
Chapter One

			Antigone Weston paused—her breath held and her slender gold letter opener hovering in midslice—when she heard footsteps outside her office door. The sound of the heavy steps slowed momentarily, then continued, receding down the hallway. Tig exhaled with a sigh of relief and finished opening the padded mailer. She felt foolish for hiding in her office, but not enough that she was about to get up and open her door, inviting everyone to come inside and share their opinions about her leadership of the University of Washington’s Classics Department. At this point, even conversations with the few who saw merit in the upcoming shift from a pure classics curriculum to the more inclusive Mediterranean Studies exhausted her. She’d had so many criticisms, compliments, and rambling debates thrown her way as she led her department through the transitional phase of this drastic change that she felt as tightly wound as a resonating piece of glass. One wrong move and she would shatter. So she was hiding behind closed doors, alone.

			Well, alone if she didn’t count the ghost of Laura Hughes. Laura had been one of Tig’s favorite students and had recently—and far too briefly—been promoted to the status of colleague when she accepted Tig’s offer just a month ago to be an adjunct professor at her old alma mater. She had been on campus for barely a day before an unstable and jealous student murdered her, erroneously believing that Laura and Professor Libby Hart might become romantically involved. The killer had then come far too close to murdering Libby and her new girlfriend, campus police officer Clare Sawyer. Losing Laura had sent Tig reeling through grief. Losing her best friend Libby, as well, would have destroyed her.

			And now Laura was back. Her memory, at least, if not her actual ghost. Tig had retrieved her mail a few days ago and found the letter-sized package among the usual stack of bills and professional journals. It was postmarked from Philadelphia, sent by Laura’s fiancé. Tig hadn’t known what to expect inside, and she had been carrying the unopened mailer in her briefcase for the past few days.

			Tig sighed. She was usually the type of person who met issues head-on, often more defiantly than the situation warranted. She’d be the bull in the china shop, not the cow quietly tiptoeing through the daisies. Yet here she was, afraid to open her office door and her mail. Ridiculous.

			She pulled the contents out of the mailer with a bit more force than necessary, and a handwritten sheet of blue paper fluttered to the floor. She ignored it for the moment, focused instead on the neatly printed and stapled essay in her hands. She remembered the title and topic, and a glance at the date confirmed that this would have been one of the first—if not the first—papers Laura had written for Tig as a freshman, for her Ancient Greek Novels course. She gingerly turned through the pages, skimming the handwritten notes she had crammed in the margins—correcting here, praising there. The paper felt fragile in her hands, its sides bent and torn, as if it had spent the past decade in a pile of books or other things that were slightly smaller, leaving only its edges exposed to the outside world.

			She came to the last page. A-. Her final note said that Laura seemed to have an instinctive sensitivity to the subject and would likely be successful as a classics major if she was interested enough to pursue the degree. Tig sighed again, closing the paper and setting it on her desk. She fought the temptation to leap to the conclusion that Laura’s death was now undeniably her fault. If she hadn’t encouraged her to study this subject, she might be alive right now, happily teaching chemistry or economics or French literature…She shook her head. She had recognized her own passion for classics in Laura. She would have followed the same academic and career path even if Tig had written that she seemed to have no discernible talent and should probably consider any other major before this one.

			Tig set the paper on her desk and bent down to retrieve the accompanying note. The delicately slanted handwriting of Laura’s fiancé told her that Laura had kept this paper, even though she saved relatively few other sentimental items. He wrote that Laura had reread Tig’s note whenever she was struggling in graduate school, and that Tig’s message had seemed to give her courage to face her challenges and remain focused on the direction she needed to go. He hoped Tig might find the same comfort in the memento.

			Tig carefully stowed the letter and essay in a file folder before resting her elbows on her desk and cradling her forehead in her palms. Maybe reading the paper would help in the coming days, reminding her of why she—like Laura—had chosen this career path in the first place, but she’d much rather have Laura herself to talk to. They had briefly discussed this upcoming curricular change when Laura had returned to campus last month, and she had seemed to have a like-minded approach to the new Mediterranean Studies plan. Neither Tig nor Laura liked change, especially when it came to their beloved subject and its reputation as a venerated university degree, but both of them recognized the need for the department to take steps toward mending some of its more racist qualities.

			Tig tilted her head without raising it and looked around her office. This had been her space for almost fifteen years, but everything inside told an even older story. Her life was contained in the capsule of a room, with photos and mementos from family vacations, books her parents had used during their own careers as classical scholars, replicas of ancient Greek and Roman artifacts, and gifts from decades of Christmases and birthdays.

			She hadn’t even moved the furniture an inch in any direction since her first week as a professor at UW. Who was she to lead this department forward when she was the poster child for the status quo?

