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      The sky was overcast and squeezing the rain out of dark gray clouds like there was no tomorrow, which suited her just fine. It matched her mood, and if she had to feel this morose, there was no reason why everybody else couldn’t join her.

      Keeping her bared head bowed, Saoirse made her way down the busy sidewalk, oblivious to those people who accidentally bumped elbows with her. The moment they paused to say, “Excuse me,” and caught a glimpse of her face, they either backed away or mumbled something about “those fucking vamps.”

      Stopping at the corner to wait for the light to change, she looked at her reflection in the little grocery store’s window. Unlike most of her kind, she didn’t care to mask her complexion with flesh-toned concealers, or wear the colored contacts to hide her real eye color. She was proud of who she was. Or rather, what she was. And besides, in her line of work, she was able to use it to great advantage to intimidate others when she needed to.

      Crossing the street, she proceeded across the parking lot and entered the precinct via the front doors. As she entered, Sal Pascelli hailed her from the front desk.

      “Bronner! Got a couple of messages for you. Plus the captain wants to see you ASAP.”

      She took the two pieces of paper from the officer and proceeded down the hallway toward her cubicle. Once she was inside the tiny space, she removed her coat and shook off the wetness, to little avail. At least she wasn’t soaked through and through.

      She glanced at the first message, then tossed it on the desk. The second one, however, made her pause.

      Call Aaron

      Snorting, she also threw it onto her computer keyboard before heading for the captain’s office.

      She sensed the room was empty before she reached it. Sure enough, Dovfeld yelled at her from across the room.

      “They’re in Meeting Room Two!”

      Giving the man a smile and a wave of thanks, she made a sharp right down the hallway where the larger conference room was located. Since she was having to meet him in the bigger facility it told her two things: this wasn’t a one-on-one get together, and to be meeting in the war room meant it was something major. She wondered how many more people were involved.

      As before, as she approached the door, she sensed the presence of two more of her kind. Who they were remained a mystery until she turned the knob and let herself inside. Immediately she recognized Chotsky and Myers, which didn’t surprise her. They’d gone through the academy together. What did give her pause were, aside from the captain, the other three humans. All of them were standing instead of sitting, and none of them were in uniform. One man in particular caught her eye. She returned his glare with one of her own, and she’d swear she saw him flinch a teeny-tiny bit when he saw her eyes.

      “Glad to have you join us, Bronner,” Captain Blake greeted her. Of course, the man knew ahead of time she was coming. Either Chotsky or Myers would have told him.

      “All right. Now that we’re all here, I’m going to inform you of the department’s plan. First off, you’ve probably noticed by now that you vamps have not been assigned any uniforms or weapons since your graduation from the academy. By the way, Bronner, congrats on the exceptional scores.”

      Saoirse nodded but didn’t verbally respond. Her scores hadn’t surprised her. Although most of her kind were very lackadaisical about their outcomes whenever they were put through their paces, she enjoyed challenging herself. She knew humans couldn’t compete, so she dared herself to best her own scores. Plus, it kept her in tip-top form.

      “Is there a reason why we weren’t issued those items?” Chotsky asked, getting right to the point.

      “Yep,” Blake acknowledged. “Because you are your own weapon.”

      She stifled a groan. Same song, second verse.

      “So, let me get this straight,” Myers spoke up. “You’re not putting vamps in uniforms, or giving us any guns.”

      “No.”

      “Then why did we go through all that training?”

      Saoirse narrowed her eyes at Myers. There was a lot he was holding back, and she could probably guess what he was thinking. Everyone already knew vamps were superior in almost every way to normal humans. Which is why they hadn’t been surprised when their Chancellery had informed them that the government had decided to put some of them in the military and other law enforcement units, including the police and sheriff departments.

      The captain answered the unspoken question. “Five years ago, your people came out of the proverbial closet and let the rest of the world know about you. Since then, we’ve seen a rise in crime by vamps, and against vamps. It’s almost become an epidemic. So the bigwigs got it in their heads to recruit a few of you to see if we could nip a lot of this shit in the bud. But the problem arises that you’re faster and stronger than we humans. And even though you’re vulnerable to bullets, you can disarm one of us quicker than you can say, ‘Boo.’ If we put a uniform on you, you’re gonna stick out like sore thumbs.”

      “So what you’re trying to say is we’re going undercover,” Saoirse clarified.

