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A phone was ringing, but I couldn’t find it. My hand
was swatting at the dresser near my bed trying to stop the noise. I
heard something hit the wood floor of my bedroom. I didn’t even
need to read the caller-id; I knew before I picked it up; it was
Frank.

“What is it?” I moaned with a husky voice. I was
barely awake. I hadn’t set an alarm because I didn’t have to be up
until eleven. I glanced at the clock; it was five twenty seven. “It
better be good.”

“Body being pulled out of the harbor,” he muttered,
“meet me at Boston and South East Avenue, by the Canton dog
park.”

“Ugh,” I groaned,
“whatever happened to people ‘just getting along’? Does
no one believe in that
anymore?” I threw off the cover. I nearly stepped on my dog, Alex.
Frank was just chuckling at my minor rant. “I have to stop
answering the phone,” I continued and then added, “I need ten
minutes,” I said before ending the call. Frank continued laughing
as the call ended. I could imagine his big belly bouncing up and
down as he did so.

“Let’s go, buddy,” I went to the back door to let my
furry friend handle his business as I headed to the shower to wake
up. I knew it would be a long day. I didn’t bother to wash my hair,
I just let the water run over my face attempting to wake up my
brain from the haze I felt I was moving in.

Alex had made his way back in to the house. He sat
at the bedroom door wagging his tail waiting for attention. I
didn’t have time. I just pulled on my black pants and a polo shirt.
I glimpsed in the mirror to see how bad my long brown mane looked.
Of course, it was tangled from sleeping, so I raked a brush through
it quickly, “Ouch,” I cursed out loud to my faithful dog who sat at
the door watching my frantic moves.

“Seriously?” I continued to try to undo the
tangled mess. Alex made no response. When I felt it was somewhat
smooth, I pulled it back and secured it into a ponytail holder. I
never wore make-up, so I was pretty much ready to go. My five foot,
six inch frame had seen better days. I was looking on the thinner
side. I shrugged my shoulders and sighed, “Oh, well.”

I grabbed a banana from the kitchen, “Sorry, bud, I
gotta run, I’ll see you later,” I patted my favorite dog on the
head as he looked at me with disappointment. He knew I wasn’t
supposed to leave our house yet. I locked the door with a final
goodbye. My cell phone rang, “Richland, where are you?’

“I’m on my way, Frank.”

“You said ten minutes,” he bellowed, “It’s been
twenty.”

I exhaled, “Really? You know I live at least twenty
minutes away, what do you expect?” I knew Frank was just giving me
a hard time because it was one of his favorite things to do, that--
and eat doughnuts. I had been a partner with Frank for the last 4
years. He was a great partner to have, but there were times that he
annoyed the hell out of me. He could be lazy and obnoxious, but
when it came to crunch time, I knew he had my back. I still owed
him for saving my life a few months prior. He hadn’t brought it up,
but I knew he was waiting for the right moment to remind me that I
was nearly a goner.

Frank had really come through for me. Although it
had been months, and I jumped back into work without giving it a
second thought, facing death was not something that is easily
forgotten.

“How long?” Frank never spoke in full,
coherent sentences or thoughts.

“Probably twenty, depending on traffic,” I replied.
“What do we have?”

“Too early to say,” he mumbled, “medical examiner
just got here.” He was chewing something I was sure.

“Are you eating?” I asked incredulously. “How can
you eat next to a dead body? Geez, Frank!”

He didn’t say anything; he just chewed into the
phone. “I’ll see you in twenty,” I said and hung up. The man really
had a problem. He was a robust, Irish guy with a belly that
competed with Santa Clause’s. He had the red nose to match. I just
shook my head at the thought of Frank in a Santa suit. He was
something else.

My trusty old Corolla chugged along the Beltway. I
was lucky there wasn’t much traffic, although, I would hope there
wasn’t much traffic at that ungodly hour. I yawned. It didn’t take
even twenty minutes. I pulled up behind Frank’s car. I could see a
bunch of people surrounding an oblong object, which I recognized as
a yellow body bag. I thought I might have lucked out; maybe they
didn’t need me. There were a few techs taking photographs of the
area. They hadn’t laid out any markers, so it must have been for
just a base line. I saw a few members of the dive team getting out
of the water. They had their thick, black wetsuits with scuba masks
on. There were still two in the water near an orange marker. They
would likely do a bottom search before getting out. I saw the
medical examiner. I owed him an ongoing big ‘thanks’ too. In the
past, he had helped me when I was in a bind. I felt fortunate to
work with such great people.

