
  
  
      
        
          Funeral of a Good Girl

          Book Two

		      
          Piper Leigh Ion

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
FUNERAL OF A GOOD GIRL

UNDER CITY LIGHTS: BOOK TWO


Published by Piper Leigh Ion

Copyright 2024 © Piper Leigh Ion

Cover Design by Artscandare Book Cover 
Design


This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, events, or places is coincidental. No AI was used in the creation or publication of this book. No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without express permission.






  
  






To those who allow themselves to give into temptation.

Go ahead, lick the spoon.










  
  

This book contains elements some 

readers may find triggering. These may include:



Physical Assault

Mental Health Issues

Violence (torture, graphic violence)

Explicit Language

Sexual Content

Death



Please be mindful of these, and other possible triggers, and seek assistance if needed from reputable resources.








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        ONE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        TWO
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        THREE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        FOUR
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        FIVE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        SIX
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        SEVEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        EIGHT
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        NINE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        TEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        ELEVEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        TWELVE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        THIRTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        FOURTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        FIFTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        SIXTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        SEVENTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        EIGHTEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        NINETEEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        TWENTY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        TWENTY-ONE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        TWENTY-TWO
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        TWENTY-THREE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        TWENTY-FOUR
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        TWENTY-FIVE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        TWENTY-SIX
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27.
        
        TWENTY-SEVEN 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        28.
        
        TWENTY-EIGHT
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        29.
        
        ABOUT THE AUTHOR
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  one

Blood coated my fingers, causing my grip on the steel knife to slip. I raised the blade, only to slide it back into the body on the autopsy table. My own body was in one place while my mind was in another. Perhaps that was the way it had always been. Perhaps I was always in the wrong place at the wrong time and constantly moving to find peace. 
But I’m not constantly moving, am I?
I paused with the blade frozen in mid-air. I failed to move; a shark no longer swimming, but somehow not dying. What happened to the person inside of me, that sharp-toothed predator unable to function without a perfect kill?
It was simple. I've fallen in love again. I allowed myself to be captured in a proverbial net, and I was hovering in one place torn between two lives. I had done horrible things to silence the voices, brutal acts to justify the loss I suffered. My brother, Andy, had been my entire world. No one should have to suffer like I had. What I did to those I deemed evil gave me peace, ultimately bringing peace to those destroyed by their crimes.
My actions would have disappointed Andy, but it was too late to think about that now. All I knew was that if I refused to let go of the past, one day my grip on the rope of reality would eventually slip. That rope would wrap itself around my neck ending me. The destruction from it would touch everyone in my life, everyone I had allowed myself to grow connected to, and it would result in permanent emotional scars.
I redirected my attention to the knife in my hand. I was weak from the internal struggle, and it gnawed at me relentlessly. How long had it been since I killed someone in the name of justice?
Justice. 
The word made me nauseous. There was no real justice in the world, not even by my hands. If that word held any real substance, I wouldn’t be needed.
I’m doing it again. My mind was in another place while my body—
A hand grabbed my wrist, and the knife slipped through my fingers. I  looked down to see Clarissa staring at me. Her grip on me tightened as  the knife clattered to the ground.
"Murderer!"
I gasped, my eyes flying open. My heart hammered against my ribs as the  dream dissolved around me. The knife was gone. Clarissa was gone. Only  the darkness remained, and beside me, Johnny slept peacefully, oblivious to my terror.
I slipped free from the sheets and ventured into the bathroom, shutting the door quietly behind me. The chilly water from the bathroom sink did nothing to calm my nerves. I splashed my face several times before cutting off the faucet. I looked at my tired reflection as I reached for a hand towel. It was the third nightmare that week. I never had nightmares. Dreams were a sign of a restless mind, a way of coping with unresolved issues. I had no time for that in my line of work, legal or otherwise.
Johnny knew I was having a rough time sleeping. He'd noticed the dark circles forming under my eyes, the way I jerked awake at 3 AM like  clockwork. But whenever he opened his mouth to ask about the nightmares, I'd kiss him silent or change the subject. After a year together, he'd learned when not to push. What would I say that held even a semblance of truth? I had dragged him unknowingly into my bed of lies deep enough. I wasn’t ready to challenge the bridge connecting my past and my present life involving him. I wasn’t ready to lose him.
I cut off the bathroom light and went back to bed. Even in his sleep, Johnny drew me into his arms. I pressed my hand against his chest to feel the steady beating of his heart and closed my eyes, forcing myself back into darkness.