      Pointing a finger at her, Blake clicked his tongue. “Exactly. If the bad guys and vamps don’t know you’re one of us, the better chance we’ll have to overtake them.”

      “Or so the story goes,” one of the humans, the one who hadn’t taken his eyes off of her, dryly remarked.

      “And that’s why I brought you three in,” the captain addressed the humans. “Each one of you is going to be partnered up with one of the new recruits. You’re to show them the ropes from our end.” He turned to Saoirse and her fellow vamps. “Likewise, you’re going to give our men tips and pointers from your perspective. Are we on the same page here?”

      Everyone nodded, but she could tell the humans weren’t enthused.

      One of the humans commented. “Cap, exactly what kind of ropes are we to show them? They already know protocol and all, from their classes at the academy.”

      “I’ve already got three cases to assign you.” Going over to the table, Blake grabbed three manila folders and handed one to each of the human cops. “There’s your new assignments. That and a new partner. Dover, you’re with Chotsky. Manning, Myers. And Valenti…” He smiled at the man who was already flinching with the revelation. “You get Bronner.”

      Valenti. That has to be Jake Valenti, she mentally told herself. She’d seen his name numerous times on the scoreboards whenever they had to undergo another test. But his scores were at least eight years old. That meant he’d been on the force for eight years.

      The other two pairs quickly departed the room. Captain Blake stared at the two of them left. “Well? Is there a problem?”

      Valenti sighed. “No, sir.”

      “Of course there is,” their superior automatically snapped back. “Otherwise you’d be out that door with the others.” Walking up to the man, the captain faced him full-on. “Listen. I understand where you’re coming from. You’re scared. Hell, we’re all scared.”

      Saoirse kept her attention focused on her new partner, reading his body language like his thoughts were being written in black ink on his face. Yes, he was frightened, and she could understand. It wasn’t every day you found out you had to place your life and trust in the hands of a vampire.

      Blake continued. “If you have any reservations, tell me now, and I’ll get Arterberry in here to take your place.”

      That seemed to do the trick.

      “Arterberry? That shyster couldn’t hit a target if it was standing three feet in front of him! Why do you think we call him ‘Stormtrooper’? And don’t get me started on his driving! Cap.” He waved an arm at Saoirse. “Let me work with her. I’ll get her up to snuff in a heartbeat.”

      “It’s nice to hear you heap such praise on your fellow officer, Valenti. You know I picked you because you’re among our best. But I’m not ordering you to do this. I explained that to you up front. If you have any reservations, any, tell me now. I promise it won’t go against your record.”

      Valenti threw a final glance at her. Steel determination now masked his handsome face.

      She started. His handsome face? Where the hell did that come from?

      “I’ll work with her, Cap. And I promise you won’t be disappointed.”
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      The rain had let up by the time Saoirse followed him out to the parking lot. She said nothing when he slid underneath the steering wheel. If he had expected her to object, or make a comment about the arrangement, he’d have to live with disappointment. She preferred not to drive, and would much rather use that time to observe their surroundings. It gave her the opportunity to use her innate senses to get a feel for the world around them.

      “All right. Let’s have a look at what we’re supposed to be working on,” Valenti muttered, holding out a hand.

      Setting the file folder on the console between them, she flipped it open. “Do you want to read this, or let me give you the important details?”

      He sat back, an amused grin on his face. “I’ll let you do the honors.”

      She immediately realized he had a thin upper lip but a full lower one. Her observation of that little detail irritated her. Silently berating herself, she skimmed the contents.

      “So what are we looking at? A hate crime? A kidnapping?”

      “What makes you think it’s vamp related?” she quipped.

      “Because it only makes sense that’s the kind the captain would send us out on.”

      “Well, I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but it’s neither of those things. In fact, it’s not even about vamps.”

      The disappointment on his face was priceless. “What’s it about?”

      Closing the folder, she met him eye-to-eye. There was a momentary flinch, so quick she almost didn’t catch it.

      “Let’s get it all out in the open. If we’re going to make this partnership become anything but a major failure, we have to be up front and honest with each other right now.” She paused slightly. “You either didn’t want to be teamed up with a vamp, or you didn’t want to be teamed up with a female vamp. Which one is it?”

