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CHAPTER ONE
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Marcus stood, slumped in the shower, letting the hot water rush down his filthy body. The golden hues of the shower stall metal framing cast a beam of light across his muscular frame. It highlighted the scars covering his back and torso from near-death shootings and knife battles. The shower stall was nestled in the corner with panes of glass held together with a gold frame. The inside wall was covered in a white marble that matched the counter. It was simple, yet elegant against the white walls surrounding the stand-alone shower. 

He stood in the shower for an eternity it seemed, as his mind wandered, and the water sprayed down the back of his neck, swiftly rushing down his back and legs. Steam lifted in the air, almost hiding him. His muscles ached from his previous assignment, but he would never complain. The pain meant he was alive—more than he could say about some of the criminals he stopped. 

The white rag in his hand brushed across his skin, erasing the dirt he obtained from rolling on the ground with the criminal he’d been fighting. Marcus chased after Max for days. When he finally caught up to him, they went straight into a brawl. Max kept yelling that he wasn’t going in that easily. He didn’t play or fight by the rules. Max stomped on Marcus’s foot, poked him in the eye, and took off running. Marcus chased him again and leaped onto his back, bringing him to the ground. As he reached for his handcuffs, Max elbowed him in the gut. He tried army crawling away, but Marcus grabbed him by the foot and pulled him back. Max turned around, shook his foot loose, and jumped to his feet. He attempted to run away again, screaming what he already said. He wasn’t going with him. Marcus pulled out his weapon and fired it, hitting Max in the leg. He dropped in agony, but still refused to give up. Marcus had seen this happen before, but this guy was nuts. He began rolling around in the dirt as if he was trying to shake the sting off. Marcus found his moment to strike and grabbed his arm and was pulled down. They rolled together for what seemed like an hour, until they stopped. Max had passed out. Slowly, Marcus pushed himself up, stumbled towards Max, and slapped the handcuffs on him. 

As his mind went over the fight, the soap suds with a musk aroma washed over the scars. The scars were evidence of his job and reminders that no one lives forever. He wore them proudly. He could have stayed in the shower all day, washing away the memories of the last job he took, but the loud ring in the next room took him out of deep thought as the water rinsed away the suds.

He stepped out of the shower, leaving the water on, grabbed a clean dry white towel and wrapped it around his waist tightly to hold it in place. His tanned skin glowed in the sun’s rays that shone down through the skylight. He walked through the doorway, grabbing a smaller towel off of the hook by the door, and began drying his hair. The towels were both soft to the touch, which felt like heaven against his rough skin. 

“Shower off.” The water turned off at his command. His voice was deep and firm as he spoke with authority that he had learned through the academy. The bureau academy was where he learned to become the agent he was. It was a brutal 10 years of training, mentally and physically, but it was worth it in order to grow into the man he always thought he wanted to be. He jumped through hoops to join the Time Travel District within the World Bureau because it was required. 

Marcus scampered into the living room, signaling the overhead light to turn on automatically. “TV on, answer.” The television screen lit up and the captain appeared on the screen. He was a large man, balding from the top, but revealed a sandy-brown hair, and he was tall even though the screen didn’t show that much.

“Good morning, Marcus.” The captain’s voice was robust. The clothing he wore was simple.  The dark brown tie hung from his neck and matched the suit jacket as if he had bought them together. The jacket was opened, revealing the beige shirt beneath. 

“Morning, sir. Missed you this morning when I brought the suspect in. What can I do for you?” Marcus asked as he tossed the used-smaller towel on the chair behind him.

“I’d hate to interrupt your morning routine, but I have a case for you and you’re the perfect man for it.”

Marcus wanted to turn the assignment down since he had just gotten home but he loved this job, so he agreed to take it on. “All right. What do you have for me?”

“I sent the information to your communicator. I need you to detain suspect 10739 and bring him back to the bureau for questioning. I know you just arrived home from completing another assignment, so I do apologize for the bad timing.”

When Marcus heard the word—bad—he cringed, remembering how abusive his mother was. She was the reason he had become an agent for the World Bureau. “Marcus, you are such a bad son. Why do you even bother trying?” His mother smacked him on the side of the face, dumped the laundry basket on the floor, and told him to wash it again. He was six years old, but the memory remained a part of him since it had been just the beginning of a lifetime of abuse. He had an inner drive to do his job well and hopefully stop people from doing harm to each other. 

