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Lucy severed the connection to her first love when
the seduction of college life pulled at her desires. Now in their
thirties, Lucy returns home to cover a story where Detective Erica
Chance plays a central character. Erica has spent a decade trying
to banish the memory of Lucy, and on the surface, she has
succeeded. Now, the reporter is back in her life, insisting she is
a valued resource in the search for their hometown’s first serial
killer. Old wounds are opened and new enemies are discovered as
Lucy tries to take her chance.
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Chapter One

Lucy Rodriguez heard the clicking back and forth
along the side of her bed. The small circles were next, and then
the whimpering. She pulled herself over to the corner and peeked
out from underneath the covers. A golden puff of happiness and
fluff danced back and forth with her leash in her mouth.

“No, Holly.” She moaned. “Just five more
minutes.”

The dog paused, blinking. Holly knew just as well as
she did that it wouldn’t be five more minutes. Lucy would get up
now to do her bidding. The Pomeranian had become the boss the day
she brought her home from the rescue shelter. The only thing that
changed in the last two years was that Holly gained a little more
control every day.

“Don’t look at me like that.”

Holly did another small circle and added a bounce for
good measure.

“Fine.” She pulled the covers off and swung her feet
over the side of the bed. She took a moment to stretch, trying to
roll the kinks out of her neck and shoulders, which had been there
now as long as she could remember. The small, tight knots were
remnants and a constant reminder of the fitful sleep that had
become her norm in recent years.

Lucy shuffled over to the chair and pulled on the
sweatshirt she had thrown in a heap the night before. She grabbed
her cell and keys while putting on her flip-flops. She stared down
at Holly who was still bouncing with her leash in her mouth,
waiting for their morning trek downstairs.

“After you, Your Majesty.” She pulled the door open
and allowed Holly to traipse ahead.

The elevator slowly descended the twelve levels of
her apartment building. Holly sat facing the doors as if she were
awaiting her loyal subjects. The elevator bounced to a stop, and
Holly knowingly wagged her tail. She bounded out of the elevator
and took a left, heading toward the outdoor pool area.

Once outside, Lucy unhooked Holly from her leash and
let her wander. The fluff ball immediately headed over to the small
grass area and started her morning ritual of sniffing each square
inch. Lucy sat down on one of the lounge chairs and clicked the
email icon on the lower portion of her phone screen. There was
nothing too earth-shattering—a few coupons from her favorite online
shoe store, an Evite for a coworker’s thirtieth birthday, and two
from her mom. She opened the first.

 


Lucy,

I haven’t heard from you in a week. Is everything
okay? I don’t know why you have to live in San Diego. There are
plenty of newspapers here, near your family.

She opened the next email.

I forgot to say, Love, Mom.

Love, Mom

 


Lucy laughed. She could set her watch by the
repetitiveness of this conversation. Her parents wanted her near
them, just like her other three siblings. They never understood why
she left Northern California to go to school in San Diego. They
understood even less why she took a job overseas as a reporter.
Their frustration hit its paramount when she left that job and took
one with a newspaper in San Diego when she got back. The answer was
simple, and one she’d never share with them. She couldn’t live in
Clearbrook without seeing Erica, and she couldn’t see Erica without
wishing she could undo an irrational night twelve years ago, when
she foolishly threw away the one and only person who had ever owned
her heart, thus changing the course of her life forever.

She flopped backward onto the lounge chair. Holly
came trotting over and stuck her nose against her cheek. Realizing
Lucy was fine and just being theatrical, she went back to her
inspection of the various pieces of purposefully placed furniture
around the patio area.

“You’d be a jerk of a human,” she said to her.

“Ugh. What are you moping about now?” Grayson took a
seat next to her on the lounge chair. He folded his robe over his
legs and sipped his coffee. Grayson, with his perfectly manicured
nails, shaped eyebrows, and chiseled features, was her best friend
and voice of reason.

“My mom wants me to come home.”

Holly, being the traitor she always was when Grayson
was around, hurried over. She did her best twirl and booty shake,
which earned her a nuzzle to the face and a kiss on the nose.

Grayson turned and looked at her, still scratching
behind Holly’s ears. “So, go home. You always talk about how
wonderful Clearbrook is, how you had such an amazing childhood,
blah, blah, blah.”

Lucy pulled her hood tightly over her head and chewed
on the strings. “No.”