			An outsider observing Tig’s office and life would probably have bet a fortune on her being one of the more vocal opponents of this transition. Her life was modeled after those of her parents, whose careers were modeled after the generations of professors who had come before them. But despite the outward expression of her passion, she believed wholeheartedly in the need for an infusion of new viewpoints and in the importance of giving voice to the other cultures that had been so overshadowed by those of the Greeks and Romans that they were barely visible.

			A loud rap on the door jolted Tig into an upright position and out of her maudlin musings. She momentarily considered ducking under her desk, but she had a pile of books and her laptop bag under there, and she probably wouldn’t fit all the way. She doubted the other faculty members would have much faith in a director who was caught trying unsuccessfully to wedge herself into a hiding spot.

			“Tig, I know you’re in there. Open this door!”

			Tig exhaled softly in relief. Ariella Romero’s voice was sharper than usual, but she was a friend, and therefore on Tig’s side by default.

			“It’s unlocked, Ari,” she called in response.

			Ari came in and shut the door behind her, giving her a look that Tig would have filed under the word disdain if she had been compiling a visual dictionary of expressions. Ari might be the smallest member of Tig’s group of friends, but after only moments in her company, her stature seemed to grow beyond her physical size, and she was ferociously capable of expressing intense emotions and judgments with a mere glance. She sat down in the chair on the other side of Tig’s desk and crossed her legs. She was wearing a simple long-sleeved black top and a pair of black jeans, but with intricately woven, sand-colored fingerless gloves on her hands. Tig shook her head. If she had worn those gloves, she would have looked like she had hurt herself and accidentally wrapped doilies on her hands instead of bandages. On Ari, the same accessories made her look as if her hands were about to bring forth something wondrously creative, like an intricate piano concerto or a timeless novel that would rival Heathcliff and his moors.

			“What gave me away?” Tig asked.

			“I could see that your light was on,” Ari said. “If you’re going to hide in here, you ought to use a jacket or something to cover the crack under the door.”

			“I was going to turn off the light and read by flashlight, but yours is a better idea,” Tig said. “This is an old blazer, so I don’t mind if it gets dirty on the floor.”

			Ari raised her eyebrows slightly. “I was joking, but I think you’re serious.”

			“Just a little,” Tig admitted, spinning her letter opener under her fingers until she realized it was making a divot in the wood surface of her desk. She had bought the massive cherrywood desk when she moved into her first apartment after college, and it was covered with years of chips and dents. Still, she didn’t need to make it worse. She set the opener to one side and laced her fingers together. “I’m avoiding the angry hordes.”

			“I can give you a motivational speech, but it needs to be a short one since we’re meeting Libby and Jazz in about twenty minutes. Libby wants to try the new hamburger place near the police station.”

			“On a Monday?” Tig asked, partly because she was surprised that Libby was deviating from her usual dining schedule, and partly to avoid what was more likely to be a motivational diatribe rather than speech. Libby used to make Tig seem wildly spontaneous in comparison, but she had relaxed her hold on her daily and weekly rituals quite a bit since falling in love with Clare. Tig quite liked Clare and thought she was perfect for Libby, but she was planning to avoid following the same path Libby had taken. She had enough changes to deal with in her professional life, and she didn’t need to add upheavals in her personal life to the mix. Not that her personal life had included anyone new and exciting since…well, Tig couldn’t exactly remember when, but she’d ballpark it somewhere between Ancient Greek times and about five years ago.

			“I think she just wants to be near where Clare works,” Ari said. “This might be the best time to convert her to being a gothic literature fan, while they’re still in the lovey-dovey stage and emotions are running high. I’d normally wait until the breakup to really get someone hooked, but I have a feeling this one’s going to last.”

			“I agree about it lasting,” Tig said, “but I’ll bet the real reason she wants to stick close to the police station is because she’s hoping someone will accidentally leave a detective’s badge or uniform lying around, and she can take it and pretend she’s officially on the job.”

			Ari nodded thoughtfully. “You’re probably right. Really, she helped catch one serial killer and suddenly she thinks she’s Sherlock Holmes. If she starts making noise about giving up architectural history and joining the force, we’ll have to have another intervention and try to get her back into her old rut. Still, though…” Ari hesitated, then leaned forward slightly. “She really was amazing, wasn’t she? The way she noticed the symbols and details of the crime scenes was very impressive.”

			“Because they were designed for her,” Tig said. The infatuated student-turned-killer had used Libby’s lectures to send messages to her beloved teacher, speaking in a language they shared. Tig smiled, sharing in Ari’s pride for Libby. “She was brilliant, though. If every future murderer makes explicit use of the architectural elements at their crime scenes, she could have a stellar career as a detective.”

