but wonder what might have been, realizing that she’d had the chance for a great life. A life with picket fences, school fundraisers, lazy Sunday afternoons in the backyard. 


But the chance for that was gone. Rose had missed out on that perfect picture and Avery still blamed herself.


“Mom?”


“Sorry, Rose. I just don’t see your dad and I mending things, you know? Besides,” she added, and took a deep breath, bracing herself for Rose’s reaction, “maybe you aren’t the only one that’s met someone.”


Rose turned to her, and Avery was relieved to see her smile. She looked to her mother with the sort of devilish grin girlfriends might share over cocktails while talking about men. It warmed Avery’s heart in a way she was not prepared for, nor could she explain.


“What?” Rose asked, feigning shock. “You? Details, please.”


“There are no details yet.”


“Well, who is it?”


Avery chuckled, realizing how silly it would seem. She almost didn’t say it. Hell, she had barely even told the guy how she felt. To voice it in front of her daughter would be a bit surreal.


Still, she and Rose were making progress. No sense in stifling it because of her own embarrassment of having feelings for a man that was not Rose’s father.


“It’s a man I work with. Ramirez.”


“Have you guys hooked up?”


“Rose!”


Rose shrugged. “Hey…you wanted an open and honest relationship with your daughter, right?”


“Yes, I suppose I do,” she said with a smile. “And no…we have not hooked up. But I’m sort of falling for him. He’s nice. Funny, sexy, and has this sort of charm to him that used to annoy me but now…it’s sort of appealing.”


“Does he feel the same?” Rose asked.


“He does. Or…he did. I think I blew it. He’s been patient but I think his patience ran out.” What she kept to herself was that she had made the decision to tell Ramirez how she felt but had not yet summoned up the nerve to do so.


“Did you push him away?” Rose asked.


Avery smiled.


“Damn, you’re observant.”


“I’m telling you…it’s genetics.”


Rose grinned again, seeming to have forgotten about unpacking for the moment.


“Go for it, Mom!”


“Oh my God.”


Rose laughed and Avery soon joined in. It was easily the most vulnerable they had been with one another since they had started working toward repairing their relationship. Suddenly, the idea of taking a step back from Homicide and taking some time off from work seemed like a necessity rather than just a hopeful idea.


“Are you doing anything this weekend?” Avery asked.


“Unpacking. Maybe a date with Ma—the guy who shall remain nameless for now.”


“How about a girls’ day with your mom tomorrow? Lunch, a movie, pedicures.”


Rose wrinkled her nose at the idea but then seemed to seriously consider it. “Do I get to choose the movie?”


“If you must.”


“Sounds like fun,” Rose said with an edge of excitement. “Count me in.”


“Great,” Avery said. She then felt a prompting—a need to ask something that felt weird but something that would be pivotal to their relationship going forward. Knowing what she about to ask her daughter was humbling but also, in a very strange way, freeing.


“So you’d be okay with me moving on?” Avery asked.


“What do you mean?” Rose asked. “From Dad?”


“Yes. From your dad and that whole part of my life—the part of my life that made things rough for all of us. A big part of me moving on from that is not being chained by the guilt of what might have been. And I have to move away from your dad for that. I’ll always love him and respect him for raising you while I wasn’t there but he’s a big part of the life that I need to get away from. Do you get that?”


“I do,” Rose said. Her voice had gone soft and vulnerable again. Hearing it made Avery want to go over to the couch and hug her. “And you don’t need my permission, Mom,” Rose continued. “I know you’re trying. I can see it. I really can.”


For the third time in fifteen minutes, Avery felt herself inching toward tears. She sighed, and pushed the urge to cry away.


“How’d you turn out to be so good?” Avery asked.


“Genetics,” Rose said. “You might have made some mistakes, Mom. But you’ve always been kind of a badass.”


Before Avery had time to even form a response, Rose stepped forward and hugged her. It was a genuine embrace—something she had not felt from her daughter in quite a while.


This time, Avery let the tears come.


She could not remember the last time she had been quite this happy. For the first time in a very long time, she felt as if she were truly taking steps to escaping the mistakes of her past.


A big part of that would be talking to Ramirez and letting him know that she was done with hiding what had been growing between them. She wanted to be with him—whatever that looked like. Suddenly, with her daughter’s arms around her, Avery could not wait to have that discussion with him.


In fact, she hoped it went far beyond a discussion. She hoped they’d end up doing much more than simply talking, finally letting the tension that had been building between them have its way.




 



CHAPTER TWO


 


She met with Ramirez three hours later, just after his shift had ended. He’d answered her call eagerly enough but had sounded tired. That’s why they had elected to meet alongside the Charles River, on one of the many benches that overlooked it from the walking paths around the eastern lip of the river.


As she strolled up to the bench they had agreed upon, she saw that he had just gotten there. He was sitting down, looking out across the river. The tiredness in his voice showed on his face. He looked peaceful, though. She’d noticed this about him on numerous occasions, how he would get silent and introspective whenever presented with a scenic view of the city.