      He studied her for a long moment before reaching inside his jacket pocket and pulling out a folded sheet of paper. Opening it, he held it out. “We were told ahead of time we’d be teamed up with your kind. This was a purely voluntary assignment. I just wasn’t expecting to see…” He cut off the last part, but she got the drift.

      She took the paper from him and skimmed it. “My appearance threw you off. Is that it?”

      “Yeah. Sort of. Why don’t you…”

      The paper contained a brief explanation of the assignment and the names of the vamps who’d be included. There was nothing here that contained anything new. She handed it back to him. “Why don’t I cover it all up and try to appear human?”

      He blanched slightly, proving she was on target. “Yeah.”

      “Because most, if not all humans, have that same reaction you did when you first saw me. Especially my eyes.” She cast him a sardonic grin. “It’s really more of a personal preference. And I guess I get a kick out of seeing how humans react.”

      “Vamps don’t react that way when they see one of their own without, uhh, makeup?”

      She turned her grin sideways. “We already know we’re in the presence of one of our own long before we see them.”

      “Really.” He was honestly impressed. And curious.

      “Bet you have a lot of questions for me.”

      “Thousands.”

      “Good. There’s nothing I hate more than awkward silence.”

      This got a chuckle out of him. He scanned the paper again. “Chad Myers. Andrew Chotsky. They both have normal names.”

      She automatically saw where this was going.

      “But you…Say-ors—”

      “’Seer-shah.’”

      He glanced up at her.

      “It’s pronounced ‘Seer-shah.’ It’s Irish. Gaelic.”

      “Irish?”

      “My mother’s family’s from there.” Checking around the parking lot, she pointed toward the entrance. “I think we should be moving out before someone notes we’re still here.”

      He started the engine. “Where to?”

      “Sixteen twenty Donnaville Boulevard.”

      Valenti frowned. “That sounds familiar. That’s Crowder’s Pharmacy, isn’t it?”

      “Yep. They got broken into last night. We’re to investigate.”

      He threw her a side eye. “I bet lunch it’s vamp related.”

      Saoirse smiled. “You’re on.”

      Once they were on the road, Valenti resumed their conversation. “You said your family’s from Ireland?”

      “My mother’s side. My dad’s side is originally from Germany. They immigrated there a few generations back.”

      “But Saoirse is Irish?”

      “Yes.”

      “You don’t have an Irish accent.”

      “You don’t have an Italian accent, either.”

      He cast her a perplexed look. “That’s because I’m not from… Oh. All right. Hell, I got it.”

      She burst out laughing.

      Traffic was light, and they made good time to the pharmacy. Valenti parked in the rear. “Who’s our contact?”

      “Avery Irving, the pharmacist.”

      Together they entered the store and went directly to the back where the prescriptions were filled. Saoirse noted how people who saw her immediately gave her a wide berth as she passed them until they spotted her badge she wore hanging on a chain around her neck.

      As they approached the dispensary, a female clerk saw them and notified an older woman in a white coat standing behind her. Irving stoically watched Saoirse as they drew closer. Valenti must have noticed the woman’s hesitation, and took control of the situation.

      “Ms. Irving?”

      “Yes.” The pharmacist’s gaze never wavered from Saoirse.

      “I’m Detective Valenti.” He poked a thumb in Saoirse’s direction. “This is Officer Bronner. We’re here to talk with you about the break-in.”

      Irving waved for them to follow her over to the other side of the store. Opening a small gate, she ushered them into her office and closed the door behind them.

      Saoirse motioned to her partner. “I’m going to check out the scene. See if I can get anything.”

      He nodded. “Sure thing.”

      As expected, the pharmacist visibly relaxed at the prospect of her leaving. That was good. If the woman felt more comfortable without her around, chances were good she’d be more open to his questions.

      It was easy to find the location of the break-in. Saoirse studied the shattered drive-through window. There didn’t appear to be any blood, which meant the person responsible must have worn gloves or other protective gear.

      Yet there was a scent…

      She gave it a couple of sniffs, when the clerk commented, “It had to be a kid, or real skinny person to wriggle through it.”

      “If they’re an addict, they’d be thin enough,” she remarked. Turning her head, she looked full-on at the young woman. “What exactly was taken?” To her surprise, the girl held her ground, and Saoirse mentally praised her.

      “So far, all we’ve discovered missing are the blood thinners.”

      Saoirse went on alert. “The blood thinners?”

