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  Chapter one

With measured steps, Teresa Edwards made her way across the parking lot of her alma mater. Reaching the crime scene tape fluttering in the wind, she paused and took in a deep breath. 
Death was always hard. She knew that more than anyone. 
Compound death with murder and most couldn’t handle it. Even Teresa, who studied death for a living, struggled sometimes. But when the life lost was a child, it cut deeper, and Teresa needed a moment to collect herself.
With her mind focused, her gaze cut across the property. Memories tried to assault her—memories of her youth—but she pushed them back.
In the distance, she caught sight of detectives Cole Dekker and Kevin Hawkins talking to an officer Teresa assumed was the one who had called them in. Just beyond them, a body lay on the ground, waiting for her to solve the mystery of how it got here.
Ducking under the police tape, she made her way toward them. Glancing at the classrooms she walked by, she was grateful it was Friday evening and the students of Bay View High School wouldn’t be back for a few days. The scene would be processed and cleaned before school resumed on Monday. Some students may never even know what happened here today. 
Teresa prayed for the ones that did.
“What do we have?” Teresa asked Cole.
“Security guard making his rounds found him and called it in. No witnesses. All we have is a body. We’re hoping you can tell us more.”
“Did anyone touch the body?” Teresa asked.
“Are you kidding me?” Hawk stood with his hands on his hips. “We knew you’d let us have it if we did.”
Teresa stood, looking down at the body. It looked untouched. She flicked her gaze to Hawk and frowned. “When have I ever laid into you at a crime scene, or any other time, for that matter?”
Hawk shrugged. 
“I thought so,” Teresa added.
“If you’d grab that wallet out of his pocket, we could ID him,” Hawk suggested.
Teresa’s frown returned. “I thought you didn’t touch the body?”
“We didn’t. But it’s obviously right there.” Hawk smirked.
Teresa ignored Hawk’s comment. Always the comedian. She waved over Parker, her assistant, who handed her a pair of gloves.
She carefully leaned over the body and slid a wallet out of the victim’s back pocket. Opening the wallet, she passed a Bay View High student ID to Hawk with little interest. The body was what she was interested in.
Teresa visually inspected the body, assessing every inch she could see. 
At first glance, she would say the cause of death was blunt force trauma to the back of the head. But as she told Cole and Hawk relentlessly, she wasn’t able to give an official cause of death until she had fully examined the body in her lab. 
That didn’t stop her from thinking it, though. Or them asking.
“ID says Raymond Davenport,” Hawk offered.
Kneeling down, Teresa pulled Raymond’s right hand closer. “He’s been in a fight recently. Fresh cuts on his knuckles. And there’s something under his nails.”
Without a word, Parker handed Teresa an evidence bag, and she scraped under the victim’s nails into the bag. Then placed the paper bag Parker offered over his hand. The two continued to work together, collecting evidence and placing it in bags, marking and tagging as they went.
Teresa glanced back, shielding her eyes from the glare of the setting sun. Cole and Hawk looked as if their patience was waning. They wanted answers. She understood that. So did she. But answers took time. 
Returning her focus back to the body, a reflective flash glinted in her eyes. Taking a closer look, Teresa could see a hint of something metal sticking out from under Raymond Davenport’s body.
“Give me a hand,” she told Parker.
Together, they tipped Raymond’s body to get a better look. As the item came into view, Teresa realized it was a necklace. 
No. Not a necklace. But… dog tags? What was a high school student doing with military identification tags?
She studied them for a moment, then gasped. Jerking back, Teresa dropped Raymond’s body. 
Parker looked confused. 
Hawk rushed over.
“What is it?” Cole asked, looking over Hawk’s shoulder.
Teresa rested back on her heels, frozen in place.
“Teresa?” Cole asked.
Shaking her head, she forced words out. “Umm… it’s nothing. I…”
They all looked at her, waiting for her to explain further. But how did she explain that she knew who these dog tags belonged to? And it wasn’t Raymond Davenport. It was the deceased father of the man she once loved.
“Teresa, what’s going on?” Cole pushed.
“It’s nothing.” She looked up at them, knowing her reaction hadn’t been normal. “Just a hand cramp. That’s all.” She cleared her throat, shaking out her nonexistent hand cramp. “I found a set of dog tags. They don’t belong to Raymond Davenport. It could be important.”
It was more than important. It was huge. What were Quinn’s dad’s dog tags doing here at her crime scene? Teresa knew Quinn’s little brother never took them off. She also knew that Benny went to this high school. But there was no way Benny was involved in this. No way.
Teresa couldn’t withhold evidence, even though she wanted to. These tags would implicate Benny. She knew he didn’t have anything to do with this, but she had to let the evidence prove it. 
And that meant handing her findings over without bias. 
But it didn’t mean she wouldn’t get to the bottom of this herself. If Benny had nothing to do with this—which she believed to be true—then he was in trouble. 
Cole and Hawk would find the owner of these dog tags soon enough. That meant she needed to find Benny Blackwell first.