“Always so dramatic.” He tugged on the small opening
she had created to breathe. “Just go. Make Mama happy.”

“You say that because she likes you better than
me.”

He leaned back on one arm, his leg swinging up and
down. “Your mother has impeccable taste.”

“You just finally got her hair to the right color.
Now she comes every six weeks, just to see you. I’m a
sideshow.”

“Like I said, impeccable taste.”

“You could come with me. Just for the weekend.” She
offered her brightest smile, hoping to appeal to his sense of
loyalty. Grayson was not only a perfect buffer but was a retreat
she could escape to if things went off the rails.

“Oh, no. I hear they have a five gay limit up there.
I don’t want to tip the scales and throw off the equilibrium for
the rest of us. I wouldn’t be able to show my face at Pride ever
again.”

“I hate you.” She pulled the strings again, making
the hole around her face barely the size of a silver dollar. She
knew the habit annoyed Grayson, but she couldn’t help herself. She
had pulled on the strings of her sweatshirts since she was a kid,
something she didn’t really think about until she started seeing a
therapist. Her mother always said her facial expressions gave away
whatever she was feeling, despite what she said. She tried to be
more cognizant of these behaviors, and now she peeped out of her
self-created cave to look at Grayson pleadingly.

He stood and grabbed Holly’s leash, shooing off her
comment with a single, elegant hand movement. “See how much you
hate me when you pick up Holly tonight and I’ve babied her with
fresh bacon and massages all day.”

“Thanks for watching her.”

He blew her a kiss and strolled back inside. Holly
never bothered to glance back. Typical.

She sat rooted in her spot for a few more moments.
The morning sun was starting to radiate its potency, and the pricks
of heat felt wonderful on her skin. The thought of going home
squelched her moment of enjoyment. She loved her family, and she
missed them terribly, but having to see Erica was too painful.
Seeing Erica when she was home, or more accurately, not
seeing Erica, tore at her insides. If she was honest, she wasn’t
even sure how they’d gotten here. The situation seemed to have
spiraled out of her control. At first, she avoided Erica because
she knew how badly she had hurt her and couldn’t bear to see the
pain in her eyes. Then, after a while, the avoidance became a
habit, and she worried it had moved past the point of reconnection.
She feared the awkwardness of being together, in a situation where
talking would tarnish the memories she held so close. All she had
left of Erica were those memories, and she couldn’t bear to part
with them.

* * *

Erica Chance watched the last few seconds tick off
the timer of her treadmill. It began to slow, and then thankfully
turned to a walk. A familiar throb thrummed from her right ankle,
and she tried to shake it out as she continued her pace.

“I’m getting old, Bella.”

The basset hound continued to lie on the couch and
shifted her head slightly at her name. Her oversized paws remained
crossed in front of her as she lay on her side. One of her ears
flopped over her mouth, covering her nose.

Erica hopped off the machine and headed toward the
bathroom. Her morning routine of breakfast, followed by a run on
the treadmill, was as close as she came to going to church. She
reveled in the consistency and dependability of routine in general.
Her cell phone rang, redirecting her to the kitchen counter. At
first, she thought she hadn’t heard the dispatcher correctly, but
upon asking for a repeat, she knew what she was saying was true.
There was a body at the old Miller Farm, and she needed to report
there immediately.

Erica had been with the Clearbrook Police Department
for ten years, and there had never been a murder. There had been
robberies, theft, and even a few domestic violence cases, but never
a murder.

She hung up the phone and for a moment, wasn’t sure
what to do next. She leaned against the counter, feeling a bit sick
to her stomach. If there was a murder, the likelihood of knowing
the victim was high in this community. She stared at Bella, wishing
she could talk to her. Of course, even if she could, that would
mean catching her in a moment she was actually awake and lucid.
Bella was thoroughly engaged in a level of sleep Erica would never
be able to achieve. Over the years, Erica had become accustomed to
nights of fitful rest. Images of abused women, abandoned children,
and drunk-driving accidents haunted her dreams. These instances
managed to weave their way through her slumbering thoughts. She
couldn’t remember a morning where she woke up feeling completely
rested.

She texted her partner, Diego Rodriguez, to let him
know she would pick him up as soon as she showered. On her way to
the bathroom, she patted Bella on the head. This unexpected jostle
was enough to wake the lump, but just barely. Erica could hear the
snores before she opened the shower door. Bella had become a source
of therapy over the years. Regardless of how chaotic her day had
been, no matter how uneventful her love life was at the time, Bella
was consistent. She knew what to expect, and that was not only
comforting, it was needed.