      “Yes.” The young woman rattled off several of the more popular brands.

      “You said all of them are gone?” Saoirse verified.

      “Yes.”

      “And nothing else? None of the harder drugs?”

      The girl shook her head.

      “You’re sure of that?”

      “Positive. We double-checked. In fact, none of the cabinets where we keep the strictly controlled ones locked up were touched.”

      “Show me where you kept the blood thinners,” Saoirse requested.

      The shelf was totally bare. And, as the clerk had said, nothing else appeared to have been touched. Even with her unique eyesight, Saoirse couldn’t detect any scratch marks on the locks, which would have indicated someone had tried.

      She returned to the empty shelf. Again, her senses alerted her. Leaning in, she took a deep sniff, then gave the girl a smile. “Thank you.”

      “Don’t mention it.”

      When Saoirse returned to the office, Valenti was exiting, along with the pharmacist. “We good?” he asked her.

      Nodding, she asked, “We done here?”

      “Yeah.” He turned to thank Irving for her time and cooperation. It wasn’t until they were outside and heading back to the car that he remarked, “That turned out to be a dead end. Guess we’ll have to wait on forensics. See what they have to report.”

      “Not quite,” Saoirse replied.

      “Why? What did you find?”

      Managing a half smile, she answered, “I found out I owe you lunch.”
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      They pulled into a Gas-n-Go. While Valenti filled up the car, Saoirse went inside the store to get them both coffees. She found him sitting inside the vehicle where he’d pulled it up to the front door. Handing him the two cups through the driver’s side window before getting in on the passenger side, she smiled at his look of disbelief when she lifted the lid off hers and added creamer and sugar. “Let me guess. You were expecting it to be blood.”

      “I know these store now carry it. I just wasn’t expecting you to drink coffee instead.”

      She stirred the contents. “Tell me, Valenti. Do you like donuts?”

      “Uhhh, yeah.”

      “But you can’t exist solely on them, can you? You eventually need a little protein and fiber in your diet, right?”

      He took a sip of his drink. “I see where you’re coming from. You can drink anything, maybe eat anything you want, but eventually you’ll have to have your hemoglobin. Is that it?”

      “Correcto.” She blew on the hot liquid. “Besides, it has to be kept warm, or else it coagulates. And, frankly, I hate coagulated blood. Even though these places manage to keep it warm enough to prevent it from congealing, reheated blood is a lot like coffee that’s been sitting in an urn to long.”

      “You can drink it, but it tastes like shit, right?”

      “Right.”

      He drove them over to the end of the parking lot and away from the front of the store so they could sit and enjoy their beverages. “So give,” Valenti demanded. “How did I win the bet?”

      “All that was taken was blood thinners, and only that. They took their whole stash.”

      He stared at her over the rim of his paper cup, and she finally noticed he had brown eyes. Light brown eyes, like the color of weak tea.

      Fuck. What difference does it make?

      “Just the blood thinners?” he clarified.

      “And they gained entry through the drive-through window.”

      “Irving said the same thing. Must’ve been a skinny thief.”

      “That’s what I said, too.” She smiled.

      “And you know a vamp’s behind this how?”

      “I smelled them. I smelled their trace scents they left behind.” She watched his face as she anticipated his next question. “Yes, we can smell each other. Each of us has a scent that’s as specific as a fingerprint to us. And, also yes, if I come across the person who crawled through that window and stole those drugs, I would recognize them.”

      “From their smell?”

      “Their scent, yes.”

      He grunted and took another swallow. “What would vamps need blood thinners for?”

      She gave him her best “you gotta be kidding me” look.

      Valenti grunted. “I thought your kind already has a blood thinning agent in your saliva. Or is that another fallacy?”

      “That part’s true. We do, and it does.”

      “So why the medication?” He gazed off into the distance. “And that much of it? Unless you’re wanting to turn a bunch of people into hemophiliacs. Maybe…”

      He was so close to her own train of thought.

      “Or maybe they’re getting ready to throw a big party, and need it for the punch bowl,” he continued, half-jesting.

      “It’s possible.”

      “Or if you have…”

      “Go on.”

      “Some dead bodies.” His eyes grew wider. “And you’re wanting to preserve their blood to drink later.” He turned to her. “The kidnappings.”

      She just nodded. “We can’t rule it out.”