			Ari grinned in response, then shook her head and the smile disappeared. “Back to your cowardly hiding. You distracted me, so now you get the super-abbreviated version of the lecture. I’m sure the three of us can expand on it for at least another hour during dinner, but here’s the gist.” Ari flicked one gloved hand as if chasing off an errant fly. “Just tell the complainers that they need to grow up and move with the times. You’re doing what it takes to make this department relevant and to get more students interested in it, and they should appreciate you instead of complaining.”

			Tig sighed. Ari made it sound so easy to just shrug off the antagonistic attitudes of her colleagues, but Tig wasn’t handling it with as much grace or confidence as Ari seemed to expect from her. She wanted to bring her faculty members together as a team—to convince them that this was the best way to keep the department alive—partly because she felt that her role as head of the department was to be on everyone’s side, seeing problems and solutions from all angles. And, she admitted only to herself, partly because she was sympathetic to those who didn’t want anything to change.

			“It’s more complicated than that,” she said. “Classics has always been a respected major. It’s foundational, for both our culture and our educational systems. I know those old ways need to be updated, and that we need to acknowledge and honor the civilizations and contributions of other ancient peoples instead of erasing them, but it’s not easy for some to let go of the cachet that our type of department used to have.”

			“Hey, I get that. Don’t you think I’d rather have Gothic Studies be its own major instead of just a tiny specialty within the English Department? Of course, the Classics Department has obviously survived on its own for ages, but according to you, just because it has in the past doesn’t mean it should from now on. Didn’t you say that you’re not trying to dilute the department, but to make it stronger?”

			Tig frowned. Ari was playing dirty, throwing her own words back at her. “Maybe I said those words, but you make them sound more convincing. I hereby appoint you spokesperson for the new Med Studies program.”

			“No way. It sounds like a thankless job.” Ari grinned at her. “Besides, deep down you know you’re the best person to do it. You’ll be more effective if you’re not shouting those words through your closed office door. You just need to have more confidence in yourself. And if you don’t believe me when I tell you how great you are, maybe I should read some of your fan mail.”

			Ari grabbed the unopened envelope on the top of Tig’s stack of mail and cleared her throat dramatically as she tore it open. “In the words of the illustrious classics faculty at Bryn Mawr, who are desperate to have you join them as a visiting professor—”

			“Fine. Please stop,” Tig said with a laugh. She was routinely courted by other universities—especially as a relatively well-known female professor in a heavily male-dominated subject—but she had no interest in leaving Seattle, no matter what difficulties she was currently facing. And she most definitely didn’t want to hear Ari read one of those letters out loud. “I give up. I’m amazing. The best thing that ever happened to classics. A paragon of Greek virtue.”

			Ari grinned with a smug expression as she stuffed the letter back into the envelope. “Was that so hard? Now, come on, or we’ll be late.”

			Tig gave the route of cowardice one more try. “I don’t suppose the three of you would want to pick up those burgers and bring them back here, would you? We could have a picnic on my office floor. It’d be fun, eating by flashlight.”

			Ari’s next look apparently meant Get the hell out of your chair. Tig sighed and stood up, following Ari out the door. Her hopes that all the other professors would be similarly ensconced in their offices were dashed when they practically ran into Chase Davies as they stepped into the hallway.

			“Professor Weston,” he said, with a nod of acknowledgment at both her and Ari.

			“Professor Davies,” she replied in kind.

			“Wow. Objectively speaking, he’s a very handsome man,” Ari whispered after they had walked a few steps past him. “Snappy dresser.”

			Tig glanced over her shoulder. “Hey, we’re practically wearing the same outfit.”

			Ari looked at her. Tan pants, a tweed blazer. Tig’s shirt was pumpkin-colored and his was mauve, but still…

			“You’re right, sorry. Platonically speaking, you’re—”

			Tig held up her hand. “Save it, Ari. Everyone knows he’s the hottie of the Classics Department. Probably three-quarters of our students chose this as their major because they’re in love with him.” She might be slightly exaggerating, but not by much. That was why she always had him teach at least one intro class every quarter. She wasn’t above using him as bait.

			“We seem to have similar wardrobes, and occasionally we look like we coordinated our outfits on purpose. Somehow, though, he always manages to look as if he’s about to leap onto a desk and start spouting inspirational poetry, while I look like I might stumble over my own two feet and scatter all the loose papers I’m carrying across the floor.”

			Ari laughed and bumped Tig with her shoulder. “So, how many times has that actually happened?”

			“I have no idea about the inspirational poetry, but the paper scattering has happened once.” Ari gave her a look of disbelief. “Okay, twice. But I was grading papers in both cases. It’s not easy to walk and correct grammar at the same time.”

			Their laughter faded slightly when they passed Professor Kamrick Morris and Tig exchanged the same terse greeting with him. He was wearing oddly similar clothes—Tig resolved to go buy some new, non-neutral outfits as soon as possible—but she decided she came out better in a comparison with him than with Chase. Kam’s arms were full of books and files that looked ready to drop at any moment, and he had his usual scruffy, harried air about him.