“What’s it looking like?” I asked as I trotted
towards the two men who were huddled next to each other.

“We will have to open her up to find out,” Ernie
said. “No obvious signs of foul play. She could have just fallen
in, or something.” He shrugged.

“No identification,” Frank added. I walked over and
around the men. I gently unzipped the plastic bag to take a peek. I
hesitated to avoid the awful smell of death; fortunately, there was
little odor. Her eyelids were closed, and I was thankful for
that.

“She looks a little bloated,” I observed, “what do
you think, a few days in the water?” I turned to look at the men.
They didn’t answer but turned to look at one another.

“Yeah, sounds about right,” they said in unison.

“Any temperature?” I asked. I needed to be caught
up.

“No,” Ernie sullenly replied, “It’s going to be
harder to get a time of death. Decomposition started, but by the
looks of the skin on the hands which is somewhat still intact, it
was less than a week is my guess.”

“Anything in the pockets? Anything at all?” I asked
with optimism.

“Nothing,” Frank sighed. “Jane Doe, looks young,
she’s wearing what she has, which isn’t that much.” I hadn’t
unzipped the bag fully. I got the gist though.

“I’ll get her back to the lab and see what I can
find,” Ernie said. Frank chuckled. I shot him a look.

“He got a new toy he wants to play with,” Frank
answered my stare while nodding at Ernie. I turned my expression to
confusion.

“It’s an M-Vac. I can suck off cells from her
clothing, nails, skin, anything you name it.”

“You think there is something still on her? She’s
been the water?” I questioned.

“Hey, it can’t hurt to try,” he smirked.

“How does it work?” I asked, never hearing of this
new toy of his.

“I’ll use this DNA-free solution and then suck it up
in the magic wand. The solution will hold any DNA samples that were
left. I’ll test the solution for any DNA. It’s like vacuuming up
DNA. Pretty cool, huh?” he was all smiles like a kid in a candy
shop.

“If it works,” I grunted. I was not a morning
person, nor was I excited about vacuuming a dead girl. “You may
want to get a hobby, so you don’t creep people out. You shouldn’t
be so excited about a dead girl.” I shook my head.

“Someone got up on the wrong side of the bed,” Frank
responded on behalf of our colleague. He chuckled as if I would
join him. I didn’t.

 


* * * *
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It was nearly eight by the time we could leave the
water. We had to wait for the dive team to finish their search.
They came up with nothing. Frank allowed me to do the honors of
interviewing the witness that called in the body. The unlucky man
was just out walking his dog before work. The dog headed right for
the water to his misfortune when he saw the woman floating facedown
in the water. He didn’t have much to say since he just called 911
as soon as he saw her. It was a quiet morning. We didn’t have much
to go on. We had to wait for fingerprints, if they could be
retrieved. If fingerprints weren’t available due to decomposition,
we’d have to wait for a dental record match. That would mean an
extended wait.

I decided to get some breakfast on the way to the
station. I wasn’t due until eleven, but since I was up, I decided
to just get busy. I had a few cases that I was trying to close. The
last two months had been busy; there were more homicides than the
average for the time of year. Fortunately, a good number of them
had been closed already by arrests. Of course, in a few months, I
would have to go to court when the cases came to trial, but many of
them were open and shut matters. Some of the suspects confessed
which is always helpful. A few others were simply caught red
handed. Yet, a few remained opened, as we had no leads.
Unfortunately, I had one that was nagging at me. I didn’t have any
identification. I had no leads. I just had the file folders sitting
on my desk glaring at me.

The station lobby was small. Upon entry, a glass
wall met visitors; it had a small hole cut out of the bottom where
it met the countertop. The countertop needed to be replaced as it
was scratched and abused by prior, impatient visitors. I used my
badge which was attached to my keychain to buzz me through the
metal door. I waved at Rita, the desk clerk that sat behind the
glass wall that was adjacent to the door, as her head just barely
peaked up high enough for her to see who was entering.

As I made it to my desk, Frank was hunched over his
computer typing. My desk had the case files stacked as I nudged
them to the side so I could put down my coffee and bag. I had
stopped at Dunkin’ Donuts. I got myself an egg white, cheese, and
sausage sandwich. Feeling charitable, I grabbed Frank a glazed
donut. His nose must have caught the scent.