      [image: ]
Sleep never came. Instead, I lay awake counting Johnny's breaths until the first gray light of dawn crept through the blinds. When his alarm  sounded at six, I was already dressed, the smell of burnt toast filling our small kitchen. 
“You’re burning the toast, baby.”
My gaze snapped to the smoking toaster. I unplugged it from the wall, ejecting the burnt bread, and I frowned as I plopped it onto a plate.
“Sorry.”
Smirking, Johnny pressed his lips to mine. “It’s okay; I like my toast a little on the crunchy side.”
I couldn’t stop myself from smiling. Somewhere behind us, Rocky barked in excitement. He had grown quite attached to us, or as Johnny liked to tease, quite attached to me.
He surprised me by grabbing the toast. The second he bit into it, I laughed at the look of disgust that flashed across his features. He chased down the taste with several gulps of the coffee I had left for him on the counter.
“Got something on your mind?”
“No,” I lied. “Why do you ask?”
Turning, he threw the toast into the trash can by the fridge. “You got up several times again last night.”
“I wasn’t feeling well.”
“You’re not coming down with something, are you?” He stroked my cheek with his thumb. “I know it’s been a busy week with staff changes and the multiple cases. It’s been hard on all of us. Maybe you should call in today.”
In the past, I would have taken offense to that suggestion. My job was all I had to rely on, the only thing that kept me grounded, but keeping that in the past tense was important. “I can’t. I have a meeting with Trevor and Adrian this morning.”
“About what?”
“Your guess is as good as mine.” I concentrated on fixing another cup of coffee in my favorite mug.
Listen to you; it’s black with red swirls on it, and suddenly it’s your favorite mug.
He leaned against the counter. “Maybe you’re finally getting help in the morgue.”
“I don’t need help.”
“Yes, you do. You’re just too stubborn to admit it.”
Looks like someone has been paying attention to the Cliff Notes version of who I am. "I guarantee Trevor will have me buried in work all day. I probably won’t be coming home for lunch.”
“I’ll bring you something.”
“Do you ever really stay away?” I teased.
Lowering his cup, he pulled me close. “Do you?”
I ignored the question. “Why don’t you call me closer to lunch, and we’ll go from there?”
“Deal.”
Johnny dipped his head to kiss me. Relaxing against his tall frame, I wrapped my arms around his neck. The sparks were still there, tingles shooting through my entire body at the simple act of his lips touching mine.
I smiled as he pulled away, his beautiful eyes gazing down at me. I stroked the back of his neck where his hair was growing out again. “What is it?”
“I love you.”
You will never realize how much I love you. “I love you, too.” I extracted myself free from his arms to grab my travel mug. “I should go. If I’m late, I’ll never hear the end of it.”