			Tig sighed in relief as they pushed through the glass-paned doors of Denny Hall and walked down the wide staircase, with its fall coating of damp, yellowed leaves. Only two encounters, and neither had resulted in a stressful conversation, probably thanks to Ari’s presence.

			“I’m not used to seeing you act so formal and distant with your colleagues,” Ari said as they headed off campus. “Are they both opposed to the new department?”

			“First one, yes. Second one supports it.”

			“Huh,” Ari said, batting at an oak leaf that twirled out of a tree and into her hair. “I really can’t see why you’re hiding in your office when the worst that happens is maybe a briefer nod or a slightly cooler tone.”

			Tig shook her head. She couldn’t explain it, but she felt more at work under the surface than was indicated by those two short hellos. “We’ve gotten pretty good at keeping our conversations to a minimum if there are students or people from outside the department around, but it feels like a fragile sort of control to me. I can’t shake the feeling that everything is going to explode one of these days.”

			Taking out both her and her career when it happened.

			




Chapter Ten

			Tig rather desperately tried to change the conversation’s topic, but the others seemed determined to remain focused on her. The best she could hope for was a distraction. An earthquake, maybe? They had a lot of those in the Northwest. She’d prefer that to having her unsuccessful love life discussed in front of Kent, of all people. Kent, who seemed to be enjoying Tig’s discomfort far too much.

			She wasn’t even sure how she’d like Kent to see her, nor did she want to delve too deeply into why it mattered to her at all what Kent thought. Still, the fact remained—not too closely examined, but present—that she did care how Kent saw her. With her friends trying to outdo each other with their exaggerated descriptions of her, she sounded in turn like a player and a social recluse. The truth was somewhere in the middle. She might have dated her way through her section of campus, but she hadn’t been lying when she reminded everyone that the pool from which she had to choose was very small. And, yes, she hadn’t had a relationship for well over a year now—she wasn’t about to count months, and instead settled on that vague estimate—but she had been too busy with not only her teaching, but also with her departmental responsibilities to squeeze in time to spend on dating.

			And she had her friends to fill her evenings and weekends, although she was currently rethinking the wisdom in that.

			Kent laughed at something Jazz had said while Tig was distracted by her own thoughts. Judging by everyone’s gleeful reactions to whatever comment she had made, Tig was relieved to have missed it. They never laughed that hard at the flattering remarks anyone made.

			Kent nudged her with an elbow as the laughter faded. “It’s funny to tease about, but the four of you really have narrowed down your available dating options when your friend group is made up of the majority of eligible women on this side of campus.” She nodded toward Libby and Clare. “Or three eligible, and a newly ineligible one and her girlfriend. Haven’t any of you ever dated each other?”

			“No,” Libby and Jazz said in unison, at the same time that Tig and Ari said, “Yes.”

			“The two of you dated?” Libby asked incredulously. “And you never told us?”

			Tig shrugged. “It was a one-time thing, and it was before you and Jazz came to campus. Not much to tell.”

			“Ooh, bad date, hmm?” Clare asked, reaching for another slice of pizza. “We need the full story.”

			Tig laughed. “Not at all. Best date I ever had.”

			Ari grinned at her. “Me, too. I’ve never laughed so much with someone I’d just met.”

			“So, what are you saying?” Jazz asked. “Are you secretly married and raising a family of little Tigs and Aris?”

			“No. We had absolutely zero chemistry,” Tig said, smiling at the memory. She and Ari had realized this after only about ten minutes together. She had never regretted the fact that their relationship hadn’t had the hope of evolving into something romantic, since she had gained a best friend in the process. “We brought it up right at the beginning of the date, which you’d think would have put a damper on the evening, but it turned into a running joke the entire night.”

			Ari laughed. “We’d say things like I think I’m starting to feel hot for you. Oh, never mind, it was just the spicy jalapeños in my burrito.” Tig joined in her laughter, but the others were watching them, still apparently in shock at the revelation. “Well, I guess you had to be there,” said Ari with a shrug. “We thought it was hilarious.”

			“So, which one of you asked the other out?” Clare asked. “My money’s on Tig.”

			“You win,” said Ari. “I hadn’t even been here a week when she made her move.”

			“I’ll admit I was the one who asked,” Tig said. “But you happened to be standing outside my office at the time. As far as I know, you’ve never taught a single class in Denny.”

			“I was new,” Ari protested over the laughter of the others. “I was lost.”

			Tig turned to Kent and grinned at her. “She was holding a campus map at the time.”

			“Fine, it’s true,” Ari said. “I had heard there was a cute, single classics professor in Denny, and I wanted to check you out myself.”

			Tig sighed with relief as the group’s teasing turned in the direction of Ari, and she took a bite of the pizza that had been sitting uneaten on her plate during the earlier part of the conversation. Their news wasn’t exactly an earthquake, but it had done the job.