“Donuts?” he looked up quizzical. I smirked. The
temptation to toy with him was very strong.

“Just one,” I teased, “they smelled so good, I
couldn’t resist.” Frank’s expression fell into the sad expression
one would expect from a puppy denied a treat. His lips curved
downward into a literal frown. I continued, “You think that will
work on me?” I laughed.

“What? I didn’t say anything,” he responded with a
guilty grin that turned into smile that belonged to a Cheshire cat.
I sat down measuring him up. He continued to watch me. I pretended
not to notice. I was almost certain I heard him whimper as I pulled
open the Dunkin Donut’s brown bag.

“Mmm, this looks good,” I teased as I slowly reached
into the bag to retrieve my sandwich. It was at the bottom of the
bag under the donut. Frank just stared. I pulled the sandwich out
and put in on my desk next to the coffee. I looked up to see
Frank’s disappointment. I laughed, “You crack me up. Here,” I
reached into the bag once more and pulled out the glazed donut for
him. I handed it over the span of the two desks to my partner. He
jumped up excitedly and snatched it out of my hand before I knew
what happened.

“You are the best,” he said while taking a bite. I
had to chuckle.

“I’ll remember you said that,” I continued to laugh
watching him devour the donut. “You act like you never had one
before,” I admonished.

“It’s been hours,” he said between chews. I just
shook my head. He sure was something else. I bit into my sandwich
and turned on my computer. The computers we had were so ancient
that it would take minutes for it to boot up. I enjoyed my
breakfast as I waited.

“Richland!” I heard the voice from behind me. I
didn’t need to turn around to know it was our commander. I had just
taken the last bite of my sandwich as I turned around to see him
approaching me at my desk.

“Richland, my office, ten minutes,” he said. He
walked passed Frank and I out the door to the elevator area. I
looked at Frank who looked as confused as I was.

“What’s that about?” I asked as I finished chewing.
I sounded like Frank with my mumbled speech.

“I dunno,” he quickly said and turned to his
computer. I shrugged and turned to my own computer. I read through
my emails. By the time, I read through each one, it was time to see
the commander.

* * * *

“You wanted to see me?” I asked as I approached the
commander who sat behind his desk. His office was the luxury model
compared to our desk area. Our “office” was a huge common area
where a bunch of desks sit. Frank and I put our desks together to
form a large tabletop area. Other teams did the same. It was like a
labyrinth of desk tables in the room. The commander had a real
office, including a door, windows, and even four walls. I found the
chair closest to his desk. The chairs were not comfortable, which I
think was a strategic choice. He didn’t want his staff to be
comfortable in his office. Being hauled into his office was not
something anyone looked forward to; it was similar to being called
to the principal’s office. A gold colored nameplate sat on the
forefront of his desk: “Commander Highland”.

He sat tall in his high backed leather chair. His
dark hair was perfectly combed to the left side. There were hints
of grey peeking out on the sides. He wore a suit and tie neatly
pressed. He held his hands entwined with his elbows on his desk.
His expression led me to believe he was in deep thought.

“Sit down,” he barked. It was a command, not a
request. I was nervous all of a sudden. I felt my heart beat
increase.

“Look,” he quickly started, “I got to find you a
replacement for Frank ...” His words caught me off guard. I stopped
listening and thought about Frank. I should have guessed Frank knew
something when he avoided my question when the commander had just
walked by. He knew, but he didn’t want to say.

“Frank gave his notice?” I asked, ignorant of the
fact that I had missed the rest of what my commander had said. The
news hit me hard in the gut, even though I knew it was coming. I
knew Frank was going to move to Western Maryland to take care of
his wife’s family’s property. Yet, it stung to hear he was actually
leaving. He hadn’t said anything to me in months. He could have
told me himself, “That rat.”

The commander looked at me, “Excuse me?”

“Sorry, I was calling Frank a rat. He didn’t tell me
he gave his notice.”

He cleared his throat, “Very well, in any case, you
are going to be partnered with Rubio Walker. He’s transferring here
from Prince George’s County. He’s going to be here in two weeks. It
will be Frank’s last day; so don’t expect Frank to break him in. I
expect you to show him around. Any problem with that?”

“Why a transfer? What about one of our own?”

“I just explained that to you, weren’t you
listening?”