  
  Chapter two

Sitting in her car, Teresa stared at the Blackwell’s house. She rarely came here anymore. When she did, so many good memories filled her. Along with one really bad one. It was that bad one that replayed in her mind last night as she lay awake trying to come up with any reason those dog tags could have made it to her crime scene other than Ben had been there with them. 
Teresa took a deep breath, squared her shoulders, and marched up the drive. That memory always stung, but it was just a distant memory now.
It wasn’t like Quinn would be here. He was off saving the world in some undisclosed location. 
And he wanted nothing to do with her. He had made that very clear. 
So why did she let it still bother her?
Because she wished with all her heart that it wasn’t true. But the truth was what it was. Her life, her job, revolved around finding the truth. Around examining evidence to find that truth. And it was hard to deny the truth when you looked at the evidence.
What stung even more was that her father had been the one to show her the truth. He had been right all along.
Realizing she was just standing at the front door, she took another deep breath and knocked.
She knew there was a chance nobody would answer. Benny was the only one who still lived at home with their mother, Maria. If he wasn’t home, it wasn’t likely Maria would answer. 
Most days, her pain level was too high to get out of bed. Having a late diagnosis of Meningitis nearly cost Maria her life. Doctors had worked tirelessly for a long time, and finally Maria had fought off the disease. However, it had left her with residual pain and a few side effects from the medication she still dealt with today. 
The door flew open, bringing her back to the present. But the man standing in the doorway was not Benny.
“Quinn.” His name came out on a breath.
Quinn Blackwell stood just three feet in front of her. Not half a world away saving the day, but right here in front of her. Looking as handsome as ever.
“Teresa,” Quinn returned, a smile on his face as he took her in.
“What are you doing here?” Teresa asked, now irked by his presence. He wasn’t supposed to be here.
Quinn smirked. “This is my mom’s house. What are you doing here?”
Teresa stared at Quinn as a memory struck her. She had been here at this house, hanging out with her best friend, Maggie—Quinn’s sister—avoiding the disaster that was her house.