			Kent leaned toward her. “So,” she asked, speaking quietly so the others couldn’t overhear. “You can tell if you have chemistry with someone right away?”

			Tig looked into Kent’s eyes and felt something stir inside her, making her want to lean forward in turn and fall into whatever this was, no matter the consequences. She loved her friends and thought they were beautiful, wonderful people, but none of them had ever made her feel this same way. She knew she should be sensible, aware of how precarious her future was, and just shrug off Kent’s question with a joke or neutral answer.

			“Immediately,” she said, instead. She held Kent’s gaze for a few moments longer, then dragged her focus away and back to the table in general. Even without eye contact, though, she still responded to Kent’s presence, her mind and body alert to every breath, every sigh.

			This was not good.

			She spent the rest of dinner doing something she rarely had to do when they were all together—she had to force herself to smile and laugh in the right places, and to fight to keep her attention on the others and not drift into her own mental space. She had spent the time between her last class and this dinner updating her CV and actually reading and considering the letters she had received from other universities. It wasn’t fair to Kent for Tig to encourage any sort of relationship when she was already preparing her exit strategy.

			And this whole situation was damned unfair for Tig herself, to finally find something that felt real when her career was developing fractures that might result in irreparable breaks. She could imagine the two of them together, curled up with each other in the evening and talking or kissing, or at a dinner like this one, with their chairs pulled closer together and Kent’s hand resting on her thigh as they chatted and laughed with friends. But she could also clearly picture herself packing up her belongings and traveling to wherever her next job might be. Her career was everything to her. Her passion, her past, her future. What was between her and Kent was intriguing in the present, but nothing more.

			Right. She made herself laugh at something Libby said, barely hearing it and joining in with the others after a few seconds’ delay. Somehow, she made it through the rest of dinner without doing anything to draw attention to herself—although that in itself probably alerted her friends that something was wrong. She just couldn’t shake the awareness that in all likelihood, she was going to have to say goodbye to whatever potential she and Kent shared.

			And she’d be saying goodbye to her friends, as well.

			* * *

			They proved themselves to be as perceptive as usual, although they only figured out half of Tig’s reasons for being as distracted as she was. As soon as they stepped outside the restaurant, the four of them barely said good night before they scattered as if they had prearranged it, leaving Tig and Kent alone on the sidewalk. If her friends had known everything that was weighing on Tig’s mind, they would have stayed instead, protecting her from starting a new relationship that would only end up with her in pain, nursing a broken heart in an unfamiliar city.

			“Your friends aren’t exactly subtle,” Kent remarked.

			Tig shook her head in exasperation. “They’re not. But don’t worry, I’ll be swapping them out for new ones tomorrow.”

			It was a comfortable old joke that she and her friends often made when one of them was being driven nuts by the others, and she said it without thinking. She rubbed her eyes and sighed.

			“They don’t know yet, do they? What we talked about, if your department is shut down.”

			Tig shook her head. “We all share the belief that our specialty is vital to the university, and I don’t think it would occur to any of us that classics or architectural history or gothic novels might be expendable and could vanish on the whim of the university. I guess it needs to be pointed out to us by an outsider for it to seem real.”

			“Yeah, sorry about that. Let’s walk.” She tugged on Tig’s sleeve until she started moving, then dropped the contact. “Is your car in Denny’s lot?”

			Tig nodded. “I’ll walk you to the station on the way.”

			Kent laughed. “How about I walk you to your car, then walk myself back to the station.”

			Tig playfully gave her a push. “I’m perfectly capable of taking care of myself and protecting you at the same time.”

			“Of course you are.”

			Tig stuck her hands in her pockets to keep from reaching out to touch Kent again. “Thank you. Now, if you could just say that again without rolling your eyes, it would be a bit more meaningful.”

			“I could try, but I doubt I’d pull it off. What I can say is that normally that might be true, but tonight why don’t we let the armed person who doesn’t look like she might start crying at any moment be the bodyguard?”

			“I’m not crying,” Tig protested.

			“I said might start.”

			“Oh. Well, then, okay. You can be the muscle just this once.”

			They walked in silence for a while, weaving through the busy U District streets until they reached the relatively quiet campus. Tig had a hard time believing that about twenty-four hours ago she had walked along these same paths and had discovered Chase’s body. Some parts of her day had been very normal—teaching classes, being with friends. Others had been so strange, like her conversation with Kam and assisting as the police searched Chase’s office. She felt disconnected from all of it, but she decided that was understandable given the situation. Somehow, having Kent at her side helped ground her when she felt like she was becoming unwound from the life she had built here.

			“Oh, hey,” she said, coming to a halt. “I forgot to ask about the amphora. It’s real, isn’t it? Can I have it if no one claims it?”