At one time, he would have been called a police officer, but the name ‘Police Officer' hadn’t been used for a hundred years now. Since that day all police units became one, joining the FBI as it was once called. The police of the time had become corrupt and needed too many shake downs, so the FBI took over. When they dismantled the police departments, the President learned it would be better if they worked as one. He called the other countries, shared his ideas with them, and the World Bureau was born.

His apartment had an open plan, designed for one. A long island, which was made of a combination of metal and white marble with hints of gold and silver, divided the kitchen from the living area. The design was a cross between elegance and industrial, which suited him just fine. The top of the counter was cluttered with a mix of things on one end. His communicator was one, which was what cell phones were called now—have been for a hundred years or so. Next to his communicator, a black device with a large screen—an option between black or silver—sat papers for his filing, notes for the housekeeper, a form of a credit card, change from the year 1895, and a few other things he had dropped in his passing. The polished chrome shined with a glowing light as his communicator cried out with an alert. He slogged to the counter and picked it up. His boss’s eyes followed his every move. 

Marcus opened the file and looked it over. Marcus felt tired, but he loved his job and seldom turned down an assignment, especially when the captain handed it to him. The aroma of coffee lifted his spirits though, until he saw the suspect he was asked to obtain. Anger and disappointment filled his mind. At the top was a picture of his old partner and the information below it. Ryan Guilnet, age 35, last seen in the year 2028. Below this information revealed what Ryan was wearing. Marcus clenched his fist as he stared at the picture of Ryan wearing his normal jeans, dark t-shirt, and sneakers. The car he was seen driving was an old Buick; grey, four-door model.  The witness was Harold Pine who lived across the street from where Ryan was seen. The address of his last known location was 652 Superior Street. 
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CHAPTER TWO
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Ryan stood in the square-shaped kitchen, which was clean and modern. He leaned over the body as he snapped another picture with his communicator. The communicator was silver with a large screen, which he had chosen differently from his ex-best friend, since he was going to be partners in a year after graduating from the academy. It had everything a communicator needed at a single touch, except GPS—his watch had that. The woman had been dead for an hour according to the history records, so he missed the crime. He still didn’t know who did this or why. Or even why he had been framed for it. He stared at Billie for a moment contemplating the reasons for everything. 

Ever since the first murder of Billie Reynolds, a normal woman who worked for a nursery for plants, Ryan had been on the run. He was forced to investigate on his own to clear his name. So far, all he knew was that it was his weapon that was used. He was a good agent and had only broken the law once in his life. It was something that haunted him to this day.

If he had been assigned to this crime, he would have been given the necessary equipment to investigate, but today he was on his own. He wiped his sweaty hands on his jeans as he thought of ideas to prove his innocence. 

Ryan had seen this crime scene before, but it was in another time, and she’d been a little older. He lost count on how many times Billie had been murdered in this kitchen, according to the World Bureau’s records. The name of the killer was the only thing not on record.

He knelt over her lifeless body as he examined the wounds. A puddle of blood pooled under her as the wound was drying up. Her blonde hair was spread out as if she had been standing when she was struck. Billie’s clothes were the same as each scene before; she was dressed in green spandex pants that had extra pockets on the side. The bullet had gone through her chest, which was covered by a sports bra and loose-fitting tank top in the same shade of green as the pants. He left the kitchen in search of a pen, located one in the living room, and returned to her body. He used the pen to lift the shirt to see the entire wound. He snapped another shot, holding the communicator closer to the wound. Ryan returned the pen in the cup holder on the desk next to the window in the living room.

He knew the test results would come back saying his weapon was used here too and it was the only evidence linking him to the crime, but it was enough. His mind went back to the motives. He didn’t normally make enemies unless you count the crooks he’d put in jail, who would naturally jump at the chance to frame him. None of them were out on bail, but their communications with the outside world had been revoked. Visitations weren’t permitted anymore—hadn’t been for years. It was highly unlikely for this to be someone he’d arrested.

The heat from the summer air increased, causing sweat to drip down his brow. Ryan pulled his gray vintage t-shirt up and wiped his forehead so it wouldn’t drip onto the woman, giving them more evidence of the crime. He stood up, releasing his sweaty grasp on the gray t-shirt, letting it drop back into place around his middle as he strolled forward to the other side of the wooden table. There were unopened letters scattered on the table, which appeared to be bills. The envelopes were all white, except for one—it was light brown. Ryan looked at them without touching anything and read the address.