Teresa was on a mission. 
Find Quinn.
She and Maggie were bored, and Quinn and his friend Connor were here. Maybe they could all do something together. Maggie had a thing for Connor, so they often hung out with the guys. And it was definitely no hardship for Teresa as both guys were easy on the eyes.
Teresa made her way through the house like she belonged here. Like she was family. There were days she felt closer to Maria than her own mother. She definitely spent more time here than with her own family.
She moved through the kitchen, assuming Quinn and Connor were out back. When she heard voices, she stopped. It was Connor.
“Dude, why do you always let her tag along?” Connor whined.
“Who, T?”
It was quiet. Teresa assumed Connor was nodding his agreement.
“She’s cool. Teresa’s Maggie’s friend,” Quinn said, making Teresa smile.
“She totally has a thing for you,” Connor said.
“Nah. Maggie told me her dad is, like, way overbearing and in her business. She’s just trying to cut loose with us second-class citizens.” Quinn laughed, but Teresa didn’t find it funny. Her dad might be just those things, but she would never think of Quinn or Maggie as second-class citizens. They lived at very different economic levels, but that didn’t mean one was better than the other.
Teresa started to back away. She didn’t want to hear more. She could find something better to do than hang out with Connor Ford. Even if she did want to hang out with Quinn.
“If you keep letting her hang around, the girls are gonna get the wrong idea. You’ll never get a chance with Becca.”
Teresa didn’t stick around to hear Quinn’s response. She was cramping his style. He only thought she hung around him to irritate her dad. That may be a fun bonus, but she hung out with Quinn because he was fun. And she liked him. It hurt to know Quinn thought of them as so different
.
Quinn leaned against the door frame, and it squeaked, breaking Teresa from her memory. Quinn had asked a question, but what was it?
Oh, right. Why she was here?
Pushing aside the discomfort she felt in his presence, she said, “I need to talk to Benny.”
Quinn tilted his head, a twinkle in his eyes. “He’s not here. Anything I can help you with?”
“No.” Her answer sounded gruff, but she wasn’t here to go down memory lane with the biggest mistake of her life. No. Not the biggest mistake. She didn’t regret any of her time with Quinn. She just regretted how it ended. Who he ended up being.
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Quinn observed Teresa. Time had been good to her. She looked just as good as she had when they were together. Better even. What was she doing here now, looking for Benjamin?
“Do you know when he will be back?” Teresa asked.
“No.”
“Do you know where he is?”
“No.”
Teresa sighed. “Do you know anything?”
Quinn smirked as he crossed his arms over his chest. “About Ben? I guess not.”
Teresa practically growled her frustration. Yeah, he remembered that. She had always been feisty. He glanced at the third finger on her left hand. No ring. But that didn’t mean anything. She worked as a medical examiner. He figured a ring could get in the way. 
Her father had been sure to send Quinn the article in the paper announcing her engagement. It had been one of the worst days of his life. Second only to the mission that took the life of a teammate. Barely beating out the day, he had been sent the photo of Teresa with another guy, courtesy of her father as well. 
If he hadn’t seen Teresa cozied up to another man himself, he would have never believed her father. He had always done his best to split them up. 
Quinn didn’t suspect Teresa was married yet, as Maggie hadn’t said anything, but maybe she was just sparing his feelings. Either way, Teresa would be married soon if she wasn’t already. He had to keep that in the forefront of his mind, as he had never been good at keeping his distance from her.
A car pulled up to the curb, grabbing his attention. Teresa turned to follow his gaze. Then sighed.
It seemed she had known someone would show up. And she didn’t seem happy about it. 
Interesting.
Quinn watched as two men with a confident stride approached.
“Teresa?” the blond asked. “What are you doing here?”
Quinn watched for her reaction, trying to gauge what was happening here.
“I came to see Maria.”
Quinn grunted, and Teresa glared at him. Okay. She wasn’t telling them the truth and wanted him to keep that quiet. 
Even more interesting.
“Do you know the Blackwells?” the dark-haired man asked.
