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Ashton

“Fuck yes,” I groaned as Zach rocked into me. I was laid on the center of the bed, my face buried in my pillow, while Zach fucked me, hitting every delicious spot on my body to make my toes curl.

“Fuck you feel so good,” he grunted as he threaded his fingers through my hair and pulled enough to twist my face and kiss my lips. Our breaths mingled, and our tongues tangled as I grew closer to orgasm.

“I’m gonna cum,” I panted, pushing my hips back against Zach. He sat up and gripped my hips, pulling my body off the bed and slamming his dick deeper inside me with the force that would send me hurtling.

“God, don’t stop.” I couldn’t get enough of this man. I cried out in pleasure as cum sprayed all over the already-soaked sheets.

I had loved sex before, but Zach, my god, this man was the lord of fucking. He reached around to my front and gripped my shaft tightly, stroking me hard, fucking me in time with his hand. My cries echoed throughout the room as my pleasure built quickly for a second time. 

“I’m going to fill your ass, and then I’m going to eat my cum; I want to taste myself inside you,” Zach growled in my ear.

“Fuck,” I roared as my orgasm took over, and I unloaded again onto the sheet. Zach groaned, and his dick swelled inside me. As promised, he pulled out of me before moving down the bed and lapping at my asshole. My toes curled at the soothing feel of his tongue around my bruised hole. 

“God damn, you’re good at that.”

Zach chuckled and moved up the bed to lay beside me. “I love the sounds you make and the way you feel.”

I hummed and moved into my partner's arms. He wasn’t just my boyfriend but my work partner. We’d been utterly inseparable since we met, and I wouldn’t want it any other way. I loved that I had finally found the man that made all my dreams come true. 

Zach skimmed his hands up and down my back as he kissed me lazily on the forehead. “I don’t want to get up, but we must go to work.”

I sighed and nodded. “I know; I’d much rather stay in bed, though.”

Zach snorted. “Me too,” he replied as he slipped out of my arms and stood from the bed. “But murderers aren’t going to wait for us.”

I yawned and nodded my head. “That’s true.” I followed Zach out of bed and pulled the sheets off before dumping them in a pile on the floor, ready to take to the laundry.

Zach moved into the bathroom and flipped the taps on the shower while I went to the linen closet to retrieve fresh sheets. By the time I’d finished making the bed, Zach was out of the shower and getting dressed. After taking my turn in the bathroom, sticking the washing on, and eating breakfast together, we were set to start the day. 

As many cases as we solved, there was always a new cold case to start. We’d not long closed a case around a hit-and-run accident that killed an eighty-four-year-old man in Brighton. He’d been crossing the road when he was struck by a cyclist. The bike rider, a forty-two-year-old lycra-wearing tosspot, had taken off and not bothered to even check on the victim. 

Ernie had survived for three days in the hospital before he succumbed to his injuries. Unfortunately, Brighton didn’t have much CCTV when the accident occurred, so the case had gone cold. It had taken a lot of talking to people before we were eventually led to Glenn Tyler. A lawyer of all fucking people. He’d been riding through Brighton and didn’t bother to stop for the traffic lights. Ernie had the misfortune of crossing simultaneously, and they collided.

We were finally able to get a confession from Glenn. The man was a criminal lawyer and would have fun in jail with those he failed. The stupid part is if he had come forward at the time of the accident, he might not have had as many charges laid on him. But because he took off and never bothered to tell anyone, he was now doing a seven-year jail stint. 

“All right, what have we got today?” Zach asked as we reached the desk.

“Do you want to pick?” 

“Na, it’s your turn; I picked Ernie’s case.”

I nodded and opened the laptop on my desk. Clicking on the icon to open all the cold case files for us, I closed my eyes and picked the one I clicked on. Opening the folder, I looked at the screen.

“Okay, we’ve got Thomas Ridgeburn, twenty-eight years old. Jesus,” I groaned as I read the cause of death. “Killed by an acid attack while in bed with his girlfriend, Elizabeth Malcolm.”

“Christ, was the girlfriend killed?”

I shook my head. “No, she was injured but not killed.”

“Any suspects?”

“Several, all cleared on alibi.”

“Well, this does look like it’s going to be a juicy one.”

I chuckled and nodded my head. “Or frustrating as hell.”

“That too.”
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Thomas

(2013)

“Hey man, have you heard from Amy lately?” my best friend Craig yelled over the throbbing bass beat of the nightclub.

I took a sip of my beer and shook my head. “No, thank god,” I yelled back. Amy was my ex-girlfriend. A very jealous and bitchy ex-girlfriend. Her jealousy was half of the reason we broke up in the first place. I couldn’t even go to dinner with my family without her accusing me of cheating.

One time Amy even accused me of fucking my sister. That was how fucking twisted in her head she was. I ended the relationship six months ago, but it seemed she wasn’t getting the message. She would turn up at work or constantly call my phone. She’d even started leaving things in my letterbox and at my front door.

At first, I just ignored it, but when she started coming to my work and being escorted out of the building by my boss and security, I knew I had to stop things. So, the next time she rang, I told her that if she didn’t stop and leave me alone, I would have to get a restraining order on. That went down like a lead balloon. She’d called me all the names under the book. 

