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THE DEBRIEFING AT HEAD office took hours, but after recounting every detail a ridiculous number of times to at least four different police officers and investigators, I was finally able to leave.

I needed a shower and a hot meal, but instead of going home like my body begged me to, I went straight to Geoff’s place instead. Just like he’d asked. 

I hadn’t seen Geoff after we’d both entered the police station to give our statements, but they must have released him because when I came out, he was gone.

I expected to find him back at his favorite hangout, eating a burger and working on his computer. He worked from a café, trained in the room behind the kitchen and lived in the apartment on top.

I assumed he owned the building, or he leased the whole place. No one else ever seemed to even eat at the café, let alone use any of the other facilities.

But after I parked my motorcycle outside the run-down café and went inside, Geoff was nowhere to be seen.

That’s strange. 

I pulled out my cell phone and glanced at the time. 

Perhaps I’m early?

Geoff hadn’t really given me a specific time, and I’d assumed he’d come straight home, but maybe not?

I looked around again. 

Nope. Nothing.

The café was open, with the normal amount of patrons. Zero.

I decided to go inside. The chook knew me.

“Hey, Joe.”

“Hey, Sarah. Coffee?”

“Oh, yeah, thanks. Have you seen Geoff?”

Joe shook his head. “Nah. Not today. You wanna wait for him?”

I nodded and grabbed the booth that Geoff seemed to prefer and sat down. The seat had the most worn vinyl in the whole place, and when I sat down, my butt actually fit into the dip there.

I stifled a smile. How many years had Geoff sat in this one seat to wear it down so much? 

My fragrant coffee was delivered within minutes like always, and my stomach grumbled.

Damn. 

I’d barely eaten today, I hadn’t event thought of it. And after time hopping this morning, my body was in a bit of a state. The “normal” headache I suffered from on an almost daily basis was creeping over the back of my head and the hunger I’d been ignoring was now making my arms tremble.

“Hey, Joe. Can I order a burger too? With everything... and fries.”

He grinned at me. “Yeah. Of course. Won’t be long.”

I smiled in thanks. It never took long to get food here, thanks to the fact that Joe worked purely to satisfy Geoff and whomever he invited into his realm. Not sure if I should be surprised Joe was such a good cook, given he prepared food for very few people. 

Just as promised, my burger was in front of me in ten minutes flat, and I ate it in less time than that.

“Thanks,” I said, as he took my plate away.

I glanced around at the still empty café and frowned. This was not like Geoff at all. If he said he was going to be somewhere, he was.

If anything, he was one of those annoying people who was always early. And most of all, Geoff had integrity. He said what he meant, and meant what he said. 

So hopefully, he was okay. 

I slid down in the booth seat, laid my head back against the head rest and closed my eyes.

What a day!

Geoff and I had time hopped backwards in time this morning, a definite no-no, and expressly against the law. We’d done it to save my sister’s life, and in that goal, we’d totally failed. 

Amanda was still dead. We didn’t save her.

What we did manage to do right, was to expose the fact that thechief of police was behind Amanda’s murder.

And we’d managed to get her into custody of the honest officers of law enforcement, who were busily processing her into custody as I sat here, free and finally full.

I burped, and covered my mouth, smiling to myself about how ludicrous all of this was.

We could have died! 

I could have been shot. 

But amazingly, it had all worked out for the best in the end. This time.

I lifted my head and glanced around, checking the time again.

It had been too long, I needed to call him. I picked up my cell, and dialed Geoff.

It went straight to voicemail. 

Of course. 

I hung up without leaving a message. “Damn.”

Geoff practically never had his phone on. So although I shouldn’t be surprised, things were adding up now, and I was beginning to worry. 

A shiver of unease slithered down my spine. What if something had gone wrong? Like... really... illegally... wrong. 

We’d been told by the police today that we were being given a free pass on the time hopping backwards thing, because of what he had uncovered. Justifiable was the word they’d used.

However, it was Geoff’s third offense. 