Thirty minutes later, she pulled up outside Diego’s
house. He was already waiting outside, ready for the day. But today
wouldn’t be like any other day they had ever spent together. He got
in the car, but he didn’t greet her with his usual smile. Instead,
he was somber. He shared her worry, and the concern shadowed his
face and darkened his eyes. Usually, they would stop at the local
bagel shop, get coffee, and head to the station. Any other day,
they would spend this time in the car talking about his children
and his wife. They would talk about Bella and what their plans were
for the weekend. But this morning, neither of them said anything as
Erica maneuvered down the familiar streets, heading for the back
roads of their native town.

Erica had known Diego and the rest of his family for
as long as she could remember. There wasn’t a single significant
milestone in her life where the Rodriguez family hadn’t been there.
Everything from first home runs to first heartbreaks, the family
couldn’t have been more a part of her if they had shared a
bloodline. Everyone from the matriarch of the family, Grandma
Rodriguez, to the newest member, Sofia, held a special place in her
heart. But none more so than his sister, Lucy. Lucy had left a
fracture in her soul she still felt to this day.

They pulled up to the old farm and drove past the
broken, rusted gate. Erica took the car down the dry, mocha colored
dirt road. Dust and rocks popped from behind the tires, leaving a
sandy cloud in their wake. The scene was easy to see. Even from
five hundred feet away, there was no mistaking something
significant had taken place. Five police cruisers, all the
department owned, were parked with their lights still flashing.

The last time Erica had stepped foot on the Miller
property was during high school. Sam Miller had thrown a party
while his parents were out of town for the weekend, and everyone in
their junior class had attended, or that’s how it had seemed
anyway. She remembered walking to her car along this dirt road, in
the midst of her classmates in various stages of drunken
exploration. It had been a great party that was talked about for
weeks after. Now, these flashing lights would be the memory she
flipped to whenever someone mentioned the Miller property. The
night of teenage fun and excitement would fade away, leaving a life
cut short in its place. Erica took a deep breath as they got out of
the car. It would’ve been a beautiful spring morning. The dampness
of the morning dew was still thick in the air, cooling everything
it wrapped itself around. She came around the side of the car,
mentally bracing herself for what she was about to see. The
uniformed police officers parted, letting Erica and Diego
through.

“What do we know?” Erica asked.

Jake Newton, the newest officer on the police force,
spoke first. “We got a call from Kenny Miller at around six this
morning. He had come up here to take inventory of the farm
equipment that’s going to auction. He found her here, just like
this.”

Erica pulled gloves out of her pocket and slid them
over her hands. She knelt next to the body, wanting to get a good
look at the woman. Erica forced herself to look beyond the mask of
blood and dirt. She realized the woman was young, probably
somewhere between nineteen to twenty-one. She wore a UC San Diego
sweatshirt, blood partially concealing the letters. Her dark brown
hair couldn’t cover the gaping hole in her head, making it
painfully clear she had been hit with a significant amount of
force. Erica delicately picked up her hand to look at her
fingernails. Under the pink chipped paint, the flesh had been
scrubbed clean. Erica stood and took a step back, wanting to take
in the whole scene. She had seen her share of upsetting scenes
since becoming a police officer, but nothing like this. She had
seen dead bodies at the scenes of car accidents, had witnessed
bleeding women and children at the hands of an angry spouse. She
had investigated a few suicides over the years. Over time, she had
learned to divorce herself from the feelings of the victims to do
her job. But this was different, not because of her age, or her
injuries, although those were disturbing enough. No, this was
different because it was her first murder, a sign that her quiet
town of Clearbrook wasn’t safe from the violence of the bigger
cities. She tried to force down the fear and concentrate.

Diego, who had been silent, turned toward the other
officers. “We need everyone to back up.” He motioned with his
hands. “Tape off the entire farm. No one in or out except
authorized personnel. Take Kenny down to the station and get the
coroner out here.”

He pulled a camera out of his bag and started taking
pictures. Erica watched him carefully, trying to gauge his frame of
mind. She needed the reassurance that his feelings echoed her own
and she wasn’t reacting like some first-day rookie. Diego was
normally happy, full of energy. But right now, his brown skin was
pale and clammy. His lips had lost a bit of their color, and his
eyes were rimmed red. He moved around the scene, snapping picture
after picture.