      [image: ]
The past six months have been stressful for the entire department. I kept to myself and let others deal with their issues, but those issues were quickly becoming mine. Staff had quit, inexperienced staff were hired to take their place, and there were major policy changes, including Trevor’s newly implemented rule on fraternizing. He couldn’t deny anyone the right to date if they weren’t directly managing that person, but he could restrict their access to each other. The new policy stated while members of the staff could socialize, any interference in performance would result in immediate suspension or loss of position.
Despite returning to the night shift, my brain was reeling at the possible ways he could make my life miserable. Give me one reason to add you to my list, Trevor Malone. Just one.
I continued walking down the basement hallway. A light flickered above me, and I glared at it, case folders in one hand while I held my coffee in the other. I pushed open the morgue door with my hip, turning on the heel of my boot, but I stopped the second I noticed a man standing by one of my metal autopsy tables where a half-covered body lay. Tall with broad shoulders and dark hair shaved close to his head, he wore a white lab coat over black scrubs. A small silver ring pierced his left eyebrow, an unexpected touch of rebellion in an otherwise professional appearance. 
“You must be Angela.”
I took a step closer. “Your assumption is correct, Mister…”
He moved around the table and extended his hand. “Colson Richardson, pleased to meet you, ma’am. I’m—”
“Director Malone’s latest staff addition.” Ignoring his hand, I lowered my things beside my computer. “And don’t call me that. Angela is fine. What do we have?”
“John Doe, white male. He has three wounds to his lower abdomen. COD appears to be exsanguination.”
I grabbed the top file from the stack on the counter and opened it to scan the contents. “How long have you been here?”
“About an hour.”
Eyes narrowing, I looked at him. “You were in my morgue for almost an hour doing what exactly?”
“I arrived a little earlier than I planned. A detective escorted me down here, so I started to prep.”
“Which detective?” Maybe I can release some stress and beat that person into apologizing.
“Detective Waters.”
Maybe not.
“Can I just say that when I heard you were working here, I jumped at the opportunity to apply for this department," he smiled. "It’s an honor.”
I stared at him. Judging by the smooth lines of his clothing and the optimistic look on his face, he was fresh out of medical school and ready to take on the world. I doubted he had ever been in situations like the ones he would find in Vegas. Only time would tell if he would be able to stomach what this city threw at me daily.
“Why?”
Colson hesitated, his optimistic look turning into one of confusion. “You’re widely known in this field as being one of the best. Several of the cases you’ve worked on at this department are taught at the yearly forensic seminar in Dallas.”
Snorting, I turned to grab the coffee pot on the counter. “I get an invitation to that strokefest every year. It’s a joke.”
“Stroke…fest?”
“A bunch of overpaid assholes get together every year to stroke each other’s titles and make the green thumbs feel inadequate.”
He let out a small laugh. “So, where would you like to start, Angela?”
I tossed the coffee pot at him, watching him quickly juggle the glass carafe in amusement before he gripped it firmly between his hands. “You can start by refilling that.” I grabbed my lab coat off the coat rack. “I’ll return shortly."
I walked out without looking back, but I could feel his eyes on me. New guys always watched too closely. They saw the job, the prestige, the  opportunity. They never saw the bodies that haunted my dreams, the blood that never quite washed clean. Let him learn. We all did eventually.