Billie Reynolds

652 Superior Street

Fort Lane, Indiana



His eyes moved on before catching the zip code. It didn’t matter to him, anyway. Ryan marched away from the table and inched towards the counter. He turned around and stood there as he tried to envision the crime in his mind. 

Ryan had always been good at seeing these things act out in his head. It was how he caught the criminals, most of the time. He could get inside their heads. He brushed back his black hair as he prepared to become someone else. He pulled his right hand up, in the form of a gun, and pulled his index finger back as if he was about to shoot someone standing in front of him. Based on where Billie was, he could assume the shooter was right-handed, and taller. He could also assume he or she was standing right where Ryan had been standing from the angle of the wound. Based on the fact that there weren’t any broken windows or the front door being smashed in, Ryan knew Billie must have known her killer. But did she personally know him? Was the killer a friend? Was it possible a woman killed her, or was it a man? Was he or she some form of a worker like a cable or telephone repair man? Ryan worked through each question feeling defeated because he didn’t know more than he already did. He kept asking himself, why would someone frame him for this? There weren’t any connections between him and this woman, so he began thinking the cable man wasn’t a likely suspect. He looked at the crime scene again. He was missing something, and that made him feel frustrated. He slumped over the body and studied her. A headache began to form as his lips became dry. He rubbed his temple, but that didn’t seem to help. 
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​​​​CHAPTER THREE
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Marcus and Captain Smitty continued to discuss the assignment at hand. The communicator was clutched in his hand as he watched the screen. He waited for the captain to say something like why he was chosen for this case. He knew the man he was being asked to bring in, and he couldn’t believe it.

The captain loosened his tie as he peered down at Marcus. He took a sip of water and set it down. He coughed to clear his throat. “Ryan is the reason you’re perfect for this assignment, Marcus. Do you think you’ll be able to handle him with the history between the two of you?”

Marcus looked down and thought about Ryan for a moment. They were best friends through childhood and the academy. Then Ryan had an affair with his fiancé. He couldn’t look at Ryan, let alone be his friend anymore. He asked to be transferred since they were partners too. Marcus shook his head and looked up at the captain. “Sir, I’ve never let my personal feelings interfere with my work,” he said as he put the communicator on the stand next to the chair.

“All right. Get dressed. I’ll have an air-taxi pick you up in thirty. You will be reporting to dock 5 for your time chamber. The full file will be waiting for you at the dock.”

“Yes, sir.”

The screen went black, so he shut the TV off. “Blinds open.” As the blinds opened, the sun blinded Marcus for a moment as it was brighter on this side of the building and was more direct than the skylight. His eyes adjusted, so he looked out of the window for a moment. There was another floating apartment building across the way. It wasn’t as nice as the one he lived in, and was cheaper, but it was a sight to look at. The shining metal that it was made from, always shimmered, giving him more sunlight. That was why he chose this apartment—the lighting. Being on the top floor had nothing to do with it. He picked up his coffee, which was cold now, and finished the last two sips. As he placed it back on the windowsill, the apartment began to shake. He peered out the window and watched the building across from him disappear and reappear several times before staying in one place. The quake stopped. That was the second time quake that morning. For the last several years, they had been occurring more often, but lately they have been coming and going two or three times a day. It was a sign that something was wrong with the time continuum. 

Marcus turned around and looked at his apartment to make sure nothing had changed. The simplistic style was still there. The metal counter that divided the kitchen from the living room hadn’t changed. The apartment was a modern design, which appeared clean, and he liked it that way. Marcus picked the coffee mug back up and carried it to the kitchen. He rinsed it out and placed the empty mug in the dishwasher, added soap, and started the cleaning cycle. He planned on putting the dishes away later in the evening upon arriving home. Then he’d get a good night’s rest.

Marcus walked into his large closet between the bedroom and bath and opened a small panel next to a door beside the open hanging area within the walk-in closet. He pressed the buttons 2-0-2-8 and the door to the inner closet opened. This was the only part of the closet that was enclosed, keeping everything within it concealed. The rest of the closet was filled with hanging rods with his clothes neatly hanging in order of their color and style, and drawers where he kept his socks and other things. Marcus picked out a detective's uniform, gathered a pair of black socks, underwear, and a plain white t-shirt; and took everything to the bedroom. Marcus dressed in the clothes from the era he was about to visit, made his bed, and watered his two aloe vera plants next to the window in the bedroom. On this side of the apartment, there were a few floating restaurants. As he gazed out of the window, he could see the first one, as flying cars coasted through the fly-through, customers picking up their orders. A few clouds were nestled just below as if the place was resting on them. Marcus didn’t think fairy tales were real, but for a moment it appeared he was staring at something that came out of one. He’d never visited that restaurant, but he did know they sold vegetarian burgers, a hot treat for a meal. He preferred meat in his burgers, but they weren’t available anymore.