Teresa gave Quinn the side-eye, telling him to let her take the lead. His lip quirked into a smirk. That was no fun. “Teresa and I go way back,” Quinn said, seeing what Teresa would do with this information.
“This is Quinn Blackwell. We went to high school together. His sister, Maggie, and I are friends. She told me their mom, Maria, hasn’t been doing so well lately and I wanted to stop by to see her,” Teresa explained.
“We were more than classmates, don’t you think?” Quinn said to Teresa, a little miffed, she would dismiss what they had together so easily. “We were—”
“Friends.” She gave him a death glare. “We were friends, too.”
Both men nodded, accepting her answer.
The blond said, “I’m Cole Dekker, a detective for Drake Harbor PD. This is my partner, Hawk.” 
“We had some questions for Maria,” Hawk said, glancing between Quinn and Teresa. “But since you’re here, we’d like a word with you, too.”
“What’s this about?” Quinn asked.
The man introduced as Hawk held up his phone. Quinn looked at the photo Hawk had pulled up.
“We found Darrell Blackwell’s dog tags at our crime scene today. After a quick search, we discovered him to be deceased,” Hawk told him.
“Any idea how they got to our crime scene?” Cole asked.
Quinn flicked his gaze to Teresa. She didn’t seem surprised. Had this been what she was coming here to talk to Ben about? Last Quinn had heard, Ben wore their dad’s tags. Ben said he felt closer to their dad that way. If it helped Ben, Quinn was glad. Quinn himself had joined the military to achieve that same feeling.
“No. I have no idea.” He wouldn’t offer the information that his brother wore them regularly. Not until he knew more about what was going on.
“Do you live here?” Hawk asked.
Quinn shrugged. “I guess.”
Teresa frowned, and the detectives looked confused.
Quinn clarified, “I just returned from overseas and I haven’t found a place yet. So, for now, I’m living here.”
Teresa’s face still held confusion, but the detectives seemed satisfied.
“Where were you last night?” Cole asked.
Quinn raised his brows. They thought he had something to do with this?
“On a plane. My sister picked me up from the airport about two hours ago and dropped me off here.”
“And you just got in this morning?” Hawk questioned.
“Long flight,” Quinn responded vaguely.
Cole nodded, but Quinn saw doubt in his eyes. “We’ll check that out.” He reviewed his notes. “Benjamin Blackwell lives here also, right?”
Quinn bobbed his head, surprised they hadn’t pushed on the details of his flight. “He does.”
“Is he here?” Hawk asked.
Quinn shook his head. “No. I haven’t seen him since I got home. I don’t know where he is.”
He kept his answers basic and acted unfazed by their visit. Any emotion would set off their instincts to dive deeper. 
“Mind if we chat with your mom?” Cole asked.
Quinn knew Cole was only asking as a courtesy. They came to talk with her and they didn’t need his permission. But as long as they were staying friendly, he would too.
He nodded. “Sure. She’s sitting out back on the patio. I’ll take you to her.”
Quinn led the men through the formal dining room that they never used, past the kitchen, and to the back door. He opened the door and poked his head out.
“Mom, there're some detectives here to ask you a few questions.”
His mom’s face showed her unease. He smiled in an attempt to bring a calm to the situation.
“It’s just a formality. Just answer whatever they ask and they’ll be done soon.”
She nodded, and he held his arm out to show the detectives outside. Once they were talking with his mom, Quinn turned to see that Teresa had followed.
When they were a few feet from the door, and Quinn thought the detectives couldn’t hear, he asked, “What’s going on? Why are my dad’s dog tags at a crime scene? Why are you here, acting like you know something about this? And more importantly, why did you lie to whom I assume are your colleagues?”
Teresa glanced at the sliding glass door, then back to him. 
“I didn’t lie,” she stated.
Semantics, and they both knew it. Quinn continued to stare her down, waiting her out.
“Fine. It was kind of a lie. I came here looking for Benny, but I was planning to see your mom, too, while I was here.”
“Were you coming to ask Ben about the dog tags?”
Teresa nodded.
“And the part about being just friends?” He hadn’t planned to ask about that, but the words just slipped out.
Teresa didn’t answer right away. He saw something in her eyes, but he couldn’t read what it was.
“It’s bad enough that I know your family. If they knew you and I were once in a relationship, they would assign somebody else to this case.

