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Disclaimer 

This is a work of fiction. Although inspired by events in Deschutes County, Oregon, during 2024– 2025, all characters, places, and incidents are fictionalized for dramatic purposes. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or to actual events, locations, or organizations is purely coincidental. 
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Prologue 

It was 3 a.m. Saturday morning in late August. Dominion County Sheriff’s Deputy Bill Baker was nineteen hours into a 24-hour shift and running on fumes. He was looking forward to four days off to spend with his wife and kids.

So far, it had been dead quiet. Just one ho-hum call: a woman was convinced someone had stolen her laundry. She’d been drinking all day, and when she came home around 11 p.m., she found her clothesline empty. It turned out that her neighbor had taken the laundry down, folded it, and left it neatly on her back porch. 

Baker was cruising through the blackness of the rural roads in his Dodge Durango Pursuit when a call came over the radio: 

“N27, possible drug activity at the Party Dome, China Hat Road, Mile Post 4. Code 2. Backup requested.” 

He knew exactly where the Party Dome was. 

A rundown garden shed, half-buried in the scrub and pines about 75 yards off the road. Locals went there to buy and sell meth, weed, whatever. Every cop in the county knew that place. 

He lit up his reds and blues as he made a U-turn and then keyed the mic. “N27, 10-4. En route.” 

There was so little traffic, no siren was needed. 

Baker reached the dirt road turnoff in twelve minutes. Three miles out, he killed the reds and blues. A half-mile from the site, he slowed and shut off all his lights, rolling silently through the darkness with just starlight to guide him on the roadway. 

He eased onto the dirt road and crept forward. Fifty yards out, he stopped, killed the engine, and rolled his driver’s side window down. 

Ten minutes passed. Nothing. No headlights. No sound. No backup. Just a black silence as thick as smoke. 

Baker stepped out into the quiet night air, the chill settling around him. His eyes were dark-adapted now, so he moved slowly along the dirt track toward the Dome without a flashlight, relying on starlight to guide his way. 

He got maybe 20 yards from his car when he heard a sound behind him—it was quiet, distant. 

Baker turned. He saw a shape, a human shape, but he couldn’t make out a face. 

“Hi…” he said. 

He never saw the pistol. 

 

BAM…BAM……BAM. 

 

 

 

 




Chapter 1 

Baker’s body was reported at 9:10 a.m. A local transient called 9-1-1 and described what he saw. Once the location was confirmed, the dispatcher immediately notified the Dominion County Sheriff’s Office. 

The Sheriff’s Office had already launched a search—Baker hadn’t signed out at 8 a.m., and calls to his mobile went unanswered. A later investigation would reveal that the cruiser’s locator was inoperative. 

Detective Captain Ron Neff arrived first. At 42, Neff had a few gray hairs beginning to show in his short-cropped brown hair. Ron had been with the DCSO for almost a year, after serving 20 years with the Vancouver, Washington, Police Department. He was easy to get along with and had a good sense of humor—something rare for a 20-year veteran cop. 

Ron had spotted a small group near the body as he drove in, but by the time he stepped out of his car, they’d melted into the woods. 

He walked over to the body, looked, and inhaled sharply. 

“Oh, Jesus,” he muttered. “It’s Baker.” 

The Bakers and the Neffs were neighbors. 

Patrol Sergeant Norm Greenwood showed up two minutes later. Greenwood was DCSO’s Forensics and SWAT team’s leader. 

Greenwood had been with DCSO for almost twenty years. Very capable, he was probably the nicest guy you’d ever meet. On the job and off. Dressed in civvies, you’d never know he was a cop. 

Patrol deputies Bert Hawkins and Howard “Howie” Chang arrived soon after. 

Over the preceding years, Greenwood, Hawkins, and Chang formed a close-knit relationship, often referred to as “the three amigos.” They seemed to do everything together—at the office and during family time as well. Even the six kids between the three families were close pals. 

After confirming the deputy was dead from gunshot wounds, Neff told Greenwood to secure the scene, and along with Chang and Hawkins, “String tape, and start looking for evidence while we wait for the rest of the forensics team.” 

“And get the carcam back to the Crime Lab ASAP,” he ordered. “Baker’s bodycam is gone.” 

Ron then turned to the man who’d stayed behind. 

“Hi,” Neff said easily. “I’m Captain Ron Neff with the Sheriff’s Department. You the one who called this in?” He nodded toward the body. 