  
  two

Luckily for him, Trevor wasn’t in his office. 
My second choice to unload my rant upon was Adrian, but he was occupied with Lilah in his office. That was a conversation I wanted to avoid at all costs. On his power trip, Trevor had not only promoted her to day shift supervisor but had also gifted her a handful of fresh CSAs lacking in skills and needing weeks of training before they were able to fly solo. Adrian was getting an earful, and by the glazed look in his eyes, she had been going at it for a while.
I continued down the hall, proceeding to the area the detectives were all stationed like collected toys. Spotting the target of my annoyance, I lowered myself into the adjacent seat next to Dara at her desk.
“I heard you met my new assistant.”
Typing rapidly, she didn’t look away from her computer screen. “He arrived at the same time as me, and he looked a little lost, so I showed him to the morgue. I told him to get comfortable. I figured it would help you out.” She paused to flash me a relaxed grin. “Oops?”
“Next time you get assigned a rookie, I’m sending him to the scene without you.” I looked around at the empty desks surrounding us. “Looks like you pulled the short straw for desk duty today.”
“I took a few days off because of a cold. I have a lot of paperwork to finalize.”
Liar, liar; pants off but still on fire.
Her absence wasn’t from being sick. Henry had been suspiciously missing in action as well. It wasn’t hard to put two and two together. Despite my occasional dislike of him, he seemed to make her happy. I sensed something in Dara, a darkness she battled constantly, and I knew it had a lot to do with losing loved ones during Hurricane Katrina. If he was one of those things helping keep that darkness at bay, I wasn’t going to interfere.
“Have you seen Director Buzzkill?”
Continuing to type, she shook her head. “I keep hoping a call will come in that he’s been hit by a vehicle.”
I couldn’t help but chuckle. She was one of the few people in the department I could stand being around for a lengthy period of time these days. We shared a fondness for twisted humor. After all, she was dating Henry when she could have her pick of any man in the world…
But we all have our vices, don’t we, Killer?
I rose to my feet at the same time I pushed the intrusive thought into the back of my mind. “I should see if Adrian is done listening to Lilah complain. I'm next in line to rant at him.”
“I swear every time I go by his office, she’s in there. Wait a second.” Dara opened her desk drawer and extended a folder toward me. “You might be interested in this.”
Aren’t we a nosy little thing?
“I had some extra time on my hands this morning, so I took a peek at your new guy. He’s fresh out of the academy, but he’s got a clean record and solid references. On paper, he is the average red-blooded American male; intelligent, polite, you name it.”
I opened the folder to scan the contents. “Squeaky.”
“What?”
“He’s squeaky clean. Might be a good nickname for him.”
“What were you going to call him?”
Spotting Lilah walking back to Forensics, I tucked the folder under my arm. “Assistant Coroner Dude?”
Dara started laughing, and shooting her a grin, I approached Adrian’s office, knocking on the open door.
He paused from shuffling through his things on his desk, his glasses perched on the end of his nose. “Just the person I wanted to see.”
“After Lilah, I imagine anyone would be an improvement.” I lowered myself into the seat across from him and tossed the folder onto the chair beside me. “Mind telling me why I found a green thumb in my morgue this morning?”
“As you know, Doc is looking to retire in a few years. We want to be prepared to fill his position.”
I grunted, slouching in the seat. “When Doc says a few years, he could mean a number between one and a hundred. He’s comfortable on days with Paul, and I don’t see why I need an assistant. He’ll only slow me down.”
“Colson is quite capable of assisting you. How are things at home?”
“Johnny listens to a lot of country music when we’re in the car together, but other than that, we’re fine. How are things with you?”
Two months ago, Shannon surprised everyone by resigning from her position. I wasn’t entirely taken off guard, considering her emotional issues concerning the job. The cases we handled on a daily basis would shake the faith of even the most confident soul.
“Lovely. Shannon’s enjoying the time off with her paintings.”
Therapy comes in all shapes and sizes I suppose.
I respected his strict method of privacy, and I appreciated that he was more open to me during these conversations than he was with everyone else in the station. It mean that he trusted me.
That feels unfortunate.
“You should think about taking some time off; planning a wedding can be time consuming.”
My nose scrunched in distaste at the suggestion. “I’m capable of handling two things at once, Adrian.” I’ve been doing this juggling act for years.
“Have you decided on a date?” He chuckled when I visibly winced. “I’m sure you will. Those things tend to fall into place.”
“May I ask you a personal question?” I studied him.
“Of course.”
“Why have you never been married?”
Adrian scratched his chin. “It’s never been the right time or the right person.”
“Sometimes, even with the right person at the right time, it still doesn’t work out,” I hypothesized.
“I guess it would depend on what you were willing to do to make it work. If you want something passionately enough, it’s possible to not only obtain it but keep it as well. Things worth having are never easy to hold onto when they’re important. It’s about perseverance.”
I didn't smother the snort that escaped me.'“You should consider writing fortune cookies if you decide life in the crime lab is too much for you.”
“It’s certainly an option.”
I rose from the chair. “Well, it’s been fun, but I need to go check on my shadow and make sure he’s not burning down the morgue.”