			Kent laughed. “Do you mean like things that are left in the lost and found? No. If it turns out he acquired it legitimately, it belongs to Davies’s estate, at least once the investigation into his murder is finished. Until then, it’s potential evidence. Professor Matthiou still needs to examine it, but she had the same fanatical look in her eyes that you did when she saw it, so I believe she thinks it’s authentic, too.”

			“Maybe I should go over there, just to check on it.”

			“By check on it, I hope you don’t mean break in and steal it,” Kent cautioned her. “I don’t know if it factors into this investigation, but it seems like it might be connected.”

			“Speaking of things connected to the case, I’ve been meaning to tell you about some weird things Kam Morris said to me today when he accosted me outside my classroom.”

			Kent listened quietly to Tig’s recitation, then moved them next to a lamppost and had Tig repeat the conversation while she took notes in its light.

			“Honest,” she repeated when they started moving again. “We had a completely worthless interview with him today, but I suppose he was honest about not wanting to give us any information.”

			“Is he a suspect?” Tig asked. His behavior, combined with the hints of possible blackmail, made him seem like a likely candidate. His personality made the idea of him as a murderer seem laughable.

			“No,” Kent said. “Good alibi.”

			They got to Tig’s car, but Kent didn’t seem inclined to rush away, so Tig kept her keys in her pocket and rested her hip against the front fender.

			“You have good friends,” Kent said, leaning against the car next to her. “You’re lucky.”

			“I know,” Tig answered quietly. She heard the edge of wistfulness in Kent’s voice. “Is it hard to make friends in your job? I couldn’t tell if it was okay for Clare to ask you to join us, or if you have rules against fraternizing.”

			Kent crossed her arms over her chest and looked toward Denny. “It’s not always clear, especially when there’s mobility in the department and people get promoted reasonably often. I went to the academy with some people in this department, and one is my superior, two are below me in rank, and the other works in HR and is sort of outside the hierarchy. We don’t have to pretend we don’t know each other well, and at various times I’ve had drinks or dinner with all of them. Tonight was fine with Sawyer, but becoming besties would be an issue. A romantic relationship would definitely be out. I’ve been on promotions panels before where one member will excuse themselves because they’re close to the person being considered, and that’s fine, but she’s in my direct chain of command, so anything that goes beyond casual wouldn’t be appropriate.”

			“Wow, that’s confusing. It’d be tempting just to keep to yourself and avoid all the possible pitfalls,” Tig said with a laugh. Kent gave her a look, and Tig switched to a frown. “Oh, that’s what you do, isn’t it?”

			Kent shrugged as if it was inconsequential, but Tig sensed how lonely that must be. “Most of the time, yes. But like I said, I have casual friends scattered through the department. If I want to go out on a Friday night, I know the places where they hang out and I can always find someone to share a conversation or a drink.”

			“And dating?” Tig asked, hoping she sounded simply curious, but not sure if she pulled it off.

			“Within the department? Not at all. I sometimes meet women from other departments during trainings or conferences, and when I was on patrol I dated a couple of people I met on campus, but those connections haven’t ever felt important enough to be worth juggling time and distance to maintain a relationship when my work life is so busy.”

			Kent paused, then turned toward her. “This one does.”

			Tig turned to face her, too, leaning against the car mere inches away. “I might have to leave. I won’t have a choice.”

			“I remember,” Kent said. “From two minutes ago when we last talked about it.”

			Tig smiled. “Deflecting with sarcasm?”

			Kent shrugged and grinned back at her. Tig raised her hand and brushed the pad of her thumb across Kent’s lower lip. “What exactly are you proposing? Just a fling?”

			“No,” Kent said firmly. “That implies that this doesn’t mean much, and that we can rush in and rush out without getting too close. It’s the opposite. I think you’re something special, and that under other circumstances you could prove to be very important in my life. Even though we might not have forever to explore that, I don’t want to pretend I’m not feeling this.”

			Tig moved her hand until she was cupping Kent’s cheek. “Do you mean dating? Letting this progress like normal, like we don’t know how it might end?”

			Kent nodded, her skin brushing softly against Tig’s palm.

			Tig frowned, wanting to say yes to anything Kent might be offering, but also needing to protect her heart—and Kent’s, too. “Do you realize how much it’s going to hurt when it ends?” she asked.

			“Yes, I do. I already feel it. And I don’t care.” Kent closed the distance between them and kissed her.

			Tig felt herself melting into the pressure of Kent’s lips against her own. The physical sensations were powerful enough—she smelled good, she tasted so good—but there was something more, something Tig had never felt before because it had everything to do with Kent herself. She had held beautiful women in her arms in the past, and had enjoyed kissing them, but there was always something missing. Tig had thought the lack of real passion had been her shortcoming, that she wasn’t responding the right way or feeling enough attraction, but now she knew the truth. Other women weren’t Kent, and therefore they’d never be enough for her.

