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  Before


Sylvia balanced the tray full of tequila shots and took careful steps across the bar to rejoin her group in the corner. Thankfully, the bar wasn't crowded yet, and she only had to navigate around a few people. She held her breath and watched the liquid sway dangerously close to the edges of their glasses with each movement. Granted a miracle from whoever was up there, she set the tray on the table without spilling a single drop. 
Her friends applauded her efforts, and she wiped imaginary sweat from her brow before taking an overdramatic bow. Their raucous laughter drowned out the music from the jukebox. Then she handed the shot glasses around the circle until each person had one in their hand. 
"Okay, everyone," Sylvia said and raised her cup above her head. "We did it! We passed out the flyers, we got the signatures, we stood in the blazing sun, and they heard us!" They let out a cheer. "And now, after all our hard work, we get to celebrate." 
"Hell yeah!" 
Her grin stretched wider. "Until tomorrow, when we start the petitions for our next cause." They laughed. "So, here's to us! And to many more successful campaigns!" 
They clinked in the center of the circle and all downed their shots. Sylvia pushed out a breath of air to exhale the burn from the alcohol. She grinned and slammed the shot glass on the table with the rest of her team. 
A few of them whooped and clapped or headed towards the bar for another round. The group gradually dispersed into separate conversations. The music filled the spaces in between the chit-chat and Sylvia went from person to person to congratulate and hug them. She grabbed another beer somewhere along the way and the alcohol fuzzed around the edges of her brain. 
After an hour had passed, Sylvia allowed herself to detach and sit alone for a moment. Her days were always filled with other people, and sometimes she needed a second. Even if she was still surrounded by others. 
But then Chris stepped into her line of sight and the second was over. His smile was contagious and lit up his blue eyes. He'd joined her activist group three weeks ago and made a point of talking to her one-on-one every chance he got. She didn't have time for attachments, but thought he was cute. 
"Congratulations," he said, and set a foaming mug of beer in front of her. 
"It was nothing." Sylvia waved away his praise. She didn't like to bask in glory with her work. "It was a group effort." She stared at the beer and considered declining the offer. She'd already had plenty to drink, and she had work in the morning. But the condensation dripping down the glass tempted her to take a sip to quench her thirst.
"Yeah, but you were the leader. We couldn't have done any of it without you." A dimple appeared in his cheek when he smiled at her again. 
There was a hint of mischief in his expression, and she took the time to admire his broad shoulders, his muscular arms, and his powerful hands. She brought the cup to her lips and stalled with a deep swallow from the chilled liquid. What the hell, she thought, she deserved a night off. 

      [image: ]Hours later, Sylvia and Chris had extricated themselves from the crowd and found themselves outside in front of the bar. Their bodies pressed together as they kissed. The celebration raged on without them and they enjoyed their own private party. She let her hands wander and his weren't being shy either. But a beep from her phone brought her back to her senses, and she needed to come up for air. 
It was almost 1am. And despite the heat radiating from Chris' body, the chill in the air made her shiver. In early October, she should have known she'd need a jacket. A light breeze kicked up and the sweat on her body cooled. 
"Oh, that's my bedtime alarm. I need to go," Sylvia mumbled against his lips, but not pulling away. 
"Nope." Chris held the back of her head and ground his hips against hers again. 
As much as she enjoyed the attention, her reasoning mind was back. The buzz had worn off, her reminder had pinged, and she knew her priorities. She placed a hand on his chest and pushed away to look him in the eye.
"No, really. I have to get home. It's late. But we'll do this again." Hopefully soon, she thought. She'd missed this kind of interaction more than she'd realized. She was always so work focused, she'd become used to being alone. 
Chris groaned, but he smiled. Then he took her hand pressed against his chest and slid it down to the lump in his pants. "This is how you're leaving me." She had to tell herself not to give in to the temptation, as his eyes twinkled.
"I'll make it up to you." She detached from him and took a step away to smooth out her shirt. She looked him up and down, admiring his disheveled hair, and had to bite her lip to keep herself from saying what had sprung to her mind. "But I have work in the morning."
"I have work to do on you." He grasped her hand and grazed the backs of her fingers with his lips. It sent tingles all the way up her arm.
She groaned, wanting him every bit as much as he wanted her. "Another time. Promise."
"Oh, fine." He pouted his lip. "But at least let me walk you to your car."
"I think I can manage. I'm a big girl. You return to the party and get another drink. Tell everyone I said bye."
Chris smiled again and kissed her on the cheek with a wink. "I'll call you."
"You'd better." 
In sight of destination