Erica chewed on her bottom lip, frustrated that her
department wasn’t adequately equipped to deal with this type of
scene. There were footprints all around the body. Most were
probably from the officers, but a few could’ve been from the psycho
who had dumped the poor woman here, a lonely and barren final
resting place. She scanned the woman’s clothes and the area
surrounding her, but there were no distinct dust or drag marks.
He carried her to this location. Which also meant this
wasn’t the murder site. Erica felt the woman’s pockets, looking for
a wallet or anything that could help them identify her.

“Her name is Claudia Ramos,” Diego said from behind
her.

Erica stood and looked at him. Diego was struggling
to hold it together, just like her, but for different reasons. She
had been relieved when she didn’t recognize the victim right away,
but it hadn’t occurred to her the same wasn’t true for Diego.

Diego took another picture. “Her father works as a
groundskeeper at the high school.”

Erica’s breath caught in her chest. She put a hand on
his shoulder, and he took another picture.

“She graduated three years ago. She’s pre-med at UC
San Diego, full academic scholarship. She was home visiting for
spring break. My wife and I ran into her and her father at the
store last Saturday.”

“I’m sorry.” Those two words weren’t good enough, not
by a long shot, but she wasn’t sure what else to say. Diego had
always been stable, rational, and focused. He was rarely
off-kilter, and because of that, she wasn’t sure how to ease his
pain.

“Let’s just make sure we do everything right so we
can catch this guy.” His eyes were filled with tears now. He put
the camera back over his face and moved to the left, continuing to
take pictures.

“Agreed.”

“And, Chance, I want to be the one who notifies the
family.”

“Okay, let’s finish up here and then we’ll head
over.”

Erica knew that notifying the family would be no easy
task. Even when it was an accident, the loss of a loved one was a
raw and emotional experience. This notification wouldn’t be like
the others because they had no explanation, no leads, nothing. And
even if they were able to walk into this family’s home and tell
them they had all the information they needed, it wouldn’t be good
enough, not when their daughter had been savagely murdered and
dumped. To make matters worse, Diego knew these people, and their
burden would become his own. Watching her partner, her friend, go
through the pain of having to break the news to this family would
be heartbreaking. She wished she could shield him from that pain;
she wished she could shield them all. However, those weren’t the
options in front of her now. All she could do was be there for him
and find the bastard that did this.

Erica had always loved the idea of being a police
officer. She had naively believed that the world fell into nice,
neat little categories. You could place any person into the good
category or the bad. The justice system would handle the people who
fell into the bad category and take care of everyone else. She had
believed that if she did her job correctly, she would help keep bad
things from happening to good people. But like most things in life,
it wasn’t that simple.

She had never considered how the evil would continue
to seep into the good people, long after the immediate threat had
been removed. The long-term damage done by an abusive parent clung
to the affected child like a wet shirt. The victims of
drunk-driving accidents didn’t stop at the accident. The suffering
would trickle through the community, claiming victims
emotionally.

Of course, along with the bad, there were always
glimmers of good. The troubled teenager she helped redirect after
he was caught shoplifting from the grocery store. The several
summers she had spent coaching kids in the Police Activities
League. She had even spent two hours every Saturday her first two
years on the force being called out to the Snyder property, just to
check for intruders. As it turned out, Mrs. Snyder was just
incredibly lonely and would call in because she wanted someone to
chat with for a bit. Erica went every time, not because she
believed an intruder would be there but because she thought it was
the right thing to do for the elderly woman. If she needed someone
to talk to that badly, Erica had no problem being that person.

These moments of aid and community service were what
Erica clung to, and she used them as a shield from the others. The
others burrowed their way into her mind, changing not only her
sleep patterns but the way she saw the world. Those moments were
the broadcasters of the realization that you couldn’t save them
all. The best you could do was to give the victims the first piece
of the puzzle to help them start reassembling their lives. It
wouldn’t be the life they had grown up wanting, it wouldn’t be what
they pictured for themselves or their loved ones, but it would be a
beginning. Erica, Diego, and everyone who wore a badge were the
guardians of these pieces. The ones entrusted to retrieve them and
return them to their rightful owners. She took a deep breath and
squared her shoulders, forcing herself to focus. The young woman on
the ground deserved nothing but her best.