“Yeah,” the guy said, glancing away. 

“What’s your name?” 

“Brian Dorner,” he said. Dorner began scratching his neck while looking down, avoiding Ron’s eyes. He was clearly nervous. 

Folks living out here in this treed nothingness, along with most of the other homeless in Central Oregon, distrusted, if not hated, the cops. The Sheriff had publicly talked about the problem, telling the press, “This ain’t Portland. We want our homeless in shelters. But we’re not going to baby them if they don’t come in.”

Many of the cops took this as justification to hassle the “dirt people” whenever it seemed right. 

Ron disagreed with that. They weren’t “dirt people.” Just people trying to survive. 

“Dorner?” The name rang a bell in Ron’s head: he was a frequent flyer at the jail for shoplifting and petty stuff. Intake had nicknamed him “Bull Dog”. His face looked like it had taken a frying pan. 

Dorner wore a torn, grimy shirt and crusted cargo pants that sagged low. His smell hit Ron like a punch—he really needed a bath. His hair was matted, his scraggly beard looked as if it had last been trimmed with hedge clippers. And his skin bore the telltale scabs: Meth-head. Ron had seen it too many times. 

“How long you been here?” Neff asked. 

“F-for about an hour, I guess.” 

“You find the body?” 

“No. Some folks were here before me. I left camp to do my b-business… saw a crowd, then the b-body. Didn’t know it was a cop ‘til I got closer.” 

Ron studied him. Might be lying. But if so, he was making it convincing. 

“You stay put after that?” 

“Yeah. Except when I went off to, you know… t-take a dump.”

Classy, Ron thought.  

“Why didn’t you take off when we showed up—like the others?”

Dorner shrugged. “Figured… maybe since I called it in, there’d be a reward or somethin’.” 

Even a half-fried brain like Dorner’s knew how to work an angle. Ron didn’t blame him. Guys like this survived on scraps. A reward was a long shot—but no harm in trying. 

Dorner was one of maybe hundreds camping in the China Hat area. No one knew the real numbers. They came and went every day. 

He said his camp was about 50 yards from the Dome. 

“You hear anything unusual last night?” 

“Nope.” 

“Any drug deals at the Dome?” 

Dorner paused. “M-maybe. Not sure.” 

Then he added, “But now that I think about it…maybe I did hear gunshots…maybe.” 

“You didn’t go check it out?” 

“No one roams at night out here. Too easy to get s-shot,” Dorner said.  

Dorner paused, then, “But I know the sound of guns. Hear it all the time. But if that’s what it was, it had to be way farther off than this”, waving his arm from Baker’s body to somewhere out in the trees 

He told Neff there were five or six people around when he arrived, and maybe a dozen had come and gone since. Some took “souvenirs” before leaving, he told Ron. Most had come and gone before Ron showed up. 

“What were their names?” 

“Don’t know. Just folks.” 

“Can you describe them?” 

Dorner looked down. “Just folks.” 

Two more cars pulled up. Ron’s Detective Lieutenant Karl Staats stepped out of one, Patrol Lieutenant Joe Wilson out of the other. 

Wilson was Patrol’s second in command.  

A good guy, Neff liked him. 

Staats was…well, Neff was yet to make up his mind. 

Neff told Dorner to stay put and told him that he’d have to go to the Sheriff’s Office later with a deputy so they could record his statement. 

“Is there a reward? 

“I don’t know,” Neff lied. “Stay put.” Dorner nodded. 

Ron walked toward the newcomers. 

Wilson gave a wave. Neff nodded toward Chang and Hawkins. Wilson turned off to join them. 

Ron had been unsure about Staats, his second, from the moment he met him on his first day with DCSO. Short in stature for a cop. To Ron, he seemed a bit stiff. “Unlikable” might be a better way to describe him.

At first, Ron thought Staats was hostile towards him because he’d taken the job that Staats felt entitled to. But after seeing him in the field, no, he was like that with everyone.

But Staats did seem capable, and he got the job done. 

And he seemed to be real pals with Sheriff Erickson. 

So let’s give him the benefit of the doubt. 

“Who’s that?” Staats asked, nodding at Dorner. “That bulldog guy, right?” 

“Yeah. Brian Dorner. Called it in. Looks spun out. Doesn’t know much. Go talk to him. Get the full story.”  