[image: ]

Cole and Hawk had left. Maria was now in the house, sitting on the couch, watching Teresa carefully.
“I’m sorry Maria. I didn’t know they would get here so fast,” Teresa said.
Maria nodded. “It’s fine, dear. They were just doing their job.”
Teresa bit her lip, processing what to do next. She wanted to know what Maria had told the detectives. If Benny was in trouble. But she didn’t want to cross any professional boundaries. Cole and Hawk were the detectives. It was their job to question people. It was her job to examine the body and the evidence that came with it.
Fortunately, Quinn asked for her.
“What did you tell them?” 
Maria sighed. “That I didn’t know where Ben was or when he’d be back. That I didn’t know how your dad’s dog tags ended up on a dead person. And that I know without a shadow of a doubt that Ben had nothing to do with whatever happened to the young man they found today.”
Okay. That was pretty much what Teresa had figured.
“Did you tell them anything else?” Quinn asked. “Like where you thought Ben might be?”
Maria shook her head.
“But you do have an idea where he might be.” Teresa held Maria’s gaze, confident she knew something.
Maria hesitated, then looked at Quinn. He gave a slight nod. Then Maria said, “I have some ideas. But I don’t know for sure.”
“Where?” The firmness in Quinn’s tone stirred memories Teresa had to push down. Quinn was what you would call an alpha male. He was a take charge type of person and did not back down easily. It was one of the things that had drawn her to him all those years ago. It was also what told her he wasn’t going to back down now from figuring this out. That could be to her advantage, since she didn’t plan to step back, either. 
But could she work with Quinn? She didn’t trust him. He would do what was best for him. 
But she also didn’t have many choices.
Maria looked between her and Quinn. Maria was obviously taking her cues from Quinn. Teresa glanced at Quinn to see what he would say.
Quinn eyed Teresa, then gave his mom a nod. “She wants to help.”
Shock rippled through her, but she masked it quickly. She didn’t want him to second guess his choice.
“Ben spends a lot of time at the library. He says he’s studying, but I think he’s there to hang out with friends. Maybe a girl.”
“When did you last see Ben?” Quinn asked.
Maria cringed.
“It’s okay, Mom,” Quinn reassured.
“Yesterday morning. Right before school. Later in the afternoon, I was having severe pain in my legs and had to lie down. I thought I heard the door at some point and assumed he had come home. But honestly, I don’t know. He didn’t come see me and I couldn’t get up.”
“It’s okay, Mom.” Quinn patted his mom’s knee. “But if he didn’t come home last night, he wasn’t at the library.”
“No, I suppose not. He could have been at any of his friends’ houses.” Maria frowned. “He could have been here, too. I just don’t know. I’m sorry.”
Quinn stood and paced across the room. Teresa could see the worry he was trying to hide from his mom. What was he thinking?
“Have you tried calling his phone?” Quinn asked.
“The detectives had me try that while they were here. He didn’t answer.”
Because he knew he was in trouble? Or because he was busy and a typical teenager who didn’t answer when his mom called?
“Is it normal for him to not answer?” Teresa decided to ask.
Maria shook her head. “He always answers when I call. With my health the way it is, he knows when I call that it’s important.”
Quinn and Teresa shared a look.
“Well, other than searching all of his friends' houses—which I’m sure the police are already doing—we’re not going to find him,” Quinn declared.
Teresa stood. “I think I better be going.”
Quinn stood and followed her to the door. Something in his eyes pulled her to him. It always had. Even after all these years and a devastating betrayal, she still had feelings for this man. When would they ever go away? 
She blinked and turned away. She hated that he still affected her.
“Thanks for looking out for Ben,” Quinn said softly.
Tears pricked at the back of her eyes. “Of course. It’s Benny. I just hope he’s okay. I’m worried for him.”
Quinn shoved his hands in his pockets, watching her. “It was good to see you, Teresa.”
Teresa nodded, unsure how to respond to that.
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Quinn lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, unable to sleep. It was after midnight and Ben hadn’t come home. The few friends Quinn had tried to call didn’t know where Ben was either. Where could he be? Was he in trouble? Or was this normal?
Clearly, Ben was taking advantage of their mom’s inability to keep an eye on him. 
Maggie had said things were bad. That Mom couldn’t take care of Ben by herself. He knew Maggie tried to help as much as possible, but she didn’t live here and she had her own life.
When his mission last year went upside down, he knew nothing would ever be the same. He had even considered coming home like the rest of his team. But the SEALs were his life. 
He didn’t know what else there was for him. 
Teresa had moved on. Maggie was living her life. He thought Ben was doing well, but obviously, his mom was not filling him in on everything. 
So, he went on another mission. 
This time with a different team. It wasn’t the same, and it seemed that during that time, everything around here started to fall apart. Mom had gotten worse. Ben was in trouble. Maggie wasn’t able to help—which wasn’t her fault, nor her responsibility. 
Quinn knew it wasn’t his either, but somehow it just felt like it was up to him to take care of them all. It always had. Ever since his dad died.
Nobody had ever put that on him, he just took it on. It’s what made him who he was. 
Quinn sighed. Tomorrow he would start asking around. Talk to Ben’s friends. See where he might be. Quinn’s gut was telling him that something was wrong. That Ben was in trouble.
It seemed that Teresa thought so as well. 
Seeing her today had thrown him. 
It wasn’t surprising that she had come over. No, his mom told him all the time just how sweet Teresa was. That Teresa came over every couple of months to see how she was doing. To say hi to Ben. It hurt when his mom shared those stories, but she always sounded so happy. He couldn’t tell her not to.
Quinn had known when he came home that he would eventually run into Teresa. They lived in the same town now and she stopped by here on occasion. But to see her just hours after coming home? He hadn’t been ready for that. Time away hadn’t done anything to help him move on, either. 
He still loved her. That much was clear. 
Quinn still had no idea what had happened. Things had been going so well between them. Then, one day, she moved on with someone else. It wasn’t like he could just stop by and talk it out. He was off grid for months at a time. And when he did try to work things out in person, it had been too late.
With a groan, Quinn smashed up his pillow and rolled over. He was in for a fitful night of sleep.