Chapter Two

Lucy sat in the bullpen, listening to her colleagues
pitch ideas to their editor. Each of them was tossing out concepts
with the intention of impressing their boss. There were two ways a
story ended up in a newspaper. The first was a tip from the public.
An editor received an unfathomable amount of calls and emails from
the public on any given day. They sorted through those reports and
weeded out the stories that needed to be followed up on, separating
those events from the rest. Lucy had decided long ago she would
never want that responsibility for any salary. In general, the
public was a fickle and demanding group. Their interests and
willingness to make almost any event into headline news wasn’t
something she wanted on her shoulders. The second way a story came
to fruition was because a reporter had found a lead into something
of interest. They pitched the ideas to the editor and got the
go-ahead. Choosing a story to follow was what Lucy preferred. She
liked having the ability to go in the direction she saw fit, and it
was a privilege she had earned in her years with this paper and
before, from her time in the field. She had earned her stripes, so
to say.

One of the interns rushed in, carrying a cup of
coffee balanced on top of a stack of files. A chair backed into
him, causing the coffee to spill all over the floor and the editor.
The intern ducked behind the chair, presumably to clean up the
spill. Lucy thought back to a day she had also been cleaning up a
spill.

“Don’t worry about it.” Erica stood over her as
Lucy tried to sop up the splattered soda with a rag she had found
on the garage workbench.

“Your grandpa’s going to be so mad at us. He keeps
this place perfect.”

Erica knelt next to her. She put her hand on top of
hers to stop her movements. “He’ll just say not to cry over spilled
milk.”

Lucy had a response ready because she knew exactly
what Erica was going to say. But now, she couldn’t force her mouth
to form the words. Not with Erica’s hand on top of her own. Her
hand tingled in a way it never had before. It felt like someone had
lightly kissed her where it rested. It hadn’t done that when Troy
had held her hand, and she hadn’t felt the rush of warmth she felt
now when Shaun had kissed her, either.

She pulled her hand back, worried it would transfer
to Erica somehow and she would know what she was feeling. When she
finally met Erica’s crystal blue eyes, she saw it. Erica had felt
it too, the simplest of connections, the softest of touches, that
somehow changed everything. Lucy didn’t know what it meant. She
couldn’t find the words to describe the warm sensation bubbling up
in her belly, making her want to giggle. She moved closer to Erica
not knowing anything except that she wanted, needed, to be near
her.

Erica stood, shoving her hands in her pockets,
swaying back and forth, staring at the ground. Her shaggy blond
hair fell in her face, momentarily blocking her eyes. “Want to go
watch TRL?”

“Lucy.”

Lucy heard her name and pulled herself back into the
moment. She looked around the room, unsure who had been trying to
get her attention. Blank looks coming from several faces around the
table met her gaze.

“Where are you on the Shrine trial?”

Oh, that’s right, this is my life. “It’ll be
on your desk by five.”

Her editor nodded and moved on unceremoniously. In
her early days, Lucy had covered international affairs, the war in
the Middle East, and other military areas. Now she was on the crime
beat, and lucky for her, there was never a shortage of material in
San Diego.

Lucy looked outside. Clouds moved at a leisurely pace
across the pale blue sky. It would be a perfect day to go to the
beach. It wouldn’t be painfully crowded yet, the way San Diego
beaches often were when the weather started to heat up. There was
still a chill in the air, left over from the changing seasons. By
this afternoon, the temperature would be tipping close to the
mid-seventies. She could take off the rest of the day, call
Grayson, and have him and Holly meet her down at Mission Beach.
When was the last time she blew off work? Never.
Obviously.

Those thoughts were interrupted by her editor’s voice
once again. “Rodriguez?”

Jesus, pay attention. “Yeah, boss?”

“Want to take the lead on the Syrian refugee
crisis?”

No, she did not want to take the lead on the Syrian
refugee crisis. She had been very explicit when she came to work
for this paper that she would no longer be covering international
affairs. She had spent seven years in the bowels of the war in the
Middle East, and she had no intention of going back, physically or
emotionally. Luckily for her, there were reporters sitting around
her who had career ambitions that eclipsed her own on the subject.
She shook her head.

A recent college grad immediately raised his hand.
“I’ll take it.”