Staats grunted and marched toward Dorner without asking what Neff might have already learned. Ron followed to observe. 

“What’s your name?” Staats asked sharply. 

“B-Brian Dorner,” came the wary and frightened reply. 

“What’s your address, B-Brian?” Staats mocked the stutter. 

“Here.” Dorner gestured to the trees. 

“Why are you here?” Staats snapped, pointing to the body. 

“I—I was l-looking for a place to take a crap, and I s-saw some other p-people…” 

“When did you get here?” 

“Dunno’. Early m-morning, m-maybe?” 

“No! When did you arrive at your camping spot?” 

“I g-got here about a m-month ago… if that’s what you’re asking.” 

“And when did you see the body?” 

“I t-told you! I got here a c-couple hours ago!”

“Watch it,” Staats growled. “No need to raise your voice. What time was it?” 

“Dunno’…no watch.” 

“Oh. You were alone?” 

“N-no. I t-told you, there was a b-bunch of p-people.

Ron watched the interrogation deteriorate.

He really is an unpleasant ass, Ron thought. 

Still, Staats usually got answers. 

He left them and walked toward the body. Lifting the yellow sheet Greenwood had placed over it, he tried not to gag at the facial wound. He noted the missing gear: in addition to Baker’s body camera, his pistol, mags, cuffs, badge, taser, and phone. All gone. Could’ve been the shooter. Or the scavengers. 

Ron let the sheet fall and stood still, eyes scanning the trees as if they would bring understanding. 

“Jesus, Bill,” he whispered. “What the hell did you run into?”

 

 




Chapter 2 

Neff called his wife, Dr. Sharon Neff, the County Medical Examiner, to tell her what had happened. 

“Hi, honey. Just a heads up—you’ll get the official call soon. It’s bad. Bill Baker’s been shot. Killed. 

“Oh my God! Bill?”  

“Yeah.” 

“I just got the call,“ Sharon said, “but they didn’t tell me it was Bill. 

I’m almost in my car now. Does Ellen know yet?” 

“I don’t know. But in any event, we need to go over to their place as soon as we can,” Ron replied. 

“OK. I’m leaving now,” Sharon said.  

“I’ll wait for you,” Ron replied. “We can go to Ellen’s after your prelim,” Ron replied. 

“Bye.” 

“Bye.” 

Ron crouched beside the body.  

Bend, Oregon. He’s come here for peace and slower days. That was the plan. Now he was staring at the bloodied sheet covering his friend. 

Joe Wilson came over to Ron to give him a report. 

“Found anything useful, yet?” Ron asked. 

“Some,” Wilson said. “We found some old, crusty brass and a fresh-looking footprint back by Baker’s car. Still looking. Took a quick look inside the cruiser. It’s a wreck.” 

“It’s what we didn’t find that worries me,” Wilson added. 

“What didn’t you find?” 

“The carcam is gone.” 

“Shit!” Neff said. “Now we won’t have even a clue about what actually happened here.” 

“Keep at it,” he told Wilson.  

“Will do, boss.” 

“I’m waiting for the M.E. to get here,” Ron told him. “After she finishes her prelim, we’re going over to tell Ellen.” 

“Yeah. Gonna’ be a sad time for her,” replied Wilson, as he turned to join the evidence team. 

As Ron looked at the sheet covering Bill’s body, he continued to think about his life. 

Ron thought retirement couldn’t come soon enough. For over nineteen years with the Vancouver PD, he’d broken up turf wars, hauled in meth heads, solved murders, and chased embezzlers who looted retirement funds—only to watch the courts let them walk. Again and again. He'd had enough. 

But then came the job posting from Dominion County. Captain of the Detective Division.  

Less responsibility. Maybe.  

Fewer headaches. Maybe. 

So much for that. 


 




Chapter 3 

Half an hour later, standing a short distance from Baker’s body, Captain Neff talked with Joe Wilson to hear what he, Greenwood, Chang, and Hawkins had found so far.  

“You guys turn up anything that might point to who did this?” Neff asked. “Anything?” 

Wilson shook his head. “Bodycam and Carcam are gone. Some old 9mm cartridge cases, some footprints. Not much else. We’re still looking.” 

“Damn! We’re blind without those videos!” Neff said. 