I grinned, “Sorry.”

“We want to keep the position, so we need to bring
someone from the outside; otherwise, with the budget the way it is,
we’d lose that pin. If we lose the pin, we lose a position.” I must
have had a confused look on my face because he continued to
explain. “The pin is the employee ID that Fiscal uses. It is all
about budget issues; the pin is the way the budget department keeps
track of positions and salaries. Just do what I said and show the
guy around.” He sighed.

“Yes, sir,” I got up and headed towards the
door.

“I’m not done,” he growled behind me, “sit down.” I
turned and looked at him. His expression was serious. That didn’t
help my nerves, or my angst, over Frank leaving.

“Oh?” I sat as instructed.

“You’ve been doing a good job,” he breathed, “I
notice the number of cases you have closed over the last few
months.” He waited for my reaction.

“Uh, thanks,” I swallowed. “Thank you, sir,” I
corrected myself. A compliment from the commander was quite
unusual. I felt like there was something more to it.

“That’s why I want you to represent the department
on the Human Trafficking Taskforce. The mayor, city council, and
the state are creating a coalition to combat human trafficking. I
want you to represent our district.”

“Oh,” I replied.
Crap, is what I thought.
I didn’t need more work. I was up to my ears with cases; I didn’t
need more.

“There will be a meeting of all representatives on
the third Wednesdays of each month. I’ll forward you the email with
the details. You’re dismissed.”

Just like that, I became part of a “coalition.” I
shook my head in disbelief.

“Is there something else?” the commander asked
raising his eyebrows.

“Um, I wondered,” I exhaled, “No, sir, nothing
else.” I felt defeated, but I knew there was no use of trying to
fight about it. He called the shots. I was just a minion required
to do the work. It was annoying. I got up and left his office. I
stomped back to my desk like a scorned two year old. Frank was
still there at his computer.

“You suck,” I yelled at him. He stopped and looked
up. He gave me his best puppy impression again.

“You could have told me, you coward,” I continued,
“it’s not like I didn’t know it was going to happen. But no, you
didn’t tell me,” I huffed.

He rubbed his face with his hands. He shook his
head, “I know, I’m sorry, it’s just, you know I don’t like mushy
stuff. I didn’t want to say anything to you; I knew you would be
mad.”

“Mad? Mad?” my voice escalated, “I’m not mad! Why
would I be mad?” My voice dripped with sarcasm, “Just because you
can’t be a man and tell me to my face you’re leaving? Why would
that make me mad?” I slammed my hand on the desk. It actually hurt
my wrist, but I pretended that it didn’t.

Frank stood up; “Calm down, calm down,” he motioned
with his hands.

“I don’t need to calm down,” I continued my rant,
“What I need is a partner who has the guts to tell me to my face
when he’s leaving me hanging, that’s what I need.”

Frank ran his hand through his hair, at least what
was left of it. He came around his desk to my chair where I
remained standing. He reached around me and squeezed me, embracing
me in his arms.

“It’ll be alright,” he said. “You’ll love your new
partner, just wait and see.”

I snorted as I wrapped my arms around the big lug.
“Doubt it,” I sniffed. I didn’t want to cry, but it was hard to
resist. Frank was my partner, and he was my friend. Considering
that I didn’t have that many, it hurt that much more. I wasn’t
really mad at him; I knew that, as did he.

“You’ll get to break someone new in,” he pulled
back, looking at my face.

“Maybe they won’t be such a slacker,” I cracked.

“I tried to not set the bar too high,” he chuckled.
I sniffled once more as I pulled away. I wiped the trickle of a
tear from my eye before he could see it.

“It’ll be alright,” he added. “You were getting sick
of me anyways.” I smiled.

“I’ll miss you,” I grinned. “Don’t ask me why, but I
will.” He went to hug me again, but I extended my arm out, “No, no,
enough hugs for one day. Let’s not get all mushy.” He just
laughed.

* * * *
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Frank was leaving. The last
two weeks had flown by. I couldn’t believe it was his last day. We
made plans to go out for drinks to mark the occasion. As I stumbled
out of bed, I dreaded the start of the day. The new guy would be at
the station. It was his first day. Frank had tried to get the scoop
on the guy for me, but there wasn’t much as far as information.