“Hopefully, she has the message now,” Craig yelled again.

I nodded my head. I was hoping so. I was getting tired of constantly having to look over my shoulder. The woman was unhinged, and it felt like she was getting crazier by the minute. 

“All right, come on, let’s get out amongst the crowd; I need to find me a warm pussy for the night,” Craig laughed as he stood from the stool he’d been sitting on and started to dance his way onto the crowded dance floor. 

I hadn’t wanted to come out tonight, I just wanted to stay home with a good book, but Craig said he was worried about how isolated I was becoming. I didn’t do it on purpose; it was just that Amy would show up everywhere I’d gone lately, and it was scaring me; a lot more than I’d let on. It was something that Mum had commented on as well. 

“Hey, is this seat taken?” a gorgeous redhead with startling green eyes asked.

I smiled and shook my head. “It’s all yours.”

“I’m Elizabeth or Liz, most people call me,” she sat on the stool and glanced at the dance floor. Craig was already passionately kissing a woman with long blonde hair as they swayed out of time to the music.

“Hi, Liz,” I said, holding my hand out to shake hers. “I’m Thomas. It’s nice to meet you.”

Liz flashed a smile. “You too. So, this is cheesy, but do you come here often?”

I chuckled and shook my head. “No. I’m my mate's wingman tonight.”

“I take it he has found someone?”

I nodded and pointed toward Craig, who was practically fucking the leggy blonde in the middle of the dance floor.

Liz laughed and shook her head. “That’s my best friend getting busy with him.”

“Oh, so they are as flaky as each other.”

Liz threw her head back and laughed again. I glanced at my watch; I had to work an afternoon shift but didn’t want to be out too late.

“Are you getting ready to leave?” Liz asked as she noticed me looking at my watch.

“Yeah, I’ve got work tomorrow.”

“Oh, what do you do?”

“I’m a nurse at the Royal Children’s Hospital.”

Liz’s eyes widened, and she gasped. “I am too. What department do you work in?”

“Surgical.”

“It’s a wonder I haven’t met you then; I’m in emergency.”

“I’ll have to keep an eye out for you. There is a good chance we’ve passed each other, and I haven’t noticed you because my head is elsewhere.” That and I was constantly looking over my shoulder for Amy. Any other woman didn’t make it into my line of sight. Although I would have thought I’d noticed Elizabeth before, she was gorgeous. “I’m not the most observant.” 

“When are you working next?”

“Tomorrow, afternoon shift.”

I chuckled. “Me too.”

“We were meant to meet each other, it seems.”

“It does seem that way. Do you want to get out of here?”

Liz didn’t say anything as she stood and walked to where her friend and Craig were still making out on the dance floor. Liz tapped her friend on the shoulder and told her she was leaving. Craig looked at me with a wide grin, and I waved my hand. Craig’s grin grew further as he waved in return, 

I didn’t live far from the nightclub; I’d bought a house in the city with the inheritance money I’d gotten from my grandfather's estate. I loved it; I was close to work and didn’t need a car. When we were out on the cold street, I flagged down a taxi, and Liz followed me. 

“Did you want to come back to mine?” I asked Liz, who smiled and nodded her head. There was no question about where this night was leading. 
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Zach

(Present)

We’d commandeered a room to use for this case. I pinned the photo of our victim, Thomas Ridgeburn, to the wall beside the image of his girlfriend, Elizabeth Malcolm. I read over the file a few times. Thomas was in bed with Elizabeth asleep when someone broke into the house and poured acid onto Thomas. The autopsy report was horrific by the sounds of things. He’d had fluoroantimonic acid poured on him, which caused extreme burns. He had severe lung scarring from where he’d inhaled the fumes. 

Elizabeth had rang for an ambulance and police but by the time they reached the house, Thomas was dead, and Elizabeth needed severe medical attention. Dean Richards noted that Thomas had large amounts of sleeping pills in his system. It appears, however, that Thomas never woke up. 

Elizabeth had been a suspect, as were Thomas’s ex-girlfriend Amy and his best friend, Craig. There were another two suspects. Both worked with Thomas at the Royal Children’s Hospital. It seemed like Thomas wasn’t an overly popular guy. Everyone that Maverick and Harris spoke with was able to come up with people who had a beef with Thomas and would like to see him dead. That just made the case even more complicated. 

The fact that he was a nurse and worked at the hospital where he may have come in contact with an acid like fluoroantimonic or the acids used to make it didn’t narrow down the suspect list. I could see why the case had been cold for ten years. 

“Right, what have we got?” Ashton said as he came in behind me.

“A lot of nothing,” I grumbled. “Thomas was an unpopular guy with several people who hated him. Whether they hated him enough to kill him was another thing.”

“Who are the most obvious suspects?”

I glanced down the list. “First would be Elizabeth. She was the only one at his home when the attack occurred. She was the one that rang the ambulance, and the fact that Thomas had sleeping tablets in his system enough to knock his ass out through the acid attack points to her perhaps spiking his drink.”
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