He picked up his identification, digitally changed the information, and pushed it into his front pocket. He grabbed two sets of glasses and slid them into the other pocket in case they would be needed. Marcus was always over prepared. He grabbed his weapon and holstered it. It looked like it came from the era, but this weapon didn’t have the same type of bullets. They started out in liquid form. When the bullets entered the chamber, they would solidify and could be taken out if needed at that point. When in bullet form, they were smooth with no markings. Once they were discharged, a mark would appear signaling which weapon fired it. 

He walked over to the bed-side table and pulled the drawer open. He pulled out two bullet refills and inserted them into the belt next to the weapon. He pulled the fabric of his jacket out to cover it and buttoned the top button. He snatched a small, long black flashlight and slid it into his pocket. He was now ready for work.  “Lights out, blinds down,” he said as he made his way to the front door.

Marcus closed the door behind him. “Lock door,” he said, as he listened for the click. He followed the balcony around the corner, where a docking pad was attached to the building. It was the only way on or off. There was a chair bolted to the landing pad, so he’d have a place to sit. All docking pads had one, and they all had a simple design. He never used it but, on this morning, he decided to. Ryan always made him upset and sitting down helped calm him.

The taxi arrived on time, which was unusual this time of year with everyone shopping. Summers were always like that. The vehicle had no wheels underneath; they had no reason to have them since they never touched the ground. They only hovered a few inches above it. The driver dressed in an all-white get-up with a white head dress covering most of his head. His black hair peeked through the bottom that touched the collar of his shirt. He spoke in perfect English, but he had an accent revealing that he had come from a different country. “Good morning to you, sir.”

“Morning. I’m heading to dock 5,” Marcus told the man.

“Yes, I was already instructed where to drop you off. Do you need to stop anywhere else, sir?”

“Nope.” Marcus closed his door and waited for the man to fly off. “Did I forget something?”

“You’re going to dock 5, right?”

“Yeah, that’s right. Why?” Marcus was confused, since the man already knew where he was going.

“Do you have luggage?”

“I’m not planning on being there long enough to use any.”

“All right.” The taxi floated to the side to get clearance. The man checked to make sure others weren’t using the same air space as he descended five feet before flying off. 

It was a beautiful day without the shimmer of the neighboring floating apartments. Marcus sat back and relaxed as he waited to arrive at the dock. The seats were made of imitation leather, because real leather was illegal, and they were quite comfortable. The soft seats allowed a person to sink in just enough.

The taxi flew by a floating sign welcoming tourists to Fort Lane, where he lived. It had become a popular place to visit because parts of the city were still on the ground. An old fort had been rebuilt over the years and many tourists visited the place as a reminder of how the city was hundreds of years before. Marcus enjoyed visiting those years. 

As the taxi flew across town, Marcus began to visit his memories regarding Ryan. He blankly looked out of the window as the memories came and went. Some of them were great, and recalling their childhood together was worth the visit. He smiled at the memory as it began to shift into something darker. Three days before his wedding day, Marcus overheard a conversation between his bride and her best friend. He acted like he hadn’t heard anything, but his heart broke into two when his fiancé said that she had slept with Ryan. He confronted Ryan. He wouldn’t deny or confirm her allegations. Marcus couldn’t live with a woman who had done such a thing, so he called off the wedding and stopped seeing Sara. He hadn’t spoken to Ryan since that day, either. Sure, Ryan tried, but Marcus wouldn’t have it. He felt like he had wasted the last five years believing Sara was a good woman. He threw himself into his work, becoming one of the top agents in the bureau.

The taxi arrived at Dock 3, which was where the entrance was. The driver lowered to the ground and parked just a few feet from the docking area. Marcus slid out of his seat and slipped his wallet out. A metal box with a slot on the side automatically lowered from an opening in the door so Marcus pushed his plastic card through the slot. He hit a few numbers, approved the amount, and added a tip. “Thank you,” he told the man.

The man looked at the amount that appeared on his dash and smiled. “Thank you, many moons and stars,” he said. The man bowed his head and began praying over his tip. He pulled out and returned to the air as Marcus strolled to the gates where he would sign in for his time chamber. As his hard soles hit the sidewalk, he could hear the steps. Mechanical birds could be heard in nearby trees chirping. Real birds were long gone now. Iron gates surrounded the docking bay. The entrance was massive. The buildings used were an old train station at one time, but the tracks were removed when the last train was dismantled. The bricks that held up the structure were a mix of red, tan, and all the colors between. It had a mosaic feel to it. There were several buildings within the gates.