She approached him and he turned to her when he heard her footfalls. He flashed his winning smile and just like that, he no longer looked tired. One of the many things Avery liked about Ramirez was the way he made her feel whenever he looked at her. It was clear that there was more than simple attraction there; he looked at her with appreciation and respect. That, plus the fact that he told her that she was beautiful on a routine basis, made her feel safer and more desired than she could ever remember feeling.


“Long day?” Avery asked him as she joined him on the bench.


“Not really,” Ramirez said. “It was filled with busy work. Noise complaints. A fight at a bar that got a little bloody. And I shit you not, I even got a call about a dog that had chased a kid up a tree.”


“A kid?”


“A kid,” Ramirez said. “The glamorous life of a detective when the city is quiet and boring.”


They both looked out over the river in a silence that, over the last few weeks, had started to grow comfortable. While they were not technically an item, they had come to appreciate the time together that wasn’t filled with talk just for the sake of talk. Slowly and deliberately, Avery reached over and took his hand.


“Walk with me, would you?”


“Sure,” he said, giving her hand a squeeze.


Even hand holding was something monumental to Avery. She and Ramirez held hands frequently and had kissed briefly on a few occasions—but intentionally holding his hand was out of her comfort zone.


But it’s getting comfortable, she thought as they started walking. Hell, it’s been comfortable for some time now.


“Are you okay?” Ramirez asked.


“I am,” she said. “I had a really good day with Rose.”


“Things finally starting to feel normal there?” he asked.


“Far from normal,” Avery said. “But it’s getting there. And speaking of getting there…”


She paused, confused why it was so hard for her to say what she wanted to say. Due to her past, she knew she was emotionally strong…so why was it so hard to actually express herself when it was important?


“This is going to sound cheesy,” Avery said. “So please bear with me and keep my extreme vulnerability in mind.”


“Okay…” Ramirez said, clearly confused.


“I’ve known for quite some time that I need to make some changes. A big part of that came in trying to fix things with Rose. But there are other things, too. Things I’ve been almost frightened to admit to myself.”


“Like what?” Ramirez said.


She could tell that he was getting a little uncomfortable. They’d been transparent with one another before, but never quite to this extent. This was much harder than she had expected.


“Look…I know I’ve basically ruined things between us,” Avery said. “You showed extreme patience and understanding as I worked through my crap. And I know I kept luring you in a little at a time only to push you away.”


“That would be accurate, yes,” Ramirez said with a bit of humor.


“I can’t apologize enough for that,” Avery said. “And if you could find it in your heart to look past my hesitancy and my fears…I’d really like to have another chance.”


“A chance for what?” Ramirez said.


He’s going to make me come out and say it, she said. And I kind of deserve this treatment.


The evening was unraveling into dusk and there were only a scant few people out along the sidewalks and trails that wound around the river. It was a picturesque scene, like something out of one of those movies she usually hated to watch.


“A chance for us,” Avery said.


Ramirez stopped walking but kept her hand in his. He looked to her with his dark brown eyes and held her gaze. “It can’t be a chance,” he said. “It has to be a real thing. A surefire thing. I can’t keep having you push and push, always keeping me guessing.”


“I know.”


“So if you can let me know what you mean by us, then I’ll consider it.”


She couldn’t tell if he was being serious or just trying to give her a hard time. She broke their eye contact and gave his hands a squeeze.


“Damn,” she said. “You’re going to make this hard on me, aren’t you?”


“Well, I think I—”


She interrupted him by pulling him to her and kissing him. In the past, their kisses had been brief, awkward, and filled with her usual hesitancy. But now she lost herself to it. She drew him as close as their bodies would allow and kissed him with the most passion she’d put into any sort of physical contact since the last happy year of marriage with Jack.


Ramirez didn’t bother trying to fight it. She knew he had been wanting this for a while now and she could feel the eagerness running through him.


They kissed like love-struck teenagers by the side of the Charles River. It was a soft yet heated kiss that thrummed with the sexual frustration that had been blooming between them for several months.


When their tongues met, Avery felt a surge of energy pass through her—energy that she knew she wanted to use up in a very certain way.


She broke the kiss and leaned her forehead into his. They looked to one another for several seconds in that posture, enjoying the silence and the weight of what they had just done. A line had been crossed. And in the tense silence, they both sensed that there were still many more to cross.


“You’re sure about this?” Ramirez asked.


“I am. And I’m sorry it took me so long to realize it.”


He drew her close and hugged her. She felt something like relief in his body, like a huge weight had been lifted from him.


“I’d like to give it a try,” Ramirez said. 


He broke the hug and kissed her again, softly, on the side of the mouth.


“I think we need to celebrate the occasion. You want to get dinner?”


She sighed and gave a shaky smile. She had already broken through an emotional barrier by confessing her feelings to him. What harm could it do to continue being blatantly honest with him now?


“I do think we need to celebrate,” she said. “But right now, at this very moment, I’m not too interested in dinner.”