Most Law Enforcement agencies had both body cams and car cams that streamed data in real-time to a recording facility, for a monthly fee. The car videos ran continuously, but the body cams were turned on only at the start of an encounter.  

The Board of Commissioners had ruled Dominion County didn’t need real-time uploads. Too peaceful, they said. Too expensive. Videos were only downloaded at the end of a shift, and then only if someone justified in writing. 

So at the end of a long day, the deputies had to write a memo to the file for each download request, providing reasons to justify the cost. Then get it approved. 

There was a real reason now, but if the cameras were gone… 

“Is Harper coming out to help us?” Wilson asked, referring to Neff’s Detective Sergeant, Brian Harper. 

“No,” Neff told him. “He's gone off to Idaho for a weekend of fishing with his brother.” 

“Damn,” said Wilson. “Could’ve used him today.” 

China Hat was a contradiction. Two luxury golf courses sat on the west edge. Fairways, fountains, multi-million-dollar homes. 

A mile further east, it all fell apart. 

The trees thickened. Green grass lawns faded to scrub sage, dirt, and ponderosa pines. The road started smooth. Then came the cracks and potholes. 

The people changed, too. 

Wealth and good times to the west. To the east, junkies and drifters pitched their tents in the woods, hidden from view.  

When the drugs ran low and the trash piled up—plastic bags, old cans, rotting food, human waste—they moved on and left it all behind. 

Then they did it all over again somewhere else. 

The eastern area of China Hat was lawless. Quiet one minute, violent the next. And always dirty. 

Which made the people there convenient suspects. 

Any of them could’ve done it. 

But who? And why? 

A dusty RAV4 pulled in behind the Sheriff's vehicles. Sharon stepped out, M.E. kit in hand. 

Ron met her halfway. 

“This is just awful,” she said. 

“Yeah,” Ron said. “It’s gonna hit the department hard. And especially Ellen.” 

“Does she know yet?” 

“I don’t think so.” 

“Poor Ellen,” Sharon said quietly. 

Ron and Sharon met shortly after she earned her M.D. and began work as a hospital pathologist in Vancouver. Sharon was “tall and shapely,” as one of Ron’s pals had described her before they became engaged. She had blue eyes and reddish-blondish hair that seemed to sparkle in the sunshine. She was always cheerful, too, which made Ron like her even more. 

They walked single file down the edge of the dirt track, keeping away from the roadway Baker had driven up to try to avoid trampling on possible evidence. Sharon knew the drill.  

Late-morning light filtered through the trees. Neither of them spoke for a while. 

“He loved her, you know,” Sharon said finally. 

“I know. When you’re done, we’ll go tell her.” 

Sharon nodded. “Okay.” 

When they reached Baker’s body, Ron said, “I’ll let you work”. 

“Thanks,” Sharon replied as Ron turned away, heading toward the others, scanning the ground for something they missed. 

He’d seen dozens of bodies. Maybe hundreds. But this one… this one was personal. 

 

 

 




Chapter 4 

Three more deputies and two more forensics guys arrived, eager to help in any way they could. Ron called them all together. 

“Let’s get out there and find the transient camps around here. Interview everyone you can find. Get details—where they were last night, what they know. If someone seems cagey, bring ‘em in.” And if anyone seems like they’re hiding something, bring ‘em in. We’ll give ‘em a bath, some clean clothes, some food, and try to sort it out at the office. Better yet, ask ‘em if they want to come in for a shower and some chow. Then question them after they’re comfortable.” 

To the forensics team leads—Greenwood and Chang—he added, “You two go find and collect every shred of physical evidence in the vicinity of the crime scene and beyond. Hawkins, go with them.” 

They had already briefed Ron on the few items they’d found so far 

“Staats, go with the search team,” Ron added, eager to keep him busy. 

“You got it, boss,” Staats said smartly. 

Rocky soil. Lava boulders. Sagebrush. Ticks. Even so, the team had it easy. Word of the murder had spread…, and most nearby camps quickly cleared out. Those who hadn’t vanished were either too stoned to talk or completely out of it and didn’t realize they should’ve left. 

At one camp near the Dome, what looked like for maybe eight people, only one person remained: a woman with a baby in her arms, no more than six months old. 

Greenwood approached. “Hi. What’s your name?” 

“Renée. Renée Norton,” she said, cowering and trembling with fear. 

“Hey,” he said softly. “Take it easy. I’m not going to hurt you. I just want to know if you know anything about the shooting?” 