Moving in 


      [image: ]She watched him stroll back inside the bar, her eyes on his butt the whole way, before she turned to walk to her car across the lot. She wrapped her arms around herself for warmth and shook her head with a goofy smile on her face. Walking her to her car would've turned into another thirty minutes of making out, and she needed to get to bed. Cute boys were a distraction. 
Target acquired

She's alone

Parking lot of Slim Richard's

Approaching a blue Prius

Sylvia unhooked her key chain from her belt loop and unlocked her car with quickened steps to get out of the chilled night. The headlights flashed and lit up a pair of legs near the fence. She stopped in her tracks and tried to see. She'd thought it was a tree. Or a telephone pole. 
Maybe she should have let Chris escort her to her car after all. 
She spread her keys out and looped them through her fingers as a precaution and waited. But nothing moved, only the leaves rustling together above her head. 
She took another step towards the driver's side door. 
Take her now

Don't let her get away

Sylvia tucked her fingers under the handle and heard the crunch of gravel behind her. But there wasn't time to look around before a bag slid over her head and powerful hands gripped her arms. 
"Don't scream," a deep voice said in her ear. 
She hadn't even considered it. There wasn't time. 
There was a sharp prick as a needle pierced her neck, and then she knew no more. 






  
  PART ONE

CHAPTER ONE


Sunlight peeked in between the slats of the blinds in the small kitchen. Boxes sat around the room in a state of half-unpacked, half-forgotten clutter. Cabinets were open, with random items put away. Crumpled newspaper and bubble wrap were scattered over the card table in the center of the room and the countertops. 
In the next room over, Tessa and Monique slept peacefully. Their twin beds pushed against opposite walls and the space between filled with their suitcases and boxes. All was quiet.
Then the time changed to six thirty and Jaden's alarm clock blared through the entire two-bedroom apartment and woke them all up. 
"Noo..." Tessa grumbled, and pulled her pillow over her head. 
Monique flopped onto her back and stared at the ceiling with displeasure. "This has to stop," she said. 
Jaden passed their open door and waved. "Morning girls." 
"He might die. He's cute. But I might have to kill him," Monique said, and found the energy to pull herself out of bed. 
Tessa laughed and sat up. There was no going back to sleep. Jaden would start coffee and the aroma would draw her out. Even if Monique didn't generate as much noise as an elephant as she dug through boxes to find her slippers, she'd be up now. 
Tessa stretched her arms and then pulled her long blonde hair back into a ponytail. Then the smell of the coffee hit her and she dragged herself out to the kitchen. 
"That alarm's gonna have to stop, you know. I start work tonight and if I don't get in until after three, you'd better not be waking me up three hours later." 
Tessa plopped into the folding chair next to the table and cupped her chin in her hands. 
"Just ignore it and go back to sleep," Jaden said. He dug through boxes to locate cups and a spoon. 
"That's impossible, honey," Monique said. She joined Tessa at the table and swept her long braids over her shoulder. "That alarm could wake the dead. Who you'll be joining if this early morning wake-up call continues."
Jaden smiled and then placed a hot cup of coffee in front of them both. "We need to finish unpacking today. Between the three of us, we have too much stuff. We'll have to downsize if it's all going to fit into this tiny apartment."
"Tiny but affordable," Tessa said. "It's the best we found."
"You have to share a room, though. I'm sure if I took some time, I'd find a three bedroom we'd all be happy with." He moved back to the boxes to search for pans.
"Or, crazy thought, but hear me out," Monique said, and took a long drink from her cup. "We could kick you out, and Tessa and I would sleep soundly."