Rubio
Walker was coming from Prince George’s county where he had been a
cop for the last ten years. He had been a detective for the last
three. Prince George’s had its share of murders, so I was
anticipating that he had some decent experience. Apparently, he was
working on the homicide unit for the last year. Frank didn’t find
any dirt on him. The worst is that he liked to gamble, but no one
seemed to be bothered by that. We were all entitled to our own
hobbies, so I wasn’t going to judge him on that. My hobby just
happened to be my work. He better be okay with that, I thought to myself, as I let Alex out
the back door. I headed to the shower to get ready for the
day.

By the time I got to the
office, Frank was already there. His desk was clear as he sat in
his chair munching on, what else, a donut. I could see a brown bag
and a coffee on my desk.

“What’s this?” I asked
surprised.

“A little something to make
your day,” he smiled.

“Nice! Thanks, Frank,” I
said as I peeked into the bag. It was a glazed donut. I wasn’t much
for baked goods, but considering it was Frank’s last day, I
certainly planned to indulge him. I pulled out the donut and took a
huge bite while smiling at my partner as he gleamed back.

“Don’t get comfortable,” he
said, “your new partner is in there talking to the commander.” He
gestured towards the office with the door shut. I couldn’t see in
due to the blinds being closed.

“He’s a looker,” Frank
added. I rolled my eyes.

“I thought we all learned a
lesson from the last time I was around a ‘looker’,” I remarked. He
contorted his face to feign confusion.

“Who
Alex Miller?” he scoffed, “He wasn’t a looker.
Who thought he was a looker?” If I was
close enough to him, I would have slapped him upside the
head.

“Fine,” I hissed. “I thought
we learned that I shouldn’t date,” I said as I took another bite of
my donut. It tasted really good; I began to understand Frank’s
strong addiction to the sugary puffs.

“Who said anything about
dating?” Frank laughed, “All I said was that he was a looker.” He
continued to laugh. Frank had wanted me to get out more, date, and
‘live life’ because, as he said, I worked too much. One of the few
times that I actually liked a guy, it nearly got me killed.

“Whatever,” I retorted, “I
don’t care how he looks.” Frank just chuckled as he took a sip of
his coffee.

“Richland,” I heard the
familiar voice from behind me. I winced; if the commander was
standing behind me, I knew that meant my new partner was there too.
I prayed he didn’t hear our conversation. I stood up and turned
around.

“Good morning, sir,” I
replied as I took a sip of my coffee before I sat it down on the
desk to free my hand. Then I caught sight of my new partner. My
stomach did a flip. I nearly choked on the coffee that was still
going down my throat. “A looker” was the understatement of the
year. Rubio Walker was gorgeous. It was if he had stepped out of a
Hollywood cop movie and into our precinct. His six foot frame with
broad shoulders demanded attention. His blue eyes contrasted with
his dark complexion. His hair was shaggy, but short, with the ears
cut out. My jaw fell.

“Richland, I want you to
meet your new partner,” Commander Highland said, “Rubio Walker,
this is Sarah Richland, she’ll be showing you the ropes around
here.” He coughed to get my attention as I was just staring at the
beautiful man in front of me. He reached out with his hand to shake
mine.

“Oh, hi,” I muttered
mesmerized by the perfection in front of me.

“Nice to meet you,” he
replied, adding a small smile.

“Richland will be teaching
you our computer system. We keep everything online so it is
available at any computer. You’ll need to contact human resources
for an I.D. and a password to get started,” the commander
continued.

“Will do,” Rubio said as he
broke his gaze from me. I shook off his trance and turned to my
coffee. Frank was behind me with the hugest grin on his face. He
raised his eyebrows as if to say, “Told you so.” I glared at him as
I took a sip of coffee.

“Sarah is single,” Frank
bellowed. I nearly spit out my coffee. My jaw dropped once again.
“She can show you around town, too.” If I had heat vision like
Superman, he would have been toast. I glared at him harder. I heard
Rubio chuckle behind me. I couldn’t turn around. My face was
certainly red; I could feel it, I didn’t need to see it.

“Cool, I have no clue where
anything is. I have avoided Baltimore most of my life. I’m a D.C.
boy,” he replied. I felt relieved he didn’t acknowledge the
‘single’ comment, but I still tended to my coffee. Although it was
cool by the lapse of time, I blew on it to avoid having to
speak.

“Any case, you’ll take
Frank’s desk,” the commander spoke up saving me from the awkward
conversation. “Maybe one of you can give him a brief tour of our
set up here, and then go over the cases you are working on. I want
him to jump in, baptism by fire, if you will.”