“Well, no, I don’t think so,” she replied, relaxing a little. “I did hear some soft piffsies. Maybe that was it?” 

“Piffsies?” Norm asked, trying to keep a straight face. 

“You know, like loud, short piffs. Or poffs.” 

What time?” 

“A few hours ‘afore dawn, maybe. I was up feedin’ my baby—Mary Alice.” She held the baby up for Norm. 

“She’s adorable,” Greenwood said softly.  

Mary Alice greeted Norm with a broad smile.  

Probably gas, Norm figured. 

“Do you know anyone who might’ve done it?” 

Relaxing now, understanding that Greenwood wasn’t a threat, she said, “No, but maybe my boyfriend does. He’s Mary Alice’s daddy.” 

“What’s his name?” 

“Bobby. Bobby Norton,” 

“You think Bobby did it?” 

“No way. He’s kind. Wouldn’t never shoot nobody.” 

“But maybe he knows who did?” Greenwood asked.

“Maybe. He knows a lot of stuff.” 

At that moment, Staats wandered over.  

“She know anything?” Staats asked, ignoring the woman. 

“Maybe. Her name’s Renée. Said she might’ve heard suppressed shots, and her boyfriend might know more.” 

Turning to the woman, Staats said sharply, “You better not be holding out on us. And tell us the truth!” 

“I don’t know nothin’!” Renée said, quickly holding Mary Alice closer, turning away and beginning to cry. 

Mary Alice began to cry as well. 

Greenwood stepped between them. “Let me handle this, 

Lieutenant. I’ll update you.” 

Staats muttered, “Probably doesn’t know shit.” He turned and walked off. 

“Sorry about that,” Greenwood said gently to Renée.  

Renée looked at Staats walking away, with relief on her face. 

“Tell me more about Bobby.” 

“He’s nice. Gave me a phone this morning. See?” She held it out. Greenwood’s stomach turned. It was a Dominion County-issued phone—probably Baker’s. 

“Renée, this is a County phone. Only County employees are issued these. Does Bobby work for the County?” 

“No, he works at Walmart. He unloads trucks and stocks shelves.” 

“I’ll need to take this, Renée. It’s probably evidence.” 

“That’s okay,” she said, handing it to Greenwood. “I tried to call my mama in Chico—you know, down in California?—but the battery was dead. But it was nice to have. You know, in case of an emergency.” 

Greenwood didn’t tell her that a phone with a dead battery couldn’t make any call—not even a 9-1-1. 

He got her details—her name, her mother’s name and phone number, and as much about Bobby as she knew. Then he rejoined the search. 

Not far off, another deputy found a man in a near-death coma. They called for an ambulance. It wasn’t unusual; in the past three years, hunger, drugs, and poverty had brought dozens of deaths to this wasteland. 

Before returning to the crime scene, Greenwood circled back to Renée’s camp. “I’ll make sure your baby gets some food and clean diapers,” he told her. He didn’t know if it would help, but it felt right. 

Renée smiled.  

The next day, a Monday, he delivered a box of food, bottles of water, some clean baby clothes, and disposable diapers. 

Renée and Mary Alice both smiled. 

 

 




Chapter 5 

Ron Neff had never imagined retiring in Bend, Oregon. 

For twenty years, he and Sharon lived in Vancouver, Washington. He’d served nearly two decades with the VPD—the last seven as Chief of Detectives—managing over 300 sworn officers. 

Sharon had handled the other side of things—Chief Forensic Pathologist for Clark County—working cases in cold rooms, quietly solving problems for the dead. 

A year and a half ago, Sharon got an offer from Dominion County: Chief Medical Examiner at St. Catherine’s Hospital. Better pay. A slower pace. She jumped at it. They found an affordable home in Bend. She moved first. Ron would follow once he retired. 

Just weeks before his retirement, Ron spotted a job posting— Captain of Detectives in the Dominion County Sheriff’s Office. Smaller department. Fewer headaches. Or so he’d hoped. 

Sheriff Erickson didn’t hesitate. With Ron’s background, it was an easy hire. And just like that, the fishing trips would have to wait. 

Bend was the seat of Dominion County, with a population a little over a hundred thousand, spread out along the Deschutes River.  