“You’ll get used to him, Angela. Before you know it, things will return to normal without having to deal with Trevor’s red tape. Who knows, you might actually enjoy having someone be your shadow.”
I doubt it. My own twisted shadow is enough.
I hesitated halfway to the door. “Adrian…”
“You don’t have to thank me for requesting you return to night shift. It’s good to have you working with us again. Now get to work.”
"Yes, sir," I smiled, exiting his office and closing the door behind me.
I stopped short to avoid bumping into Henry as he turned from the opposite hallway. “Uh…" I cleared my throat in an awkward reaction that made me cringe. "Hello."
He shifted awkwardly on his feet. “So it's true; you're back back on night shift too.”
And we're back to square one: enemies edition. I kept my posture relaxed. “How are things with Dara?”
“Not that it’s really any of your business, but things are great.”
I didn't believe him for one second. “She doesn’t mind your drinking problem?”
With a sigh, Henry ran his hand over his face. “Angela, what do you want from me?”
I chuckled, the sound not holding an ounce of humor. “I want you to fix your shit before I do it for you.” I smiled, but the expression vanished. “You’re not only risking yourself but your team as well. I want my toys returned with all their parts.”
“I’m not going to let anything happen to Johnny. I promise you that.”
“Your promises aren’t any good to me.” I flashed him a thin smile. “You’ve been rushing recklessly into crime scenes. If you want to go down in a blaze of glory, be my guest, but you’re not taking any of these people with you—especially not Dara, and definitely not Johnny.”
“We're done talking about this. Get out of my damn way.”
I ignored the warning in his eyes. I ignored all the signs in fact and pressed my hand against his cheek. “You’re a good man, Henry. You’re better than this. That place you’re trying to go, that level of Hell; it won’t bring you peace, only more pain. You’re not making amends for anything you think you’ve done wrong by willingly doing this to yourself.”
Eyes dark with conflict, he reached out to curl his fingers around my wrist. “You’re the last person in the entire world I expected to be concerned about me.”
“Maybe I’m concerned about myself. I mean, you wind up dead, and the first person they’re going to suspect is me.”
He chuckled but he didn’t release my wrist. “Don’t flatter yourself.”
“You can let go of me now.”
“You’re not wearing your engagement ring.”
My gaze flickered to my fingers. “I didn’t want to lose it in the guts of some old guy. How many girls do you know would give you that excuse, right?”
“When do you get off?”
That feels like an inappropriate question. Frowning, I pulled against the pressure of his fingers. “Please let go of my wrist.”
“Mind if I interrupt?”
At hearing Colson's voice, Henry dropped my hand, and he strode past me without another word, not even looking at the other man. I turned to face my assistant, the ends of my lab coat swirling around my legs. My wrist throbbed where Henry's fingers had gripped me. I rubbed the skin unconsciously as Colson's voice cut through the tension. 
“There’s been a report of a 419. Adrian suggested I shadow you.”
“Goodie," I sighed. I started towards the elevator. "Field trip time.”
He looked away from the direction Henry disappeared to focus on me. “Is everything okay?”
I stopped short of the elevator, mindful of him standing beside me. “You were the one standing there eavesdropping. You know the answer to that question.” 
“I met Johnny earlier.” He hit the call button, directing his attention to the flashing numbers above the metal doors. “The first thing he said when I introduced myself was: have you met my fiancée? She’s amazing.”
I followed him into the elevator car. When he hit the button before leaning against the wall, arms folded against his chest, I echoed the position on the opposite wall.
“Sounds like something he’d say.”
“It seemed like Henry was attempting to ask you out.”
I couldn’t hold in my laughter. “If you knew anything about my relationship with him, you’d realize the absurdity of that statement.”
“Perhaps you’d like to fill in the blanks for me?”
“I don’t think there’s enough time in the world to tell you everything you think you should know.” I shot Colson a look right as the elevator hit the ground floor.
The doors slid open, and he motioned me to exit. I rolled my eyes before marching past him.
“Did you two date in the past?”
“I’d rather be disemboweled before even contemplating going on a date with Henry Jackson.”
“That’s an interesting way to phrase the word no.”
In the morgue, I abruptly turned to face him. “Let’s get one thing straight, my personal life is none of your business. Henry is Johnny's best friend, and right now, he's dealing with some issues. We haven’t always gotten along in the past, but he’s important to Johnny, and unfortunately that makes him important to me.”
“You seemed emotionally involved in the hallway, yet you label your relationship with Henry as unfortunate. I’d say you’re not positive if that’s the correct terminology to use or not.”
“And I’d say you’re talking out of your ass because that’s all you’ve got to go on at the moment.”
“I apologize for being curious.”
“Word of advice, be careful of who you become curious about around here. The last thing you want to do is make enemies of the people you have to work with on a daily basis.”
“The last thing I want to do is make an enemy of you.”
I shot him a sharp look of disbelief. “I’m going to supervise while you run the case by yourself.”
“I appreciate the vote of confidence, Ms. Wilkins.” He smiled when I glared at him. “Angela.”
“Try not to screw this up. You don’t want to piss Trevor off. He tends to yell, and I'll laugh because it won’t be at me this time.”