Her editor slid the file across the table, and he
enthusiastically grabbed it and started flipping through the
papers. She remembered when she was like that, fearless with a
touch of optimism that hadn’t been squelched by the problems of the
real world. She almost envied his naivety. But that was the age-old
tale of irony, not realizing in the moment your vulnerability or
your fragile nature. You just charge in thinking nothing can
touch you. That is, until the day something does, changing your
life, and every decision you make after will always be in the
shadow of that moment.

Lucy had already experienced three destiny markers
that had changed her life forever and often thought how frustrating
it was not knowing their significance at the time. Sure, one was
obvious, but the others, she hadn’t felt the effect of until long
after they had passed. The first was when she had discovered
journalism in her freshman year of college. She hadn’t known it was
her calling until she’d felt the rush of her first story being
published in her college’s newspaper. In that one instant she’d
been hooked, and she never looked back. She had immediately changed
her major from business to journalism. Seeing her name in headlines
still gave her the same rush she had felt the first time.

Another was the day she couldn’t bear to go back to
the war-ravaged Middle East. The decision hadn’t been premeditated,
and in fact, she didn’t realize she had made it until she had
arrived at the airport. Lucy felt her heart rate pick up at the
memory of that day. She practiced the breathing techniques she had
learned in therapy, pushing the thoughts back down and out of her
current train of thought. She had gotten better at it over the
years, and now she could go weeks, sometimes months, without having
to invoke the practice.

“Rodriguez, you’re from Clearbrook, right?” her
editor asked.

“Clearbrook, California?”

He looked confused. She wasn’t on her game today, and
he knew it. “Yeah, up near San Francisco.”

“Yeah, why?”

“A UC San Diego student was killed up there two days
ago. Find out what’s going on.”

Someone was killed in Clearbrook? What the
hell? “You got it, boss.”

Her editor stood, signaling the end of their meeting.
Everyone else in the room followed suit, filing out the doors and
heading to their assigned tasks.

Lucy hurried to her desk and pulled up the website
for the local newspaper. Nothing was there, but that made sense. It
only released a weekly periodical. If it happened two days ago,
nothing would be in print yet. She checked social media accounts
for UC San Diego and found the “In Memoriam” messages from student
after student, detailing their remorse. Claudia Ramos seemed to
have the world at her fingertips, and by all accounts she was
bright, funny, and beautiful. What a waste.

Lucy scrolled through the messages until she found
one where the person had changed their profile picture to one of
her and the victim in a friendly embrace. Lucy wanted to talk to
someone who knew the victim personally. She sent a message
requesting a phone call.

While she waited for a response, she pulled up the
website for Clearbrook High School and looked through their online
yearbooks. It only took a few searches to find Claudia. The things
people were saying weren’t exaggerated by any means. She was
salutatorian of her class, class treasurer, she took part in
yearbook, leadership, and played two varsity sports. She printed
the information out and continued looking.

Lucy let the mouse hover over another archive, her
graduating class from thirteen years ago. She didn’t need to open
the file because she knew what was in those pages. Those old photos
and somewhat recognizable names were nothing but a reminder of what
and who she had given up. What she had given up was her third
destiny marker. The choice she had made that night had impacted
every single day since then and would continue to for the remainder
of her life. Lucy couldn’t deal with that right now, and her nerves
wouldn’t allow it. She closed the page and checked to see if the
young woman had responded. Surprisingly, there was already a
message along with a phone number.


Chapter Three

He sat on the couch to admire his work. This one had
been much easier than the last. No scratching or screaming. All it
had taken was sleight of hand, a quick slip of a bit of extra
liquid into a drink. Now she was his and his alone. The knowledge
was invigorating, intoxicating, and addicting. Now was the hard
part. He had to wait for her to wake up. He hated waiting, hated
having to temper his excitement while the drug worked through their
systems. But what else was he supposed to do? She needed to be
awake to enjoy it, and he wasn’t a monster; he wouldn’t touch her
without her knowledge. No, that’s not what he was about at all.

He had known he wanted her from the first time he saw
her. It was like the planets had aligned, bringing her in for a
simple salad and a diet soda just when he was there to appreciate
all she was. Luckily, she had been the only patron that day, and by
the time she stumbled outside to get in her car, feeling sick, it
wasn’t much work to grab her. After all, she was destined to be
with him, so he was just taking what was already his.

Her eyes fluttered, indicating she was waking up. He
watched the terror eclipse her face as she started to realize what
had happened. She tried moving her arms and hands, but it wouldn’t
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