Some folks said Bend got its name from an old river crossing point. Others swore it got the name from the wagon train folks who relied on a lonely cinder cone they called Pilot Butte as a guide star. It rose out of the high, flat desert. As they approached it, they bent around it toward greener land. Thus, “Bend”.  

Ron liked that version. It gave Bend some grit. 

Now he was here. New job. Same instincts. Fewer people, but the problems were starting to look awfully familiar. 

 




Chapter 6 

Dr. Sharon Neff peeled back the plastic sheet and froze.  

Bill Baker’s jaw was nearly gone, and she felt her throat tighten. His face was shattered, blood congealed in the sand. She gasped at the sight, and for a second, her breath caught. Then she forced herself to breathe. 

No room for emotion. Not here. Not now. 

Bending down, she scanned the ground and looked carefully at the scene. Then she took photos, moving methodically—chest, arms, vest, boots, and again from different angles. Then she bagged the fragments and labeled them. 

Recorder on. 

“Two bullets impacted the upper-left quadrant of Deputy Baker’s ballistic vest,” she said, voice steady even though her stomach was not. 

“Neither penetrated. Both are still embedded.” 

She stepped closer. “A third bullet impacted the lower left jaw, between the chin and the ear. No exit wound observed.” 

She set down the recorder, retrieved her scissors, and began cutting away the left trouser leg. Turning her recorder back on, Dr. 

Neff noted that the lividity pooling in his lower limbs was moderate. Rigor had set in—his arm moved like it belonged to a mannequin. 

More notes, more measurements. 

“No sidearm on him. Not even a shell casing near the body.” she dictated. 

She knew the detectives wanted answers…now. But science didn’t move faster just because the deceased wore a badge. 

One thing everyone would want to know: did Bill get a shot off before going down? 

She retrieved a GSR test kit from her bag. Knowing Baker was right-handed, she swabbed his right hand, placed it in a bag, and sealed it for analysis at the lab.  

“I will now conduct a presumptive field test,” she continued into her recorder.  

She wetted a sterile wipe with a test solution. Then she wiped Baker’s trigger finger, thumb, and webbing with the wipe and checked it with a magnifier. 

“No nitrocellulose residue,” she said. “Preliminary test suggests Deputy Baker did not fire his weapon.” 

She inserted a probe into Baker’s liver to check body temperature, then plugged the data into an app. 

It told her the estimated time of death was 8-10 hours earlier, or between two and four a.m. 

By 2 p.m., Sharon had photographed every angle, documented every trace.  

Deputies had swept the scene around the body. Nothing obvious stood out—no weapon, no shell casings. No answers. 

She was sealing her last evidence bag when she heard footsteps on the gravel. She looked up and saw Lieutenant Staats walking towards her. He looked at Baker’s covered body, then at her. 

“Whatcha find, Doc?” 

“Homicide by gunshot,” she said. “Time of death is between two and four this morning. Two rounds hit the vest—no penetration. One to the jaw. No exit. Preliminary GSR says he probably didn’t fire his weapon. I’ll know more after the autopsy. I’ll have results tomorrow.” 

“He’s out here,” Staats muttered. “We’ll get him.” He turned and walked away without another word. 

Sharon watched him go. 

This was only her second time working with Staats. The first had been a domestic-turned-murder about six months ago, not long after she’d started at St. Catherine’s. He’d struck her as rigid. Obsessed. Everything about him screamed control freak—sharply creased pants, spotless boots, hair like a regulation poster. 

Ron once joked Staats couldn’t go undercover unless it was in a Neiman Marcus store. 

At 2:30, she released Baker’s body for transport to St. Catherine’s morgue. 

She zipped her medical kit and stood for a moment, looking at the covered body. This one hurt. Not just because it was a cop. But because it was Bill. 

Neither she nor Ron had known, when they bought their house in Bend, that it sat across the street from the Bakers’. Bill and Ellen had helped them settle in. Over time, they’d become close. 

Now this. 

She was still standing near the body when Ron walked up. He stood beside her in silence. A moment passed. 

Ron didn’t say anything at first. He didn’t have to. 

“We’ve got to tell Ellen,” he finally said. “Before someone else does.” 

Sharon nodded. “I’ll meet you at home. We’ll walk over together.” 

He leaned in, kissed her gently, then turned back to the scene. She headed for her car, already dreading what came next. 

Ron found Lieutenant Wilson and got a quick update, then walked to his own car, with his hands clenched tighter than he realized. 
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