      “Fuck.”

      “You took the word right out of my mouth.”

      They hurried back to the police station to confront Capt. Blake in his office. After filling the man in on what they’d found, Valenti added, “This wasn’t your typical break-in or drug theft.”

      “And you’re positive vamps are behind it?” The man glanced over at Saoirse.

      “I’d stake my freshly minted badge on it,” she replied. A snort from her partner got her attention. “What?”

      “You’d stake? Fine choice of words, Bronner.”

      She rolled her eyes. When she turned back to the captain, he wore a grin. “You, too?”

      “I’m just pleased to see you both have come to a mutual understanding. So what’s your next move?” His attention bounced between them. “Ideas? Suggestions?”

      “I want to see what forensics has to report,” Saoirse told him.

      “For what appears to be a typical break-in?” Blake shook his head. “Sorry to disappoint you, but unless there’s a body attached, forensics doesn’t get involved.” His eyes narrowed at Valenti. “You know that.”

      Saoirse gave him a grim stare. “Vamps took those blood thinners. That tells me there will be bodies attached, if there hasn’t been already.”

      “Who’s working the kidnapping cases?” Valenti asked.

      “Squires and Bristol.”

      “Let us join them,” Saoirse requested.

      “I can’t,” Blake firmly stated. “Not until I get more evidence to convince me your case and those kidnappings are connected.” He stared directly at Saoirse. “Other than the fact that you seemed to have smelled one.”

      “I did,” she firmly countered.

      “And you know which vamp did it?”

      “No. But if I smell them again, I’ll be able to peg ‘em.”

      “Out of how many vamps who live in this city? And that’s going on the wild assumption the vamp who might have done it actually lives here, and didn’t drive in from out of town.”

      “It wasn’t an out-of-town vamp.”

      “How do you know?” Valenti questioned her. She heard a hint of amusement in his voice, but for some reason she knew he wasn’t making fun of her. He believed her, and was enjoying this moment when she’d dropped the hammer on their boss.

      “Vamps who’ve lived here a while… Well, their scent is different from those who haven’t.”

      “They got the stink of the city on them, on top of their own smell?” Blake pressed, not yet convinced, but going along with her remark.

      Straightening, Saoirse pursed her lips. “Go ahead. Don’t believe me. In time, you’ll discover what we’ve been able to do all along. It’s how we’ve kept ourselves secret for all these millennia. It’s how we’ve been able to stay undetected.”

      “Until a few assholes got it in their head to go on a spree, and thus revealed your little secret,” Valenti quipped angrily.

      “Yeah.” She looked at the both of them. “And then it took us nearly three more years before you guys were willing to accept the fact that there are good vamps as well as the bad ones. Just like you humans, the majority of us aren’t predatory creatures the way your books and movies depict us.” She chuckled. “The irony that few people managed to see was that in your books and movies, humans are depicted as good guys and bad guys, too, but you weren’t willing to give us that benefit of a doubt.”

      Captain Blake leaned back in his chair. “Let me think on this a bit. In the meantime, go file your report. I’ll forward a copy to the commissioner and see what he has to say.”

      “While you’re at it, call Chotsky and Myers. They’ll tell you exactly the same thing I did. Cap, you know we have enhanced abilities. The department brought us in to give you a leg up in working on your cases. I’m trying to give you that edge, but you’re not listening.”

      “Oh, I’m listening, Bronner.”

      “Then you’re selecting to ignore me,” she flatly accused him, and pointed behind her. “When I was at the academy, Sergeant Plover repeatedly told us to trust our gut. We vamps found that bit of wisdom silly.”

      “Silly?”

      “Ridiculous. Absurd,” she continued. “And do you know why? Because that’s how we’ve been able to survive this long. By listening to our gut. By following our instincts.” She tapped a forefinger on the edge of the desk. “And now that I tell you what I know to be the truth, you’re simply dismissing it because you ‘need’…” She made air quotes with her hands. “Evidence.”

      “A judge or jury won’t convict a defendant without evidence,” the captain stated.

      She shot back, “A vamp judge and jury would if presented with vamp evidence.”

      Blake stared unseeing at his computer monitor as his fingers drummed the desk mat. Saoirse checked with Valenti, and saw the man was adrift in his own thoughts, his head down as he rubbed his lower lip. After what seemed like an abnormally long time, the captain sighed and placed his elbows on his desk, clasping his hands together.

