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Prologue

	 

	The sky shines in orange and purple, twinkling over crystal-blue waters. A sight so beautiful it stings my eyes. I don’t want to miss it. This is how it was meant to be. The two of us together, watching the sun set over the Pacific. 

	When I allow my lashes to flutter closed, I feel his presence behind me. His heat warms my skin from the cool ocean air, the soothing timbre of his voice seeping over the tide. Fly high, mi reina. Mi amour.

	Memories crash like the waves at my feet. I swallow hard, letting their tide drag me under one last time. The days felt long, but the years were short. Ten flew by without my noticing. Now here we are at the edge of the earth, staring at an endless sea. Just him and me. The end of our story. A divine love that’s sheltered me all this time, held me close and never let go. 

	I want to stay in this moment, drink in the beauty before turning back. But as the sun plummets, I find my mind beginning to wander. Far from the serene sounds of surf and the blazing beams baking my skin. They’re more than memories. They’re a piece of me I can never forget no matter how far I’ve traveled. I remember every little thing. The high, the hurt, the calm, the fear. 

	Staring down in the crook of my arm, I realize every scar has a story.

	Mine always bring me back.

	Back to where it all began. 

	Back to The Row.


Chapter 1

	 

	Trinity

	 

	A putrid wind blows down the alley of Second and Main, the stink of garbage and poverty infiltrating my nostrils, spinning around me in a veil of disgust. A few doors down, my home awaits, but violent flashes of cop car lights spin in the background. Dropping my head, I walk on, trying my best to remain unnoticed. 

	It doesn’t work. 

	“Trinity! Just the girl I was looking for.” 

	When I chuck a glance toward the voice on my right, I notice the arm hanging from the dumpster. Onyx lines snake up the slender, lifeless wrist. Another dope head thrown in the trash. I’m numb to it at this point. Death is nothing but a part of life. If you’re lucky you can avoid it, but when that shit finally comes after you, there’s nothing you can do to stop it. 

	This one’s different, though. Embedded within the milky-blue skin, crisp, perfect pages of an open book shine in the brilliant sun. O’Hara . . . fuck. 

	I tear my gaze away from my friend and lock on a set of steel-gray eyes. “Just going home, Officer Bower.” The narco detective has been breathing down my neck ever since I first landed on Skid Row. That’s the nickname for this area of city. A section most people avoid at all costs, yet the only place I’ve ever felt at home. 

	“I need to ask you a few questions about Miss Westerfield.” 

	“Who?” I shoot back, my lids narrowed into slits. Here on the Row we never exchange names. O’Hara could actually be Jessica, Nicole, or Ava. She could be the fucking queen of England, for all I know. Most of us are hiding from whatever pushed us here in the first place. No one comes by choice. We end up here because we weren’t given one. 

	“We can talk here, Trin, or we can talk at the station. Think King’s lucid enough to come bail you out if you call?” 

	“I don’t know anything, okay?” I reply at the end of a sigh. “She was out on the corner waiting for some guy when I left last night, and here she is now.” 

	Tears threaten to burst over my lashes as I remember our last moments together, but I won’t give Officer Fuckface the satisfaction. She was already out when I hit the pavement, that part is true. Leaning against the lamppost, a tattered copy of Gone with the Wind in her petite hands. She smiled when she saw me, a dopey lovesick look on her face. She was getting out. That’s all she said. My Rhett Butler is coming. Nose in a book. Always. She wanted to be a writer or something. I don’t know. Had she not started messing with the junk, she probably could have done something good. But now her big claim to fame is nothing more than this, a dead body in a dumpster. Ward of the state now, she’ll be disposed of accordingly. Another kid off the streets. A warning for those huddled in their warm beds at night. 

	 Averting my gaze, I swing my bag off my shoulder and rifle through for my smokes. Anything to keep my shaking hands busy. I squeeze the filter between my lips and light the tip, feeling Bower’s stare burn through my clothing. 

	“Did she say who?” 

	“I don’t know, man. I didn’t stick around long enough to ask. Figured I would see her later.” The cherry burns bright as I suck hard on the end of my cigarette before letting the smoke stream from my mouth in the direction of my creepy acquaintance. 

	Office Bower isn’t put off by open fuck you. Instead, he takes a step into my personal space. I recede, pushing against the warm brick wall of the row house. “Shame to see such a pretty young thing reduced to this, Trinity. How long is it gonna be until I’m pulling your body from a dumpster?”

	The bitter tang of disgust hits my tongue. I purse my trembling lips and meet his icy glare. “I’m a survivor.” 

	“I know you think King can protect you. But he can’t.” He lifts his hand and touches the scar that runs the length of my cheek. A constant reminder of the hell I lived through. “He doesn’t run these streets. I do. For a price.” 

	“Don’t touch me, pig,” I spit, smacking his hand away like a spider. 

	Cruel laughter follows. A grimy baritone that rumbles in his chest seconds before booming from his throat like thunder. Sirens wail in the distance. More cops on the scene coming to remove one of the remaining members of our tribe. “Take my offer, Trinity. Or you’ll be sorry.” 

	“I’ll take my chances. Can I go now?” 

	Officer Bower stands down as a squad car turns the corner. “Yeah. I know where to find you if I have other questions.” 

	Slipping away from the cop’s grasp, I whisper a prayer for O’Hara as I pass. She was a sweet girl, and she deserved better than this. We all do. The city made promises it couldn’t keep. We are the poor huddled masses yearning to breathe free, but the air is stifling, and all that fills my lungs is urban decay. 

	By the time I’ve reached my door, I’ve lost my battle with tears. They fall down my face in tiny rivulets, dripping onto my chest as I force open the door with a heave. “King!” I call, venturing into the cramped studio apartment. 

	My love lies face down on a bare mattress in the corner of the room, the blankets wrapped around his naked body like a serpent. A feeling of safety warms my chest. I drop my bag and unzip my dress, letting the polyester material pool at
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