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      darcie

      I peered up toward the surface. The sunlight illuminated the surface of the pool, making it glow. Then, a shadow moved across, darkening the light. I sighed mentally.

      I wished I could have stayed down here on the bottom of the pool longer, but there was this thing called oxygen that humans needed, and there was also my husband…

      I pushed against the bottom of the pool and swum up, breaking the surface. I gasped as I came up beside the most handsome man in existence, who also happened to be said husband.

      He looked at me with concern as he stood in the waste-deep water, bare-chested and hair slicked back and wet.

      “What were you doing down there? I was starting to get worried,” said Dane, concerned.

      “Avoiding the world.”

      “Hmm. That wouldn’t include me, I hope?” the left side of his lips twitched into a smirk, and the dimples in his cheeks appeared.

      “Never,” I replied, reaching out to run my fingers through his wet hair. I then wrapped my arms around his neck and swam closer to him. My body slid against his. I loved the feeling of our skin together in water. I jumped a little in the water and wrapped my legs around his waist. He moved his crotch, and his manhood brushed against the thin material of my bikini bottoms.

      The fact I was even wearing a skimpy bikini was shocking. I usually wore a full-piece swimsuit that covered all my bits. But since getting married, I felt different.

      Who was this new me? But I wasn’t entirely new. The fact that my black bikini was covered in skulls revealed that the old me was still inside. And that me would never change.

      What also would never change was my love and passion for solving murders.

      I glanced at the deck chairs beside the pool where our towels and belongings lay.

      We only had one more day left of our honeymoon at this gorgeous Spanish resort before it was time to return home, and I couldn’t avoid my phone anymore.

      The fact that my phone remained off the entire two weeks of our vacation showed how much I avoided it.

      Mainly one email.

      One photo.

      I still hadn’t shown it to Dane.

      What did it mean? The mere thought of the picture of seven empty graves kept me up at night. Throughout Dane's and mine’s honeymoon, I barely slept properly for two weeks.

      I had to get home, I had to dive back in and solve this case before it drove me insane, before I became a sleepless zombie, and my friends and husband staged an intervention.

      And I knew they would.

      But I couldn’t figure out if the seven graves were for me and my friends… but they couldn’t be. Could they? There were six of us and seven graves. That only meant one thing: bodies were waiting for me to find.
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      two days later

      darcie

      I passed out on the plane on the flight home, thank goodness, thanks to some melatonin and wine. Between that and when I woke up in my bed, the smell of coffee wafting under my nose, I didn’t remember much.

      I stretched and yawned, took a sip of the freshly brewed coffee, and made my way to the bathroom.

      I jumped when I saw my reflection in the mirror.

      I looked pale and had purple bruises under my eyes and mascara staining my cheeks. I didn’t even want to think about my hair. It was matted and still had some small braids from a market in Spain, where one of the vendors had braided it and put some beads in. I’d bought some things from the local markets, like a summer dress, a sun hat, and gifts, such as a wooden truck for AJ and a baby rattle for Lily Rose. Dane bought a cowboy hat, which was super sexy. It made me wanna do bad things to him.

      I quickly showered, dressed in shorts and a Bones T-shirt, and headed downstairs.

      Dane was nowhere to be seen but had left a note next to a plate of bagels on the island counter in the kitchen.

      “Gone to work. Be home late. Love you. D x”

      I spread some cream cheese on the blueberry bagels and took the plate and my coffee to my office.

      When my computer was booted up, I opened the image of seven empty graves next to my email inbox. I was staring at the picture, munching on a bagel and half staring into space, deep in thought, when my phone rang. It caused me to leap out of my chair, and my coffee mug fell into my lap. I swore as I hit answer, then put it on loudspeaker as I ran back to the kitchen to splash water on my scalded crotch.

      “Hello?” I yelled.

      There was a beat of silence before a familiar voice began laughing.

      “Darcie, are you okay?” I hadn’t looked at the caller ID. I splashed water on my crotch and patted myself with a tea towel. I leaned over and peered at the called ID.

      “Bobby? Hi. Sorry. You scared me. I tipped hot coffee all over myself.”

      “Oh, sorry! Ouch. Did you burn yourself?”

      “No. I think I’ll be okay. It’s more the fact my pride is burned.” I finished cleaning up as much of the coffee as I could and cooling the burn as much as possible. Wet clothing aside, I made my way back to my desk.

      “What’s up?”

      “I just wanted to call you with some good news!”

      “Oh?” I studied my coffee cup and noticed I only had a little bit left in the cup. Damn it.

      “You’re gonna love this. My father has said you can look in the evidence room at the cold cases and see if anything catches your eye.”

      “What?! For real?” I shrieked. I bet Bobby was holding the phone away from his ear.

      Bobby chuckled. “For real. Besides, I’m going insane in here all by myself.”