  
  Chapter three

Teresa entered the morgue, ready to get to work. She wouldn’t normally come in on a Sunday, but knew Cole and Hawk would want answers. 
She did as well. 
Teresa didn’t know if Benny had come home last night, but she knew he hadn’t been brought in to the station. So, either Cole and Hawk didn’t believe he was involved—which, at this point, evidence hadn’t proved one way or the other—or he hadn’t come home. That latter had her more worried.
She had called Maggie last night to get her take on Ben. Okay, and maybe Quinn, too. 
Maggie said she suspected Ben didn’t always come home every night. She thought he took advantage of their mom and snuck out with his friends. 
Teresa wasn’t shocked. 
What teenager wouldn’t take advantage of basically no supervision?
As for Quinn, Maggie informed Teresa that he was home for good. That he was looking for a place in town and was coming home to help take care of their mom. And maybe keep an eye on Ben. Teresa had been floored when Maggie shared that. Quinn was career military. She never thought he would leave. Things with their mom must be worse than she thought. Maria was always good at masking her pain. 
Quinn would do anything to take care of those he loved. 
Despite how their relationship ended, she knew he always put others first. 
As much as she hated to see things from his perspective, the end of their relationship probably centered on that thought. Walking away was not what was best for her. But it likely had been for his mom. That should make her feel better, but instead it cut deeper. Why did he have to be such a noble hero? It made it harder for her to hate him. 
She gave a sardonic laugh. Love or hate, Quinn had always been good at evoking powerful emotions from her.

Fifteen-year-old Teresa rummaged through the fridge at the Blackwell’s house. Maggie had sent her in for a snack. She grabbed the fixings to make a sandwich and went to place everything on the counter. When she turned, she bumped into someone, nearly losing her sandwich makings.
“Sorry.” Teresa looked up to find Quinn looking devilishly handsome in his leather jacket. She cleared her throat. “I didn’t see you there.”
Quinn just smiled.
“What?” Teresa prayed the heat she felt didn’t show on her face. Being around Quinn had always given her all the feels. But she had always been able to tamp it down. 
Until recently. 
Their friendly banter had turned more flirtatious in the last few weeks, and it had her off kilter. But even if she thought the world of him, she was just Maggie’s snooty friend, rebelling against her father by being here. Not someone Quinn would be interested in. Not like Becca or any of the other girls that hung around Quinn and Connor.
“Nothing.” He shook his head like he had changed his mind on something. “Looks like we were thinking the same thing.”
He was thinking the same thing as her? No way. Nuh, huh. Definitely not. He couldn’t possibly be thinking—
“A sandwich.” Quinn chuckled, as if he could read her thoughts.
“Right. A sandwich.”
“Isn’t that what you were thinking?”
Teresa slowly nodded. “Yep. That’s what I was thinking. About sandwiches. You want me to make you one?”
Really Teresa?
“I can make my own.” His flirtatious tone now gone.
“I don’t mind.” She mentally groaned. This was painfully awkward.
Quinn nodded. “Okay, just no mustard.”
Teresa’s brows rose. “Who puts mustard on sandwiches? Gross.”
Quinn shrugged, his lips turned up in a half smile. “I figured you high-society girls were fancy like that.”
“High-society?”
“Yeah. You know, the social elite. The trust fund types.”
Anger boiled up. She suspected he and Connor felt this way about her. At least Connor, the way he always joked about it. But Quinn had always been so kind she wanted to believe it wasn’t true. 
Maggie didn’t see her that way. 
Maria didn’t see her that way.
She hated it when people judged her because her family had money. “Are you kidding me right now? Social elite? Trust fund? Other than the fact that my parents have more money than they know what to do with, you and I are the same.”
“Are you sure about that? Because I’m pretty sure you hang out here to goad your father. Am I right? Because he wouldn’t approve of you hanging out here.” Quinn took a step closer, a full smile now on his face. 
She thought he might be teasing, but this wasn’t funny to her.
Teresa narrowed her eyes. Did he really think she thought she was better than him, than his family? If anything, it was the other way around. They were so good. And her family… Well, they were… Selfish, self-absorbed.
“I am not here to “goad” my father. Does he think less of people who are different than him? Yes. Do I agree with him? No. And I would think you would know that.”
“How would I know that?” he pushed. “You like to flirt with trouble to push his buttons. And in your family, I am trouble with a capital T.”
How could he possibly think that? 
“How dare you!” Teresa stood toe to toe with Quinn. “If I were looking for trouble, you are the last place I would look. People may think you’re such a bad boy, hanging back in the shadows in your leather jacket and rugged good looks, but I know the truth.”
Quinn’s brows shot up this time. “Is that so?”
“Yes.” Teresa took a half step back and softened her voice. “I know what people say about you, but I see something different. Someone different. You could be playing football like Connor, about to get a scholarship to some big fancy university, but instead you quit the team to work two jobs just to help your mom take care of your family.”
Quinn blinked a few times, obviously not knowing she knew about that.
“You go to church every Sunday and lead a men’s group on Wednesday nights. You take your mom to all her doctor appointments, even if you have to miss school. You are kind to everyone at school and you always put other people first. When you graduate, you’re going to enlist in the military to help save the world, just like your dad did. You’re a good person, Quinn. I would never use you to get back at my dad. It wouldn’t work. You’re not that kind of person.”
Before Teresa knew what was happening, Quinn’s hand was on her cheek and his lips covered hers. It was a sweet, soft kiss that ended too quickly. But it was enough to spark a fire in her and want more.
“What was that for?” Teresa asked.
“For seeing the real me.” 