Jaden frowned but kept on good-naturedly. "Yes, my dear, but who would make you coffee in the morning?" 
Tessa chuckled. "He's got a point."
Monique rolled her eyes. "Whatever. We would figure it out. Anyway, I'm going to shower while he makes breakfast. It's the least he could do for waking us at dawn."
"It's not dawn," Jaden said, but Monique had already left the room. He smiled at Tessa instead. "Ready to start your job tonight?" 
She shrugged. "Guess so. I need to make money again. Most of my savings are gone. All the deposits for the utilities cleaned me out."
"I hear ya. If it wasn't for you two finding my ad for a roommate, I would have ended up back at my parents. I can't afford a place on my own. 
Tessa pushed away the gut reaction to the idea of living with parents. Jaden didn't know that she hadn't had that option for a very long time. Even before her mother got sick... But she was here now with an old friend and a new one. She didn't need to think about the past anymore. 
"Need help with those eggs?" She said to change the topic. She joined him at the stove and stared at the food he had crammed in the only clear foot of space on the counter. 
"Do you know how to cook eggs?" He raised an eyebrow.
"Well... no. But you can teach me. Valuable life skills and all that."
He laughed and handed her the spatula. "Okay, sure. Just don't burn them. I won't have time to remake them." 
Tessa only burnt one egg and Jaden prepared the toast and her mouth watered in anticipation. Eggs were in her top five favorite foods. 
Monique returned and watched them from the doorway. Jaden took Tessa's wrist and helped her scoop up the last egg without dropping it and breaking the yoke, and Monique cleared her throat.
"You two look cozy," she said.
Tessa laughed, but Jaden looked embarrassed. 
"Look what I did." Tessa moved the plates from the counter to the table. Her broad grin reminded Monique of a child that'd finally tied their own shoes. In knots.
"You're a regular Martha Stewart," Monique said and snorted. 
Tessa fluffed her imaginary curls, and they sat down to eat. Jaden opened his newspaper and read the headlines. Monique rolled her eyes, and Tessa had to stifle her giggles with a bite of toast. He always looked so serious with the wrinkle in between his brows as he read the news of the day. But neither one of them wanted to tell him that the image was diminished by his cartoon character pajama pants. 
"So, what are you up to today?" Monique asked Tessa after they'd recovered themselves. She took a bite of the eggs and nodded encouragingly at Tessa. "These are pretty good."
Tessa grinned and blushed. "I don't have to be at the club until six, so I was going to workout after lunch. Since I will be up most of the night, I may take a nap. Plus, I'm going to call Sylvia again."
"You still haven't gotten hold of her?"
"No." Tessa frowned at her plate. Her cousin Sylvia had been MIA for the better part of a week now. She didn't want to be needy or anything, but... she was the whole reason they'd moved across the country. "It's weird. She knew what day we'd be here. I texted her the address once we'd found the place... I haven't heard anything at all." 
"I'm sure she's just been busy," Monique said, and put a hand on Tessa's arm. "Didn't you mention she had some... event? She might still be dealing with that." 
Tessa tried to agree, but Sylvia wasn't one to drop the ball. 
Jaden folded the paper in half and looked at them with a tight-lipped smile. "Um, what did you say your cousin's name was again?"
"Sylvia Davis," Tessa said. "Why?"
"Well..." Jaden laid the paper out on the table and pointed to a smaller story in the corner. "Someone reported her missing."
"What!" Tessa snatched up the paper and pulled it closer to her face. 
Monique leaned in and they read the brief article together. 
Sylvia Davis was reported missing after a celebration at Slim Richard's in the early hours of September 15th. She was last seen wearing dark jeans and a gray T-shirt. She drives a blue Prius. If you have any information regarding her whereabouts, please contact the authorities. 