			Damn it.

			Tig fought to keep some part of her mind rational and detached because she’d never make it through this if she didn’t, but the moment she felt Kent’s tongue brush against her lips, she gave up the attempt. She turned until she had Kent pressed against the car, the full length of their bodies in contact, and met Kent’s tongue with her own.

			Somehow, with some superpower she hadn’t realized she possessed, she managed to pull back an inch or two. Kent wasn’t in uniform, but Tig knew she wouldn’t want to be caught by any of her officers in public like this. She braced her hands on the car on either side of Kent’s shoulders and rested their foreheads together as they both fought to catch their breath.

			She brushed her nose against Kent’s. “So,” she said, “Does this mean I get to call you Adi?”

			Kent laughed, and Tig felt the warmth of it against the chafed, sensitive skin of her lips. “Go right ahead,” she said. “As long as you don’t mind being arrested.”

			Kent gave her a quick kiss and playfully pushed her away. “You’d better get in your car before this gets any more out of hand and we both get arrested. If my officers see me having my rights read at the station, it will seriously undermine my authority.”

			Tig gave her hands a squeeze, then let go and fished her keys out of her pocket. “I’m going. But I’ll see you tomorrow?”

			Kent nodded. “See you tomorrow.”

			Tig got in her car and buckled her seat belt. She waved at Kent as she pulled out of her parking place and drove calmly toward the campus exit, trying to ignore the fact that she had just willingly signed on for a broken heart.

			




Chapter Eleven

			Kent sat at her desk and did nothing. It was becoming a habit. Last night after Tig drove away, she had spent about two hours walking around campus, and then had gone home instead of doing the work she had intended to do before Sawyer intervened and got her to join her friends. Against her better judgment. She congratulated herself on that—she had known it wasn’t a good idea to sit down next to Tig and lose herself in laughter and companionship. Yes, how very wise of her to have recognized it as a mistake.

			And how very foolish to have done it anyway.

			Now she was sort of in a relationship with a woman she barely knew, who would leave as soon as the university decided that having a Classics Department wasn’t worth the high body count. She had blurred the lines between her and Clare. Libby probably thought that having a meal together with Kent meant she was officially part of the police force. She’d likely show up in uniform today.

			Kent smiled. She wasn’t sorry. Not about any of it. Sawyer was a savvy enough officer to keep their relationship professional. A one-time dinner was fine, and they wouldn’t make a habit of it. And Libby? Hell, Kent might as well send her out on patrol and let her get it out of her system. Once she realized that police work was usually highly repetitious and boring, punctuated by brief moments of screeching excitement, she’d probably lose interest. She had been brought in to help solve a murder, and the experience had made her think that kind of complex case was the norm, when in truth the norm was drunk college kids who needed a ride back to the dormitories.

			Which brought her to Tig. Kent kept waiting for regret to kick in. Why start something they wouldn’t be able to finish? Why sign up for the pain of good-bye?

			But regret didn’t come, and neither did answers to those questions. All she knew was that she was going to say yes to Tig as long as the option was there. Yes to kissing her, to laughing with her, to spending time with her.

			Someone knocked on her door, and she made an effort to force the smile off her face and return to her usual scowl. Or at least a neutral expression. She figured she was about as successful as Tig had been when she was trying not to look shifty during their interview.

			Damn, she was smiling again. This really needed to stop.

			“Come in,” she said. Not bad. She sounded reasonably annoyed, which was her usual tone.

			The desk officer opened her door and came in, with Sawyer on his heels. He handed her an envelope with her name on it in elegant script and left. Kent waved Clare toward the chair opposite her and slit the envelope with her letter opener.

			She skimmed the note from Professor Matthiou, reading the key parts aloud to Clare.

			“Circa 560 BCE, but some of the repair work is more modern. So far, no indication that it was stolen or that it’s gone through an auction house, but they’re still running it through a variety of databases to find out for sure.” She looked at Clare. “I’m not sure what that means. How the hell did he get it, then?”

			Clare shrugged, taking the letter when Kent offered it to her and reading through it. Kent figured the ornate handwriting would be challenging for someone with dyslexia, so she kept silent and gave Clare time to work through the letter. “Tig will probably know what this is about,” Clare said, when she had finished reading. “She’ll be here any minute, as soon as she finishes her class, so we can go to Davies’s house.”

			“That’s…good,” Kent said, running through several other word choices before settling on that one, deciding it was relatively neutral.

			“Yes, very good,” Clare agreed with a smirk.

			“Watch your step, Sawyer, or I’ll tell your doctor I saw you clutching your stomach and moaning like you were in pain. That ought to earn you another two weeks off to make sure that wound is fully healed.”

			She was losing her touch. Clare just laughed instead of quailing in fear.