“Good morning!” Parker’s overly cheery voice jolted Teresa out of her head.
She focused on her assistant and grumbled, “Morning.”
Parker tilted his head, studying her. “Where were you just now?”
Teresa frowned. “Somewhere dangerous.” 
Memories of Quinn were very dangerous. Especially ones that brought up those intense feelings he made her feel so easily. If Teresa was going to help Benny, she was not done seeing Quinn. Nothing good would come from stirring up old feelings.
“Let’s get to work. We have a busy day today.”
Parker nodded and grabbed some gloves.
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Teresa knocked on the open door to Cole’s office, not surprised he had come in to the office himself. He was a man of faith and didn’t often miss church on Sundays, but the murder of a teenager was a pretty big deal. She knew either Cole or Hawk would come in to work on this case. Cole must have drawn the short stick this time.
Cole looked up. “Hey Teresa. What do you have?”
“Raymond Davenport died around 6 p.m. Friday evening. Cause of death was blunt force trauma. He had bruising from an altercation that likely happened earlier in the week. I have the trace evidence from under his fingernails processing. I also found more touch evidence on his clothes. More DNA and traces of heroin.”
Cole nodded in thought.
Teresa wanted to ask about Benny, but worried Cole would see how personally invested she was.
Cole referred to the report in front of him. “We spoke to several students from the school yesterday. Many of them believed that Raymond was dealing, so the drugs aren’t that surprising. A few also mentioned an altercation he had with another student.”
“Oh, yeah?” Teresa said, schooling her emotions.
Cole nodded again, watching her for a reaction. “He was seen fighting with Benjamin Blackwell.”
Teresa’s stomach clenched. She felt dizzy. She had to sit down. This wasn’t good. If Benny had gotten into a fight with Raymond Davenport, she felt certain she would find evidence of Benny on Raymond.
“What is your connection to this family again?” Cole asked.
Teresa found herself sinking into the chair across the desk from Cole. “Um… I grew up with the Blackwells. Maggie… Maggie Blackwell was—is—one of my best friends.”
Cole’s head bobbed up and down. “Are you going to have a problem with this case?”
Teresa’s eyes shot up to Cole’s. “No! Not at all.”
“Because if you—”
“I won’t. I mean, I don’t have a problem with this case. Yes, I know the family. But I can do my job. Both you and Hawk have worked cases you were close to.”
“I know. And I trust you. I just had to ask.”
Teresa nodded. Good. 
Cole wasn’t going to suggest she step back. She knew she could do her job. She would follow the evidence wherever it led. Because she knew it wouldn’t lead to Benny. There was no way. Benny would never hurt anyone.
“Have you located Ben yet?” Teresa asked weakly. She figured the answer was no, or Cole wouldn’t be in his office right now, but interviewing Benny.
Cole shook his head. “We’re still looking. You have any ideas where to look?”
Teresa wished she did. “No. I asked his mom, but she just said he spent time at the library and his friend’s houses.” 
Teresa knew Cole was a parent of two little girls. And she knew that look he gave. “Maria Blackwell got sick a long time ago and there were some long-term side effects. She’s in pain a lot. It’s hard for her to know everything that’s going on at home.”
“She mentioned that. I’m not judging. It just makes finding him more difficult.” Cole sighed and shifted his head from side to side, stretching his neck. “If you discover his location, you’ll let us know?”
“Of course.”
“Good. Something tells me you will find him before we do.”
Teresa started to disagree, then stopped. Cole knew her well enough to know, if she had a personal connection to this case, she would work every angle until she found the truth.
She nodded, then stood and left Cole’s office.