“So what do you want to do?” he asked.


His obliviousness was beyond charming. She leaned in and whispered into his ear, enjoying the feel of him against her and the smell of his skin.


“Let’s go to your place.”


He pulled away and looked at her with the same seriousness as before, but now there was something else there, too. It was something she had seen in his eyes from time to time—something that looked very much like excitement and was born out of a physical need.


“Yeah?” he said uncertainly.


“Yeah,” she said.


As they hurried across the grass, toward the parking lot where they had both parked their cars, they were giggling like children. It was fitting, as Avery could not recall the last time she had felt so liberated, excited, and free.


 


***


 


The passion they had experienced while along the river was still there as Ramirez unlocked his apartment door. There was a part of Avery that wanted to jump him right there and then, before he even had time to shut the door behind him. They’d lightly pawed at one another the whole ride to his place and now that they were there, Avery felt like they were on the precipice of something monumental.


When Ramirez closed the door and locked it, Avery was surprised when he didn’t come to her right away. Instead, he walked through the living room and into his modest kitchen, where he poured himself a glass of water.


“Water?” he asked.


“No thanks,” she said.


He drank from his glass and looked out the kitchen window. Night had fallen and the city lights sparkled through the glass.


Avery joined him in the kitchen and playfully took the glass of water from him. “What’s the matter?” she asked.


“I don’t want to say,” he said.


“Do you…well, have you changed your mind about me?” she asked. “Did all the waiting make you stop wanting me?”


“God no,” he said. He put his arms around her waist and she could see him trying to form the right words.


“We can wait,” she said, hoping he wouldn’t take her up on it.


“No,” he said, a little urgently. “It’s just….shit, I don’t know.”


This was a surprise to Avery. With all of his masterful flirtation and seductive talk over the last few months, she was sure he would have been a little aggressive when and if the time ever came. But right now, he seemed unsure of himself—almost nervous.


She leaned in and kissed the corner of his jaw. He sighed and leaned in against her.


“What is it?” she asked, her lips brushing his skin as she spoke.


“It’s just that this is real now, you know? This isn’t just some one-night stand. This is for real. I care about you a lot, Avery. I really do. And I don’t want to rush things.”


“We’ve been dancing around this for the last four months,” she said. “I don’t think that’s rushing.”


“Good point,” he said. He kissed her on the cheek, then on the little bit of shoulder her T-shirt was showing. His lips then found her neck and when he kissed her there, she thought she might collapse to the floor right on the spot, pulling him down with her.


“Ramirez?” she said, still playfully refusing to use his first name.


“Yeah?” he asked, his face still brushing against her neck and applying kisses.


“Take me to the bedroom.”


He pulled her close, hoisted her up, and allowed her to wrap her legs around his waist. They started kissing then and he obeyed her. He slowly carried her to the bedroom and by the time he shut the bedroom door, Avery was so lost in the moment that she never even heard it close.


All she was aware of was his hands, his mouth, his well-toned body pressing against hers as he laid her down on the bed.


He broke their kiss long enough to ask: “Are you sure about this?”


And if she needed one more reason to want him, that was it. He genuinely cared about her and did not want to ruin what they had.


She nodded and pulled him down onto her.


And then for a while, she was not a frustrated Homicide detective or a struggling mother, or a daughter who had watched her mother die at her father’s hands. She was just Avery Black then…a woman like any other woman, enjoying the pleasures life had to offer.


She’d almost forgotten what that was like.


And once she started to get acquainted with them, she vowed to herself that she would never allow herself to forget them again.




 



CHAPTER THREE


 


Avery opened her eyes and looked at the unfamiliar ceiling over her head. The muted light of dawn came in through the bedroom window, spilling across her mostly naked body. It also painted Ramirez’s naked back beside her. She turned over slightly and smiled sleepily. He was still asleep, his face turned away from her.


They’d made love twice the night before, taking two hours between each session to make a quick dinner and discuss how sleeping together could complicate their working relationship if they weren’t careful. It had been close to midnight when they had finally drifted off side by side. Avery had been drowsy and could not remember when she’d fallen asleep but she did remember his arm around her waist.


She wanted that again…that feeling of being wanted and being secure. She thought about running her fingertips along the base of his spine (as well as a few other places, perhaps) just to wake him up so he could hold her.


But she did not get the chance. The text alarm of her phone went off. So did Ramirez’s. They pinged together, an occasion that could only mean one thing: it was work-related.


Ramirez sat up quickly. When he did, the sheet slid off of him and revealed everything. Avery snuck a peek, unable to resist herself. He grabbed his phone from the bedside table and looked at it with bleary eyes. While he did this, Avery retrieved her own phone from the pile of clothes on the floor.


The text was from Dylan Connelly, the A1 Homicide Supervisor. In Connelly’s typical fashion, the message was direct and to the point:


 


Body discovered. Burned badly. Maybe trauma to head.


Get your ass to abandoned construction lot on Kirkley St NOW.
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