      “Has your dad still not let you back on the front lines?”

      He sighed. “Not yet.”

      “That sucks. Let me help plead your case. Let’s make a deal with him.  If I solve any of Summervale Police department’s cold cases, you should be allowed back out at crime scenes.”

      “Darce, that’s a tough call. It might be years before I’m allowed back out there.”

      “Bob, you’re underestimating my skills. I’m good at my job, okay? I’ll have a case solved in no time, and then you’ll be back out there amongst the action. Deal?”

      He sighed. “Fine. Deal.”

      “Yay. Thanks, Bobby. I’m so excited! I’ll see you soon… I just have to change.”

      “Thanks, Darcie. See you soon.”

      As soon as I got off the phone, I ran back upstairs to my room and changed into something better suited for work, something comfy yet professional. Then I grabbed my car keys, phone, and sleuthing go bag, which was always packed and ready to go beside my desk chair in my office.

      I couldn’t believe Sheriff Richards had granted me access to the evidence room and cold case files! I felt like I’d won the lottery.
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      darcie

      On my way to the police station, I stopped at The Summervale Brewhouse for another coffee, a proper coffee. While waiting in line for my large vanilla oat milk latte, I texted Dane and Stacey.

      Guess what! I’ve been given access to the Summervale PD evidence room! The cold cases are all MINE. Then, I added a devil and an angel emoji at the end.

      Stace was the first one to reply.

      Stacey: Whoa! Ok, don’t have an orgasm or a conniption.

      Me: (laughing emoji)

      Dane: Wow! Really? Sheriff or Bobby?

      Me: Bobby, but from the boss himself. He said have at ‘em.

      Dane: That’s amazing. Don’t forget to take a break now and then. Don’t work too hard and be careful. ILY. (kiss and heart emojis)

      Me: (to Dane) yes, Dad. Daddy (devil emoji, wink emoji, cowboy emoji)

      Dane: (blushing emoji, eggplant emoji)

      I laughed out loud, causing the few other people in the café to look up from whatever they were doing and give me a dirty look.

      Speaking of dirty, my friends and husband were terrible! I now had to cleanse my mind before I got to work.

      I found Bobby at his desk when I walked in after signing in and getting my guest pass and all that.

      “Hey, Bobby,” I said, with a wide grin on my face.

      He blinked and looked away from his computer, tilting his head back to look up at me. Then he flinched.

      “Oof. I’m not used to you being so…”

      I playfully shoved him. “Not you giving me a hard time, too. Stacey and Dane already did this morning.”

      He laughed. “Anyway, the evidence room is through that door,” he said, gesturing at a closed door at the end of the hallway. “I’ll show you to the cold case files. Dad says not to touch anything else but those, okay?”

      I put my hands up in surrender. “Geez. Okay. I promise. I’m just so grateful to be given this opportunity.”

      “You’re welcome. But we all know you’ll be like a kid in a candy store here. So, behave. Okay?”

      “Christ, not another lecture. Yes, Uncle Bobby. I’ll be a good girl.”

      He snorted and raised an eyebrow toward me in question.

      “Oh, a dirty inside joke between Dane and me. Speaking of, has Tristan seen you in your uniform yet? Have you played cops and robbers?” I asked with a playful wink.

      His cheeks flushed. “Um… not yet. You know our only date, apart from when we met, was at your wedding? So, we haven’t reached THAT stage in our relationship.”

      “Bobby!” I hissed, pulling him around the dark corner and out of view of his colleagues. “You told us at the wedding that you’re done waiting, that life is too short.”

      “I know, I know. But I just don’t wanna rush THAT, you know? I want it to be perfect. I wanna do it when we’re both ready.”

      I sighed. “Fine. Arrange another date then. Have you talked about it?”

      He walked off and turned the handle of the evidence room, not answering my question. I ran after him.

      “Bobby! You mean you haven’t even had that conversation with him?” I shoved him.

      “No. Okay. We’ve both been busy with work and stuff. I’ll text or call him later.”

      “Fine. But don’t delay the inevitable amazing chemistry you guys have. Seriously, you guys looked like you were eye- fucking at the reception. I was about to lock you two in a room.”

      He blushed again and cleared his throat, turning on the light in the small room.

      “Anyway, the cold case files are in the last row, on the left. That row is clearly marked cold case. I don’t know what you’re working on now, but if anything matches, feel free to look into it. Good luck.”

      “Thanks. And remember what I said about that deal? I solve a case. I talk your dad into letting you back out on the front lines.”

      He blew air out between his lips in frustration.

      “Okay. It’s worth a short.” He threw his arms up in the air in whatever kind of gesture and walked back to his desk, leaving me alone with stacks of floor-to-ceiling boxes of dusty files.

      I took a step toward the first box.

      “Come to mama!”

    

  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