The photo showed Sylvia with her hair pulled away from her face in her normal messy bun and her smile was casual, like she'd been surprised by the picture. But even the black and white couldn't dull the twinkle in her eyes. 
Tessa stared at the words with her mouth hanging open. This couldn't be true. It couldn't be. Her cousin was the most level-headed, cautious, safety-oriented person in her life. It was why she'd moved closer to her. She needed a female role model to show her how to grow up. She couldn't just be gone. Not before she'd even seen her. 
"Tess?" Monique grabbed her shoulder and tried to hug her, but Tessa pulled away. 
"I just can't believe it. I can't." She paced the kitchen and her bare feet slapped against the old green tiles with every step.
Jaden and Monique watched her with sad expressions. Monique was used to seeing Tessa get worked up about things, but this was a whole other level of upset. Tears edged her eyes, and she gnawed on her thumbnail. She'd forgotten Jaden was in the room or she would never have been this open with her emotions. 
"Tess?" Monique tried again. 
"I'm going to call Beth. She'll want to know." Tessa hurried back to the bedroom for her phone. 
"Who's Beth?" Jaden asked.
"Her older sister." She wasn't able to say anything else before Tessa returned to the room. 
She held her phone out in front of her, on speaker, and resumed pacing back and forth in the small space. She furrowed her brow as the line rang and rang. Finally, her sister answered. 
"Hello?" Beth said in a hesitant tone.
"Beth. Sylvia's missing," Tessa said at once. No point in beating around the bush when she knew her sister didn't really want to hear from her.
"I know." Beth sighed.
Tessa stopped pacing and her lips went into a thin line. "What do you mean, you know?"
"What do you think I mean? I am aware she's missing. I'm the one who reported it. Her friends from her activist group called me. I'm her emergency contact." 
Tessa's jaw clenched and her eye twitched, but she said nothing. Monique and Jaden exchanged a look but kept quiet.
"They were concerned when she didn't come to work the next morning and then she wouldn't answer their calls, and she didn't come to their meeting that night." She continued after a second. "So, they got in contact with me to see if I'd heard from her. I hadn't, so with all that information, I contacted the police."
"And you didn't tell me? It's been three weeks!" Tessa's voice was hard and cold as ice. 
"You moved away. I figured that meant you didn't care about family anymore."
"I moved here to be near Sylvia. She's family, too! And now she's missing, and you didn't tell me!"
"Whatever, Tessa. You can't pick and choose. We are all your family. And you left."
Tessa closed her eyes and her free hand clenched. Jaden's mouth stretched into an uncomfortable smile and Monique waved her hand to dismiss his worry. Tessa could get mad, but she held it together well. She returned to pacing and let out a slow breath.
"Okay, Beth. Okay." She took another deep breath. "You've made your point. So, what can you tell me about her disappearance besides that she didn't show up to work and her activist meeting?"
"That's pretty much it. You can go check in with the police to see what they've learned. They haven't called me in a few days."
Tessa glared and took another deep breath. "Is there a case number?"
Beth sighed. "Yes. I'll text it to you. I have to go now. I have to get my class from the gym when the bell rings.
"Thanks." She said the word through clenched teeth and shut her eyes like it caused her physical pain.
"Yeah. And you should call mom. She'd like to hear from you."
Tessa rolled her eyes. "Sure she would." She hung up before Beth made her feel bad about that, too. 
"So?" Monique said. She stood up to be near enough if Tessa needed a hug. It wasn't likely, she wasn't a touchy-feely person. But just in case, Monique was there. 
"She knew. She reported it." Tessa let out another slow breath and slouched back into her chair. "I guess I'm going to go down to the police station to see what they can tell me." 
Monique sat and gave Tessa's hand a squeeze; the highest amount of physical attention she'd allow. 
Jaden stood slowly and retreated. He waved his pointer fingers and tripped over his own feet. "I'm gonna... Gotta get ready for work and... Yeah..."
Tessa was quiet for a time, and Monique let her stew in her own thoughts. Eventually, she picked her fork back up and finished her cold breakfast. 
"Do you want me to come with you?" Monique asked. They stood and went to the sink together to wash the dishes. 
Tessa scrubbed at her plate and stared out the small window, and didn't seem to hear the question. "I hope she's okay..." 
"Me too." 
She finally passed the plate to Monique to dry and picked up another dish. "I guess I'll go alone. I know you have to work today."
Monique nodded. She would have called in if Tessa needed her, but didn't press the matter. "Okay, hun. But I'm just a phone call away if you need anything." 
Tessa nodded and dried her hands on the checkered towel hanging by the sink and disappeared into the bathroom. Monique watched her go and went to their room to get ready for the day. It was crazy to think so much had happened, and it wasn't even 8am.   

      [image: ]Tessa waited in the bathroom, perched on the tub's edge, until she heard the door to the apartment click shut and knew that Monique had left for work. She'd needed time to think and Monique would hover over her and make herself late if she'd known how upset she really was. She prided herself on being able to collect her emotions and figure out a plan, and she wouldn't have been able to focus with Monique's frantic caring. 
Tessa dressed in the now quiet apartment. She loved her best friend to pieces, and Jaden had grown on her quickly, but she still enjoyed having moments to herself. She spent some time in the kitchen to unpack a few boxes, since she wouldn't be home later to help. She unwrapped the cups from their bubbled protection and placed them neatly in a cabinet near the fridge. Then she took the mismatched plates and put them in a different cabinet by the stove. The next box she opened contained her mess from the junk drawer back home. Takeout menus and extra sauce packets and straws from restaurants that she wasn't sure why she hadn't thrown away. She had been in a hurry when she'd fled, but maybe she should have slowed down a bit more. She dumped most of the contents into the trash can. 
Mixed in, however, were a handful of old photographs. They'd been under magnets on the fridge in her parents' house when she was a kid and she'd stashed them in her things so her older siblings couldn't have them. She smiled at the ones with her mother before she'd gotten sick. Her mother laughing, or gardening, or sitting at the table with a younger Tessa by her side. She wasn't sure who'd even taken the photos, but she was glad for it. She still had happy memories, and it felt good to keep them. They grew few and far apart after the diagnosis. 
She hung the photos on their fridge and glanced back at the newspaper on the table. They'd left it folded over to show Sylvia's smiling face from the missing person article. Tessa decided she'd done as much as she could without the other's input and it was time to get some answers about Sylvia. The only family she had left that didn't think she was a worthless waste of space. She slung her crossbody bag over her shoulder and locked the door behind her. 