  
  Chapter four

Quinn pulled a sip from his beer and looked across the room at his SEAL buddies. He had forgotten they were coming over for a BBQ today. When they heard he was coming home for good, they said a celebration was in order. He hadn’t been so sure then, and now he wished he hadn’t agreed to it. He needed to be out looking for Ben. 
Ben still had yet to come home. 
Quinn had spoken to as many friends of Ben that he could find yesterday. None of them had seen him. 
That didn’t mean Ben wasn’t there. They could have been lying for him, but Quinn had hoped the urgency had come across and he was inclined to believe them.
He had planned to talk with the neighbors today and see if they knew anything when his buddies had come over. And as much as he wanted to find Ben and figure out what was going on, he wasn’t even certain Ben had anything to do with the body found at the school. Ben could show up any minute and life would resume as normal. Or as normal as his life could be now.
Quinn watched as Remy made his way over. “How’s your mom doing?” 
Remy was one of the few who had walked away fairly unscathed. They all had haunts from their days overseas, but some had come back with more battle wounds than others. 
Quinn shrugged. “She’s been better.”
Remy glance to the back door where Quinn knew his mom sat on the bench out back. It was her favorite place to be, and she sat there whenever she could. Considering some days she couldn’t even get out of bed, he was glad to see her enjoying it today.
“You gonna be able to get a place of your own?” Remy asked.
“I don’t know. I had planned to. But Mom’s worse than I thought. And Ben is MIA.” Quinn shot Remy with a knowing look. “I don’t expect him to be here taking care of her. But if he’s disappearing for days, that’s not good for Mom, either.”
Remy nodded, and Quinn knew he understood. Remy had a couple of younger sisters who caused his parents plenty of grief. Teenagers were difficult to begin with. Add to that a parent who can’t be present all the time and it became ten times more difficult.
The doorbell rang, then opened by whomever rang it. His whole team made themselves at home at everyone’s house. They were family.
Melanie Bishop walked through the door, and Remy’s eyes darted to Quinn’s. 
“Did you know she was coming?” Remy asked.
“Linc said he invited her. I wasn’t sure she would come. I’m glad she did.”
Melanie—or Mel—as they all called her, was Miles' widow. Quinn was glad Linc had invited her, but seeing her now brought back painful memories. Memories he tried to bury by joining a different team for another mission. It hadn’t worked. 
Linc and Wolf spotted her and called out their greetings.
“Mel! Good to see you.”
“Glad you could make it.”
Mel smiled shyly. Then her eyes found his. Quinn could still see the pain there. She jerked her gaze away. Quinn had only seen her twice since that fateful day he showed up at her door to inform her that her husband had died in combat, and the pain still looked fresh. But she had come. That was a good sign.
Quinn had seen others lose their lives in combat, but Miles was the only loved one notification he had ever had to give. He didn’t ever want to do it again. He was a protector, a rescuer. It cut him apart to see Mel hurting so bad.
Remy glanced at him, and Quinn knew he felt the same. 
“She’ll get there,” Remy encouraged.
Quinn nodded, knowing Remy was right. “I just wish there was something I could do.”
“You are, man. You are.” Remy slapped Quinn on the shoulder.
“I mean more.” Quinn looked at Remy. “There are so many people out there, like Mel. Or Linc, or Wolf. They need more than what’s out there to help.”
Linc had been hit by an IED on their last mission together. He lost his leg and was lucky to be alive. Miles hadn’t been so lucky. Wolf
[image: ]





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
a_mus?

®

JENNIFER ODENS






OEBPS/images/4963665b-b6dc-4017-91b0-ce8a4e068b5d.png