      [image: ]
“Hey, baby.” Johnny sat down beside me in the break room. Scooping up my mug, he took a sip and flinched. “Damn, how much sugar did you put in this?”
“You know I like my things sweet.”
His grin deepened. “Me too.”
“Get a room, you two.” Stephen strolled into the room behind him, plopping down in front of us, and glancing at his watch. “I thought you guys would be long gone by now.”
“I let my new assistant go home early, so I stayed behind to tidy a few things up.” I snatched my coffee away from Johnny, smirking at the pout on his face. “Get your own! You said mine was too sweet.”
“I never said that.”
“You didn’t have to say it out loud." 
Smiling, Johnny got up and ventured over to the coffee machine behind us.
Stephen leaned forward against the table. “How’s the new guy working out? I heard Trevor stuck you with a rookie.”
“He’s still alive if that answers your question.”
Nodding, he chuckled. “It looks like we’re all getting stuck with new people. Lilah really got the raw end of the deal.”
“I can’t say I’m too sorry to hear that,” I muttered into my cup. “What’s the word on Dara and Henry?”
“Why are you asking me and not your fiancé?”
“Because he doesn’t like to gossip with me the way you do.”
“Take that back! I do not gossip!" Stephen objected. "All I can say is that those two have been at it like cats and dogs lately. Trevor has something up his sleeve concerning them. Someone should say something.” He paused, spotting the pointed look on my face. “Don’t even think about it, Angel.”
I narrowed my eyes. “Remember a few months back when you told me you’d asked everyone you knew to take in this cute puppy, and it turned out you hadn’t asked anyone?”
With a sigh, he rose to his feet. “I guess I could say something.”
“Good boy.”
Watching the other CSA disappear into the hallway, Johnny took a seat beside me again. “You should let Henry and Dara handle their own business, sweetheart.” He lowered his mug and glanced around to make sure we were alone before he wiggled his eyebrows. “Give me a kiss.”
“Absolutely not. We’re at work!” I gently pushed his face away. “Stop it.”
Johnny wrapped his arm around the back of my chair, and I squirmed as he buried his face into my neck. Mercifully, he leaned away to sip his coffee. “The last thing Henry wants to do is hurt Dara. He’s in love with her.”
Snorting, I circled the rim of my cup with my fingertip. “I was hoping she developed a brain recently and had dumped him.” I smiled to lighten my words.
“Why would she do that? She loves him, too.”
“That poor girl.”
“Speaking of Henry, is it true you two got into a heated argument earlier?”
“Heated?” I scoffed. “Don’t be ridiculous. You know he can’t do anything to make my blood pressure rise.” Despite knowing the answer, I asked the question anyway. “Where in the world did you hear that?”
“I went to the morgue looking for you earlier. Colson mentioned that you and Henry had argued over something.”
“It was nothing." I shook my head. "He didn’t like it when I called out his recent attitude. He’s… grumpier than usual.”
“I talked to him the other night about how stressed out he’s been. I noticed a bottle of pills on his desk. I think he’s become addicted to them.”
“If he won’t get help voluntarily, you’re going to have to make him.”
“You know as well as I do that you can’t make him do anything, by force or not,” Johnny pointed out.
I locked our fingers together. “He could lose his job.” I kept my gaze on his. “You don’t want the fact that you didn’t try on your conscience if something happens to him.”
“You’re right.” Johnny pressed his lips against the back of my hand. “I love you.”
I smiled, squeezing his fingers before I extracted my hand from his. “I love you, too, but if you don’t stop that, I’m going to smack you into next week.”
“I love it when you talk dirty.”
“I’m not kidding!” I laughed. “I’m laughing, but it’s not a joke. If Trevor sees us, he’ll blow a gasket. Work isn’t the place for...for...” I slapped him harmlessly on the shoulder. “Business and pleasure are two separate things, got it?”
He saluted me, chuckling as I smacked him again. Adrian ventured into the break room; the older man eyeing us sitting closely together. I wiped the smile off my face and slid my chair a few inches away from Johnny's.
“You two kids should get going.” Adrian walked past us to grab the coffee pot. “Don’t give Trevor the excuse to make all of our lives miserable.”
I rose from my seat, mug in my hand. “You mean more than he already has?”
“Come on, sweetheart. Let’s go home.”
“What have I told you about calling me pet names at work?”
“That I should do it more because you like it so much?”
“As usual, I plead the fifth.” I ignored Adrian’s small smile. “Give me thirty minutes. I need to clean up the morgue.”