Marcus approached the centered building with a long counter in the front. It had a large window with a couple holes carved out of it for speaking and passing currency. Paper bills were no longer used so a device next to the window was added in to accept payments. The bureau paid his way so there was no need for him to use it. He checked in, saying his name and ID number.

“Morning, Marcus. You know the routine,” a man with red curly hair, pimples on his face, said. His voice cracked as he spoke as if his voice was going through the changes from boy to man. He was in his late twenties so he should have already gone through that change.

“Yep, I sure do.” Marcus entered the building through a door next to the window and walked over to the counter. The assorted bricks outside were also seen on the inside of the old building. The counter was white, long, open, and had several working stations to keep the crowd small. He approached the first available employee and answered the time travel questions. The woman asking the normal questions was short; dark skinned and had a high pitch voice. She spoke loudly as if she were afraid, he couldn’t hear her. 

“WHEN WAS THE LAST TIME YOU TRAVELED?”

“Yesterday.”

“BUSINESS OR PLEASURE?”

“Business.”

“HAVE YOU BEEN EXPOSED TO ANY DISEASES OR ILLNESSES IN THE LAST 30 DAYS?”

“Not that I’m aware of,” he told her as he looked at a man who just entered the area. He recognized him, but he wasn’t sure from where.

“HAVE YOU RECEIVED YOUR TRAVEL SHOT?”

“No, I haven’t but I will be getting one this morning.”

“THAT’S GOOD. FOLLOW ME, SIR.”

Marcus followed the woman as he watched the man approach the counter and speak to another docking employee. The man was slightly older than Marcus. He had black hair, which was receding on the top sides, leaving the middle forming a letter “u”. He wore glasses with a dark frame. He had this intelligence appearance to him, so he assumed he was as smart as he looked. Marcus was usually right about those things. The man smiled, but it looked forced, like he didn’t enjoy being around people.

“WAIT HERE AND THE NURSE WILL GIVE YOU YOUR SHOT. YOU MAY PICK UP YOUR PAPERWORK ONCE YOU LEAVE HERE. HAVE A NICE DAY!” The woman smiled and walked away.

Marcus sat down next to another agent in a strange uniform. Marcus began to think of the westerns he used to watch with his father. The hat on the man’s head was tilted to the side, his bandana hung loose on his neck, and the weapon was carried on a leather belt that hung freely on his hip. Marcus nodded at the man, and he nodded back with a smile. “You workin?” He had a southern drawl in his voice, which sounded surreal since people hadn’t spoken like that in years.

“Yep. You?”

“Sure am. Got a nasty fugitive runnin wild in the 1800s. Thinks he’s Wild Bill.” The man laughed.

“Good luck with that,” Marcus said.

“Sure, thanks. What about you?” the man asked.

“Got a quick pick-up and bring in. The suspect is thought to have murdered a woman several times.”

“Oh, yeah? I heard of that case. I hope you catch him. These time quakes are gettin bad.”

Marcus remembered seeing the case on the news once, but he didn’t listen to the whole report since it wasn’t a case he’d be working on. He already knew some of the information, though. “Yep, me too.”

“Agent one-two-four dash one-five?” a voice asked. 

Marcus looked up. “That’s me. Nice talking to you, buddy.” He stood up.

“Best obliged.”

Marcus followed the woman into the next room, where she gave him a shot. The serum would protect him against the viruses and diseases that would be going around in the past. All he had to do was let them know which time he was visiting, and she picked the one that was appropriate. She signed the papers, giving him the clearance to travel, and Marcus was on his way. He stepped outside to head towards the docking Bay he was assigned to.

Marcus headed to dock 5, passing 3 docks. Only 2 travel chambers were assigned to each dock at a time, so the areas weren’t that big, but they were large enough to house 3 chambers at any given time. The docking bay looked a lot like sea docking bays, only without the water. Even though he was outside, he was still inside the iron gates. A metal roof covered the area, and there were several smaller buildings between the docking stations. The buildings had restrooms and small shops. The floor was made of concrete. Marcus turned onto the dock where his machine was waiting for him. s time chamber was already there. He stopped at a small metal desk, handed the man his medical paper and waited for his order papers. 