  
  CHAPTER TWO


Outside, the weather was grim. Tessa pulled her jacket closed and frowned at the clouds covering the sky. A storm was due that evening and she wondered how that would affect her night at work. Did rain keep patrons away from the bar here, or did it drive them in like it did back home? She needed good tips tonight to catch up on bills. 
Tessa walked the two blocks to the police station instead of taking her car. She liked the exercise and didn't fear the rain if it came a little early. Plus, she hoped roaming the streets would ease her into feeling settled in. Driving with a GPS always on made her feel like a tourist. 
A few minutes later, Tessa skipped up the steps to the station's entrance and passed two officers on their way out the door. The entryway was small, with a single desk, but a large open room lay right on the other side and it bustled with activity. Phones rang on desks and officers chatted with plain-clothes detectives. No one looked up when she entered the room. The far corners had windows looking out onto the room. A gruff man reclined in his desk chair in the left room and a severe woman typed furiously on her computer in the other. Tessa gulped and walked towards the reception desk. 
A woman with frizzy hair sat at one end and talked on the phone in a voice that sounded like she hadn't slept in days and was about ready to blow a fuse. At the other end, a bald man stared at a computer screen and clicked his mouse every so often. Tessa would bet he was playing solitaire and would be less mad about talking to her. She approached him and gave him her best smile.
"Excuse me, I was wondering if you could help me with something?" She said. 
The officer stared, jaw dropping open, and sat up straighter in his chair. "Oh, yes ma'am. What can I do for you?" 
"My cousin, Sylvia Davis, was reported missing on September fifteenth, and I was hoping you could give me an update?" Tessa drew her shoulders back to give the man a better view of her cleavage, knowing it could help her chances of getting information. 
"Oh, sure." The officer's eyes fell across her chest for a moment and moved to the computer screen. He clicked and typed for a minute and peered back at her. "You said you're her cousin?" 
"Yes. My name is Theresa Gabbert, but everyone calls me Tessa."
"Hmm..." His gaze flicked back and forth as he read the report. "I have a Beth Morrison listed as the contact on the file. I don't think I can—"
"That's my sister."
"Hmm..." The officer's lips pursed into a thin line as his eyes roamed from Tessa's face to her chest and back to the screen. "I don't know..." 
"Please, sir. I just moved to town to be closer to Sylvia and I haven't been able to get ahold of her since before I got here. My sister didn't tell me she'd gone missing until today. She didn't tell me because she's — well — we're estranged."
The officer didn't appear convinced. He peeked over his shoulder at the woman arguing on the phone at the other end of the desk. Tessa watched his expression and hoped he wasn't about to ask for her input. She wouldn't have a chance with that woman. 
"Call Beth and ask her. She'll tell you. We argued this morning over this. Sylvia is my cousin, my favorite cousin, and I want to know what happened to her." Her voice wavered, and she swallowed hard, not wanting to cry in front of the entire room. "Please." 
The officer expelled a puff of air and his lips buzzed against each other. "Okay. I'll check for you. But don't tell anyone you got this from me." He took another long look at her cleavage before he typed rapidly onto the keyboard. He clicked a few places with the mouse and two pages printed out behind him. He slid the sheets across the counter at Tessa. "This is all we have. Her last known whereabouts and witness statements. We have found little else. To be honest, we've got our hands full with all the missing persons we've had reported." He leaned forward and lowered his voice. "Something big must be going on and we're not seeing it properly." He inspected her breasts and leaned back in his chair. "But you didn't hear that from me."
"Right. Of course." Tessa tucked the pages into her bag without looking at them. She shot a glance at frizzy hair to make sure she wasn't paying them any attention, then she gazed around the open area behind the desk, but none of them had paid any attention either. "Thank you, sir. Really. I appreciate it so much."
"Yeah, yeah." His eyes were already glazed over as he returned to his solitaire game and forget he'd had anything to do with Tessa. 
Tessa turned to go and stared at the shiny floor to hide her relieved smile. She wished she'd already had business cards printed up. If she was at work, he would have tipped well. He was eager enough to give her information for a look at the tops of her breasts. He might have had a heart attack if he saw the tiny thong she wore for her opening number. 
Someone pulled the police file on Sylvia Davis

Copy. Recover officer name and motive?