  
  three

Ientered our house to find Johnny sprawled out on the bed. Shrugging off my jacket, I threw it onto the dresser before kicking off my shoes and crawling on top of him. 
He kept his eyes closed, but he smiled, shifting his hands to grab my hips. “I was just about to kidnap you.”
“Kinky.”
Chuckling, he opened his eyes. “How did everything go?”
“My minion lives to see another day. I had him fetching coffee almost the entire shift.”
“You’re terrible.”
“I know, but you love it.”
“You bet your ass I do.”
He grabbed the back of my neck, and I leaned down to meet his lips with mine. The deepening of the kiss was instant. I felt my body melt into his as warmth spread to the ends of my toes. Breaking away, I rested my head against his chest and listened to the steady beating of his heart.
“Do you remember when you first started working at the department, and Stephen followed you around like a lost puppy? Henry thought it was hilarious, but he was mad at the same time.”
I propped myself up on my elbow to peer down at him. “He was?”
“He wanted to ask you out, but Stephen kept blocking his attempt every time he tried.”
Sounds like Stephen has been Team Johnny since day one. Good boy. “What a shame. I might have said yes.”
Johnny rolled us, and laughing, I looped my arms around his neck. “Don’t say things like that.”
“And what did you have to say about the whole thing?”
“I told Henry if he asked you out, I’d crack his skull in, that’s what.”
“How romantic.”
“You think so?”
The idea is actually kind of hot. Nodding, I looped my legs around his waist and smiled into the kiss he pressed onto my lips. “I guess I’ll have to thank you for being so protective of me.”
“That sounds like a great idea to me.”

      [image: ]Loud ringing interrupted my slumber. Groggy, I reached over Johnny to snatch my cell phone off the end table. “This better be winning lottery numbers.”
“Angela?”
Hearing Stephen not only use my whole name but the panic in his voice had all traces of sleepiness evaporating from my brain. Sitting up, I brushed my hair away from my face. “Stephen, what’s wrong?”
“I tried calling Johnny, but it went straight to voicemail. Henry’s in trouble.”
“He’s asleep. What do you mean in trouble?”
“He’s been arrested! The police found a dead body in his apartment!”
Instantly, I grabbed Johnny’s arm, shaking him roughly until he woke up. “Get up. Henry’s been arrested for murder.” My mind was reeling, but for a minute, I imagined it was possible. Under the right influence, a person could do a lot of things they never would sober. Perhaps tonight had been his breaking point, perhaps… “What about Dara?”
“Johnny was the first person I called besides you.”
“Listen to me very carefully, do not call Dara. Trevor’s going to be all over this.” I paused. “It’s possible she already knows; one of the guys on duty probably called her as soon as the call came in.”
Stephen exhaled a shaky breath. “I’m scared.”
“We’ll sort it out. Stay level-headed; you’re no good to him if you’re a complete mess.” I ended the call and looked over to see Johnny already dressed. “Has Henry been working on any high-profile cases you haven’t told me about lately?”
“I didn’t think you would care. Shit, where are my shoes?” He rummaged through the closet. “This has to be a mistake. He wouldn’t kill anyone.”
I watched him shove on his sneakers. “Sometimes people do things that—”
“He wouldn’t!”
“You need to calm down. Just like I told Stephen…” I stopped as my cell rang again. “Wilkins,” I answered.
“I’m aware that Stephen has already called you,” Trevor responded sternly. “I expect you at Jackson's apartment as soon as possible to release the scene. Bring Richardson with you.”
“Are you sure that’s wise?”
“I don’t like repeating myself, Ms. Wilkins.”
I forced down the urge to throw my phone and slipped free of the bed sheets. “May I ask about Henry’s condition?”
“No, you may not. Get down here now, and tell Mr. Cooper not to bother showing up. No one close to Henry
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