“You got it, sir,” Frank
replied. His mouth formed his Cheshire cat grin again. He was up to
something, and I knew exactly what it was.

“Frank will show you around while I check my messages,” I
immediately turned to face the men behind me.
“I
have a lot of work to
do,” I stated, emphasizing that I wasn’t about to be the tour guide.

“That works,” Rubio quickly
responded. He walked over to Frank’s side of our desk table. “You
mind if I leave my lunch here?” He sat down a black book bag.

“By all means, please do.
You need to refrigerate anything?” Frank played the humble
host.

“No, it’s good,” he said.
“I’m ready when you are,” he shrugged looking at Frank.

“Let’s go downstairs,” Frank
motioned towards the door, “I’ll introduce around.”

I heard Rubio say, “Thanks,”
as they headed towards the door. I exhaled loudly as I sat in my
chair. I ran my hand through my long, brown hair. I realized that I
hadn’t put it up in the standard pony tail. I hadn’t had time to
blow dry it as I had slept in. It was a mess; my hand got stuck in
the nest of tangles. “Oh great,” I said to myself, “I look like I
just got out of bed. Way to impress your new partner.” I looked
around to see if anyone was around to overhear me. Thankfully the
place was a ghost town. The commander had retreated to his office
with the door already shut. There was Joe Randal and Jen Lardner
across the room working at their desks, but they looked too
engrossed in their work to never even look up at me. I sighed.

* * * *

 


“And we are back here with
our wonderful Sarah,” I heard Frank’s voice before I looked up. I
was reviewing an open case of a homicide of a young girl. I rubbed
my forehead. I had been looking over the autopsy, the witness
statements, and the photos for the last twenty minutes. It was
there, but I just couldn’t put my finger on it. I was missing
something.

“What took you so long?” I
asked as I watched as Frank and Rubio made their way to Frank’s
desk.

“What do you mean?” Frank
replied with a smirk. I couldn’t tell if he was up to something or
if he was just joyful that it was his last day.

“You were gone for an hour,”
I replied, “this building isn’t that big.”

“It was my fault,” Rubio
piped up, “I got to talking to people, so we took longer.
Sorry.”

“Whatever,” I replied acting
as if I didn’t care. I wasn’t sure why I did because I needed to
concentrate on the case before me. The thought of the two of them
parading around the building talking to everyone just annoyed me.
It wasn’t necessary. We had homicides to solve.

“Frank,” I said, “you look
over this file?” I held it up so he could see the picture of the
victim on the front of the file.

“Yeah, why?” he asked.

“There is something I’m
missing, but I can’t put my finger on it.” I handed the file over
to Frank hoping he would tell me what it was.

“I
dunno. I just perused it,” he took the file, but handed it to
Rubio. That annoyed me. If I wanted Rubio to look at it, I would have handed
it to him, I
thought to myself. He looked hard at the photo on the outside of
the file and then opened it. He turned the pages as he looked
through the documents.

“Mmmm,” he said.

“What?” I asked, annoyed, if
he had found something that quickly, I was not going to be happy. I
had this case for weeks and couldn’t break it.

“Huh?” he looked at me, “Oh,
nothing. Just thinking.”

“Don’t hurt yourself,” I
retorted. He just looked at me, and then he resumed looking at the
file. Frank gave me a dirty look. I felt a little bad for barking
at the new guy. I sat down at my desk and looked at my notes. I
looked at the description I had written down about our victim. It
seemed so familiar. Then it hit me, “Frank, we ever get an
identification on the girl we pulled out of the harbor?”

Frank
thought for a minute. “We pulled
out? I remember you showing up after the body was out. You just
stood around looking pretty.”

I gave him a look of
disgust, “Really? I’m serious. Did we get an identification? I
don’t remember seeing that report come back. I have that file I
started, but there still isn’t an I.D.”

“You catch some ADHD, or
what?”

“The two girls, there are
similarities to them.” Frank just scratched his head. He was deep
in thought I could tell.

“You know what, you’re
right. We haven’t gotten that back,” he replied. “I can take Rubio
over to the morgue and we’ll check it out. I love going to the
morgue.”

“No, I’ll go. I want to see
if the same medical examiner is doing the new girl, or if it’s one
of the assistants. I have some questions.”
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