Officer's name is Jones. Desk jockey. Civilian inquiry.

Officer Jones will be relieved of duty effective immediately. Track the civilian.

Copy.


      [image: ]Once outside, Tessa pulled the papers back out to see what he'd given her. They ran most of the information in the newspaper. Her clothes, her car, the bar she was at. She had hoped to find something good in the witness statements. The last person to see her was Chris Shephard. He'd offered to walk her to her car, and she'd refused. She'd waited until he went back inside. He'd watched her round the corner through the window and rejoined their friends at their table. Tessa frowned, wishing there was more to it. Could he have been involved in her disappearance? Did the police consider him a person of interest?
His phone number and address were at the bottom of the statement with his signature, and Tessa bit her lip. Would it be totally weird of her to call him? Probably. But she wanted to do it, anyway. She dug her cell phone out of her bag and dialed as she walked. 
It rang. And rang. And rang. The voicemail picked up. In the seconds before the beep, Tessa tried to get her thoughts in order to leave a concise message. 
"Um, hi, my name is Tessa Gabbert. My cousin is missing. Um." She smacked her forehead and tried again. "Sylvia Davis is my cousin and I know you were the last person to see her before she disappeared. I wanted to chat with you about what happened that night." She rolled her eyes at herself. Who the hell said 'chat?' "I promise I'm not a reporter or anything. I know that's exactly what a reporter would say, but I'm not. Shit. I'm sorry. I'm concerned about—" A second beep cut her off. The message was too long. Oh well, she'd just have to hope he'd call her back. 
Tessa roamed aimlessly for a few minutes before she passed a park. It was deserted, considering the weather, but she wandered in and found a bench to sit down at, anyway. She'd give Chris a chance to call her back before she walked home. She stared at the screen and hoped he wasn't the type of person who let days pass before checking voicemails.
Raindrops fell sporadically and splattered the sidewalk in front of her. She stared up at the sky, at the roiling gray clouds and wondered how long until the downpour started, and she'd be soaked to the skin. She'd forgotten her umbrella, even though she knew she needed to get in the hang of carrying it everywhere in the fall. But she tugged her hood over her head and hoped it would at least help. 
Before she could really worry, though, her phone rang and the number she'd dialed for Chris Shephard displayed across the screen. He'd actually called her back. She nearly dropped her phone in her eagerness to answer. 
"Hello?" she said in a voice that she hoped sounded casual.
"Uh, hi. I got a call from this number. You said you were Sylvia's cousin?"
"Yes, my name is Tessa." She dug her nails into her palm to keep calm. She didn't know what to say now that he was actually on the phone. "And you're absolutely not a reporter? Because they've shown up at my job and I'll raise hell if they got ahold of my personal cell n—"
"I swear. I got your number from the police station when I went to check for updates."
"Well. Okay, I guess. What can I do for you?" His voice wavered.
"I just wanted to ask... I was wondering... I actually have no idea. I just barely found out Sylvia was missing because my sister didn't tell me anything. I moved to Seattle to be closer to her, and then she wasn't returning my calls. And then I got the reports from the police and your number was there and..." Tessa choked back tears and tried to hold it together. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have called. This is weird."
Chris chuckled. "It's alright, calm down." He sighed. "I was with her at the bar. We were celebrating with the other members of our activist group. I'm sure you know that from the reports." He paused, and Tessa wasn't sure if he was going to continue. But then he plunged ahead. "What the reports don't tell you is how hard I've fallen for her and that night she'd finally given me the time of day. I'd give anything for her to be found so that I know it wasn't a dream or my imagination or something."
"Oh." She didn't know what else to say. At least his heartfelt confession marked him off the list of suspects. "Have the police told you anything about what they've found?" 
"No. Shit, they interrogated me for two hours
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