      “All right. I’m going to bat for you two.” Lifting his eyes to them, he tried to smile but failed. “Let me run your assumption by Chotsky and Myers. If they validate your claim, I’ll notify Squires and Bristol, and let them know you’re willing to come aboard. I’ll keep you posted on if and what I hear back.”

      “And in the meantime, what do we do?” Valenti queried.

      “Go file your reports. I should have your next assignment ready by the time you turn them in.”

      Knowing they’d been dismissed, Saoirse walked out of the office with Valenti right behind her. She went directly to her cubicle and realized that her new partner didn’t continue on to his. Instead, he lingered in the doorway, leaning against the prefabricated wall.

      She dropped into her chair and turned on her computer. “Something on your mind?”

      “Yeah. If you can detect their scent, can you track them?”

      She glanced up. He was deadly serious. “Like a bloodhound?”

      “Yeah. Could you pick up the scent and follow it?”

      “It’s possible. But the rain’s probably washed it away, if there was anything there in the first place. Chances are the perp hopped into a car and drove off.”

      “I thought it was worth checking out. Oh, one more thing. Let’s say vamps are behind this—” He held up a hand to stay her retort. “And that they’re not just humans who hired a vamp to steal the drugs. If vamps inject their victims with blood thinners, won’t that chemical alter the taste?”

      “It does. To most vamps, they don’t mind the aftertaste. You’d be surprised how much blood is already tainted with medical chemicals. Some even consider it a tasty alternative, the same way people put vanilla, or cinnamon, or mocha flavorings in their coffee.”

      “Hmm. I never thought of it like that. Thanks for the enlightenment.”

      Tossing him a smile, she turned her back on him and signed onto her device. Eventually he walked away, and for some unexplainable reason, she wished he’d stayed. She found his questioning refreshing. And it had been too long since she’d been able to explain herself without condemnation.
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      Her cell phone pinged. Knowing it couldn’t be Valenti, she opened it anyway, curious to know who was trying to reach her. She half-expected to see a message from Bethany.

      It was from Aaron.

      “Shit. Might as well get this over with.” Opening the app, she quickly texted him back.

      Can’t talk. I’m at work.

      We gotta talk. It’s impt.

      Not now. Ltr.

      When he didn’t respond, she slipped the cell back into her pocket and finished filling out the incident report.

      An inter-office message dropped into her email box seconds after she filed her statement and before she signed off. Opening it, Saoirse quickly scanned the contents, then shut down her computer and hurried for the captain’s office.

      Blake was on the desk phone when she knocked and let herself in. Valenti hurried in to join her moments later. She gave him a questioning glance, which he answered with a shrug.

      “Yeah. Okay. Thanks for getting back with me. I’ll let them know immediately. All right. Later.” He started talking before the receiver was on the cradle. “Time to haul it to the eighteen hundred block of Wilcox. We got a body.”

      Valenti opened his mouth to say something, but she shoved him out of the doorway. He dashed along beside her, hard-pressed to keep up until they reached the parking lot. Saoirse veered toward the passenger side, earning an astonished glance from her partner.

      She attached the revolving light to the dashboard and hit the siren on their otherwise unmarked vehicle as he peeled out. He kept the car just over the speed limit, but his hands were sure on the wheel, and he kept his eyes locked on the road. It wasn’t until they reached Portofino Boulevard that he finally spoke. “Do you know how to drive?’

      “Of course, I do.”

      “Then why did you take the passenger seat?”

      “Because it enables me to get a feel for the city.”

      He didn’t say anything more, and he didn’t look over at her. Not at the speed they were going. She observed the way the city gave way to the outskirts until they reached the small subdivision that bordered a wooded area. Saoirse saw the sign that welcomed them to Shady Oaks Estates when Valenti turned in.

      They made it to Wilcox Road less than ten minutes after they’d left the station. The street wound around to where a small park and playground fronted the woods. Two police cars and one unmarked were already at the scene, and yellow tape cordoned off the park. Valenti flashed his badge at the cop guarding the area, and the man waved them through.

      Two more uniformed officers stood nearby as they pulled up to park. Getting out of the car, one of them led her and Valenti into the trees, following a narrow, unmarked path to where another marked-off area was located. Here they met up with two detectives she
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