What if they’d booked him? Charged him. Put him in a holding cell somewhere and hadn’t told me?

Or worse. What if he’d been let go hours ago, and someone had followed him home?

I pushed myself to my feet, truly worried now. Not that Geoff couldn’t take care of himself... but still. He was human, after all.

I rifled through my backpack for the spare key Geoff had given me the last time we were together. Just in case things had gone awry, which it seemed they had. But where should I start? 

I glanced around the empty café and towards the door that was two beyond the bathrooms. The first led to the training room where Geoff had regularly kicked my ass last week... the other led to Geoff’s apartment above the shop.

Yep, I’ll start there.

Hopefully he’ll be up there, just taking a nap. Or something.

I walked over to the door that I knew led up to the apartment. It didn’t look like the entrance to an apartment. Quite the opposite. You would mistake it for the entry to a storage closet, or the toilet.

It was clever, really. Safe. I tried the handle and it was still locked. Good. 

I pulled out the silver key he’d given me and inserted it in the lock. It opened with no problems, and my heart began to beat a little faster. Why couldn’t I shake the feeling that something bad had happened?

“Hey! Geoff!” I called up the steep staircase, but nobody answered. In fact, there wasn’t a single sound from upstairs. No television, no words spoken, not even a creak of floor boards moving underneath someone’s weight. So, why was my stomach still tight and my heart pounding too fast?

I followed my instincts that told me I needed to keep investigating and walked up the stairs, keeping my ears pricked, and wishing I’d brought my gun with me.

I hadn’t even thought to go get it from my apartment after the police interview.

When I reached the top of the stairs and stepped into the living room, my belly squeezed even tighter.

There was a scent in the air, and that smell didn’t belong to Geoff. I inhaled deeply and wrinkled my nose in disfavor. Cigarette smoke and a strange aftershave scent.

This is not good.

“Hello? Geoff? Are you here?” I called out, my gaze darting all over the neat, basic, living space. 

That’s when I noticed the grey couch cushions. They were on the floor.

“What the...?”

I walked forward, glancing left and right, looking for any signs that there was anyone still in the apartment.

“Hello?” I called out again, glancing into the single bedroom. There was no one, not that I could see. And not at the moment, anyway.

There were signs someone had been here though, and had perhaps left in a hurry.

The kitchen counter had coffee grounds strewn over it, as though Geoff had made himself coffee, then hadn’t had time to wipe up the remains. Adding to that theory, the milk was still out of the fridge too.

That wasn’t like Geoff at all. He was methodical, careful.

I walked into his bedroom and looked around for signs of a struggle. More clues as to what had happened here. The chair in the corner of the room, the one Geoff had sat on when we’d had our chat after my alcohol bender... that chair had been knocked over and was laying on its side near the window.

What the hell had happened in here?

I walked back out to the living space, then toured the bathroom, then went and did it again. I combed through every inch of the apartment and found practically nothing. There were signs of a struggle, but who had been the victim? Who was the aggressor? And where were they now?

My eye caught the edge of a white piece of paper, completely out of place. 

I walked toward it and there, lying on the couch, was a handwritten note.

I hadn’t noticed it before, which was strange.

It was in Geoff’s elegant, cursive writing. I recognized it because a few days ago I’d watched him write something down, and made a mental note how nice his handwriting was for a man.

I bent down to pick the paper up. It only had two things scribbled on it. A time and an address. 

The time was for later tonight and the address was someplace downtown I didn’t recognize.

I folded the note in half, then in half again, before pushing it into the back pocket of my leather pants.

Was it a note Geoff had made for himself? Had someone called and arranged a meeting? Or had Geoff anticipated me coming looking for him, and these were instructions for me?

Maybe that address was where Geoff would be tonight?

I only had one lead, so I was taking it.

I turned towards the stairs, ready to go home, take a shower, and wash away the day from hell since there was nothing left to do at the moment. That’s when the room exploded with noise. A gun went off with a loud bang and a bullet whizzed past my head.

Fuck!
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