To Marcus, this man had a normal voice. Not too deep, not too high pitched. He was the same build as Marcus, almost the same height at 6 foot 3, and had dark brown hair. He knew the man from the gym. “Good morning, Marcus,” the man said.

“Morning, Ted.”

“Looks like you’ll be using the first chamber. It was serviced early this morning. Here are your papers, giving you permission to travel this morning. Captain Smitty suggests you get back in three days before the riots begin.”

“I plan on being back long before that happens. The last time I was there, I witnessed those riots. Was not planning on seeing them again.”

“I hear you. I read about them and from what I heard; they were pretty bad.”

“They were much worse in person. Believe me.”

“All right, I’ll take your word on it. You’re cleared. See you when you get back.”

Marcus signed the papers and headed to the machine that would take him back in time. He entered, closed the door, making sure it was secure. He placed the file in a compartment next to the control station and inched towards the chair. He sat down at the control panel and pulled the seat belt over his chest and lap. He began the necessary maneuvers to flash through time. First, he had to set the date he was visiting. Then, the location. Once everything was set, he pushed the go button. It was a large green button that said go on it, so it was easy to figure out, even for a child. In one moment, he was in the year 2244, next 2028. The chamber itself, with him in it vanished, pushing him through the stream of time and appeared where it was meant to go.

There was a private landing strip that was owned by the bureau. He knew the agency had joined forces around the world and when time travel began, they sent out officers to buy up properties to use throughout time. It was part of his courses to become an agent. Days of having state, city, and county police were no more in his time. But they still existed in the year 2028 so he had to dress and look the part in order to blend in. 

Marcus shut the time chamber down, making sure everything was off. He locked it up as he did every time he jumped through time. He walked through the dirt covered yard and entered the back entrance of a building that had once been a factory. The building itself surrounded the yard, making it the private location needed to keep time travel a secret. From the yard, the building was unkempt, so the plaster and bricks were crumbling in areas. From the outside, the building appeared used, and the bricks were cared for. The original sign for the company who owned it before the bureau remained where it had been placed for history purposes. 

Once inside, Marcus strolled to the wooden desk and handed his paperwork to the man, giving the reason for his arrival. The man behind the desk looked things over and gave his nod, allowing Marcus to enter the city. Once he walked out through the front door, he would be on his own, using his training.

Marcus caught a taxi and headed to the address where Ryan was last seen.  It was on Superior Street, just down from a park. When he arrived, he paid the driver cash from the era, and proceeded to the front door. He remained alert, keeping an eye on the neighbors. No one seemed to be paying any attention to him. Once he reached the front door, Marcus looked through the window. He couldn’t see anyone, so he moved to the back, checking the windows along the way. When he saw the body and Ryan, Marcus found an open window and crawled inside. Again, he checked the neighbors, but no one was in his line of sight. He moved slowly, picking up his feet and lowering them back to the floor softly. As he closed the window, he slid it back into place using several movements as he checked his surrounding area, including the room behind him. The living room was small.

“What the Hell can you tell me that I don’t already know?” Marcus heard a voice ask. It belonged to Ryan. He was talking to himself again.

He pulled his weapon out and held it ready to fire just in case. It was part of his training, but he knew Ryan wouldn’t fire on him. “Wouldn’t it be easier if she was still alive?” he asked Ryan.

Ryan jumped and turned around. “Figures they’d send you. I didn’t kill her, Marcus.”

“I didn’t say you did but I still need to bring you in,” he said as he pointed his weapon down towards the laminate tiled floor.

“You don’t have to say it. I can see it on your face. I need to find out who did this and clear my name. Why can’t you just go back and tell them you couldn’t find me.” Ryan bent down and studied the body. It was like he was putting the puzzle pieces together and one piece was still missing. Marcus wasn’t sure what he’d find just crouching over her body like that.

“How long has this one been gone?” Marcus asked.

“The records said she died at 9 AM.” He checked his watch; it was just after 11. “I’ve been here for an hour, searching for answers.”

“And no signs of a break-in or struggle, I see,” Marcus said as he peered around the room. “She either let the suspect in or she knew the guy.”

“That’s what I was thinking but you can never be too sure these days.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Nothing. I’ll help you take the body in but I’m not coming back with you, Marcus. You know that, right?”

“I know no such thing. Ryan, if you don’t come in you will look more guilty than you already do. Just come with me and we’ll get this settled. If you want to investigate it on your own after that, you’re welcome to. Just let me do my job.”
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