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      ashton

      For as long as I’ve breathed, I’ve wanted to be a musician, to travel the world, doing what I love, sharing my music, my words, with the world. But now, it could all be taken away from me.

      As I sat down in my at-home studio to begin work on the next album, a sense of panic and dread washed over me. As my fingers strummed the strings of my acoustic guitar, attempting to work out the melody of the new song idea I’d been working on, my fingers stiffened. Pins and needles began at the tips of my fingers and washed up my arm. I shook my hand and strummed my guitar again, but this time, my hand started to go numb.

      “What the hell…”

      I tried again and again to play the riff I’d had in my head for days, but my fingers and hand didn’t want to work.

      My stomach dropped. I set down the guitar and rushed out of the room to find Stacey. Since AJ was at daycare, Stacey was busy working in her home office with Lily Rose in her bouncer on the floor beside her.

      “Stace, I think something’s wrong.”

      She spun around in her swivel chair, lollypop in her mouth, which didn’t surprise me in the slightest, as she always had a stash of candy in her office. Sometimes, AJ and I tried to steal said candy.

      “What’s wrong, babe?”

      “It’s my hand. I was strumming my guitar, and it went all stiff. I then got pins and needles and eventually lost feeling.” My voice cracked. I sat on a comfy armchair Stacey had in her office for meetings with clients as tears escaped my eyes. “I can’t feel my arm, Stace. I can’t play guitar. I can’t write music. I can’t work. If I can’t work, I can’t release this album, and I can’t tour…”

      “Oh, darling!” She ran to me, sat on the arm of the velvet chair, and wrapped her arms around me. “It will be okay. I’ll book an appointment with your doctor. Okay?”

      I sobbed and nodded. She stroked my hair and kissed my head.

      “I’m sure it will be fine.”
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      bobby

      It was almost five in the evening, and the sun was setting low over the ocean. The ocean itself was flat as a lake, but small gentle waves lapped against the sand and washed over my bare feet as I made my way up the beach toward my apartment. I had just finished work and was walking home from the station to the apartment I shared with my fiancé, Tristan. The light was fading, and the purple-blue glow in the pre-dusk sky created an eerie glow about Summervale. Work had been hard, with a severed arm turning up in one of the next bays over. I tried to switch my brain off from thinking about the possible dismembered limb when my toes kicked a pile of seaweed washed up on the shore. I looked down, not thinking much of it when something nestled amongst the seaweed caught my eye and gave me pause.

      It was a severed human foot. My stomach dropped.

      “Oh no. Not again.”

      I held back my gag reflex as I pulled out my phone and called my father, the sheriff. I put the phone on loudspeaker and snapped some photos.

      “Yo,” my dad answered. “Forget something, Son?”

      “No. The arm wasn’t the only washed-up body part. I’ve found another. This time a foot, at the Circle Beach.”

      There was silence on the other side, and then I heard my father drop his pen against his desk with a clatter. Then he swore.

      “Fine. I’m on my way. Sorry, son. I know how much you wanted an early night with your fiancé. I need you on this case.”

      I sighed. This was the downside of being a police officer.

      Cases always came before family and romance.

      “It’s fine. I’ll see you soon.”

      I quickly texted Tristan that I had to stay back at work and that I couldn’t make the romantic dinner date he had planned for us. But as I pulled some rolled-up crime scene tape that I carried in my bag with me and set it up around the severed foot on the beach, I kept checking my phone for Tristan’s reply, but it never came.
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      I finally finished at the crime scene when the sun had long set, and all the natural light had disappeared. I rushed up the stairs to the top floor of our apartment and slipped the key into the lock, only to find the door already unlocked and ajar.

      “Tris? Baby, I’m home. So sorry about this. There was another body part. This time, it is on Circle Beach, right here. I hope there’s not another killer on the loose. I’m getting pretty freaking sick of being kidnapped, tortured, shot at, and of losing loved ones…” I continued talking as I dumped my bag in the hall and made my way down the hall of our partially renovated penthouse apartment.

      When Tristan and I weren’t at work, we were doing up the apartment that Tristan had inherited from his aunt.

      We had already knocked out the walls separating the two penthouse apartments, turning the top floor into one spacious home. We put in new hardwood timber floors and ripped out one of the kitchens. We also knocked down the walls separating two of the bedrooms, turning them into bigger bedrooms for us. We were currently waiting for the bathrooms to be remodelled and given a facelift, and then we could paint the walls and move all our furniture back in. Tristan and I also had fun choosing new furniture pieces that would choose the new style: Hamptons. They were currently in storage until the renovation was complete.

      I walked into the room we were using as a temporary bedroom until the new one was finished, along with one of the bathrooms, but there was no sign of Tristan.

      “Tris? Are you here ?” I didn’t think much of it, thinking he had ducked out to one of the other apartments to speak to a new tenant or ran to the corner store or something, leaving the door open. I kicked off my shoes and began to undress, planning on having a shower, when something caught my eye in the bathroom sink.

      It was blood and some blond stands of Tristan’s hair.

      My heart skipped a beat.

      “Tristan?!” I now ran through the apartment, searching for my fiancé, but there was no sign of him. I pulled my phone from my pocket and tried to call him, but the call went straight to voicemail.

      He never turned off his phone, even at night when we went to bed.

      Something was dreadfully wrong.

      The next person I called was Darcie since I was the police.
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