			Luckily, Tig arrived just then, before Kent had to come up with an even more threatening form of punishment for Clare to completely ignore. She came into the office wearing sunglasses and perched on the edge of Kent’s desk. The action felt somehow intimate, although her expression—at least what Kent could see of it—didn’t look romantic at all.

			“Cool shades, Tig,” Clare said. “You do realize it’s raining outside, don’t you?”

			“Yes, I do. I was just wearing these so I could walk through Denny’s halls without drawing too much attention to myself.” Tig sighed and pulled off the glasses, revealing bruises that had gone a sickly shade of yellow-green around the edges.

			“Oh…well…the bruises seem to be healing quickly,” Kent said, trying to be diplomatic. “They must not have been too deep and should be completely faded…soon.”

			“You look like a raccoon with jaundice,” Clare said, apparently not trying to be diplomatic at all.

			Tig pointed at her eyes. “By rights, these should be on Kam’s face, not mine. That’s the last time I try to break up a fight.”

			“Maybe this will help you forget about your bruises,” Kent said, gesturing for Clare to hand her the letter from Matthiou.

			“You were right about the vase thing,” Clare added.

			Tig read the letter, tapping her lips absently with the sunglasses. Kent knew she wasn’t intentionally doing it, but it made it difficult for her to keep from staring at Tig’s mouth, which made her think of their kiss, which made her want to kiss her again.

			She searched through some paperwork on her desk, pretending she was looking for a Very Important Folder, while she mentally lectured herself about self-control and the dangers of wandering thoughts.

			Tig put the letter on Kent’s desk with a sigh. “Well, so much for me ever getting that amphora,” she said.

			“That was never a possibility,” Kent reminded her. “But can you explain what it means that they can’t find records of it?”

			“It was probably part of a find from an illegal or unregistered dig and smuggled into the US. Unless Chase has official paperwork hidden somewhere that gives its provenance and proves he bought it legally, it’ll most likely be returned to its country of origin, probably Greece. I’m not sure of the steps they’ll need to take with it, but I doubt it will be part of his estate anymore.”

			“They can’t just send it back if it’s connected to a murder, can they?” Clare asked.

			Tig shrugged. “That’ll complicate matters, I suppose.”

			“Is there any way you would be able to buy something like this and not be aware that it was stolen?” Kent asked.

			“Papers can be forged. Even though most auction houses dealing in this type of antiquity do their best to make sure items are legally able to be sold, some slip through. I wouldn’t trust myself to be knowledgeable enough about verifying provenance to be sure I wasn’t making a mistake. And then, some people don’t care enough to look very thoroughly into an item’s past, if they want to possess it badly enough.”

			Kent rubbed her temples. “We’ll need to get the department’s legal advisors to start working on this. Then we can get out to Davies’s house. Maybe we’ll find another artifact there, or some sort of bill of sale for this one.”

			Clare stood up. “I’ll take the letter to the admin office and let them know what’s going on. I need to go up there, anyway, to hand in my medical paperwork. Meet you in the parking garage?”

			Kent nodded and handed her the letter, shutting the door after she left and turning to face Tig. She was a little nervous to be alone with her after last night, in case Tig had suddenly changed her mind about the two of them, but mostly she felt relief that they were finally together.

			Tig gestured at her eyes. “Are you sorry you suggested that we get together now that I look like this?”

			Kent laughed and walked over to where Tig was still sitting on her desk, stepping between her thighs and rubbing her thumbs gently over Tig’s bruises, from her nose to the corners of her eyes, then sliding her hands farther until they were cupped behind Tig’s neck.

			“Yes. That’s my deal breaker. I was perfectly okay with the thought of you moving out of the state and leaving me with a broken heart, but if your bruises are slightly more alarming than yesterday? That’s it, then. I’m through.”

			Tig smiled, putting her hands on Kent’s hips and pulling her close. Kent closed her eyes, shifting slightly against the warmth of Tig and wrapping her arms around Tig’s neck. They stayed that way for a moment, just leaning into each other, before Kent pulled out of the embrace. She didn’t want to, but Clare would be waiting. They had work to do.

			She was about to open her office door, but Tig put a hand over hers.

			“Dinner tonight?” she asked, standing close beside Kent. “Just the two of us?”

			“I’d like that,” she said. Such mild words, which didn’t nearly describe how much the idea appealed to her. Tig smiled and stepped away again, pocketing the sunglasses and following Kent out of the station and into the small garage behind it where a few patrol cars were parked.

			Clare met them at the entrance and handed a thick manila envelope to Tig. “These are from Larson,” she said. “Printouts from Davies’s thumb drive. Do you mind going over them again, see if anything stands out to you?”

			Tig took the packet and got into the back seat of the patrol car. Clare looked like she might try for the driver’s seat, but Kent beat her to it. “Get in, Sawyer,” she said
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