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For every woman who answered the door.

MOVEMENT I: THE CALL
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Chapter 1
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The Door

* * *
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She was dreaming about water.

Not drowning — nothing prophetic, nothing cruel. Just water. The kind that moves through the low places of Louisiana, brown and unhurried, carrying the patience of things that have nowhere particular to be. In the dream, she was standing on a dock she hadn't stood on since she was nine, watching the bayou breathe, and her grandmother was behind her saying something about catfish — how they stay at the bottom because the bottom is where everything worth eating eventually falls.

Taylor Johnson had not thought about that dock in years. But sleep takes what it wants from the archive, and tonight it wanted Louisiana, wanted the version of her that still had mud between her toes and didn't know what a warrant was.

Deon's arm was across her waist. She knew this even inside the dream because his weight was a language she'd learned to read in her sleep — the heavy drape of it meant he'd fallen asleep watching his phone, the screen still glowing against his chest, his thumb still resting on the glass like he'd died mid-scroll. She loved him in the specific, ordinary way of a woman who had memorized another person's sleep patterns. He ran hot. He breathed through his mouth when he was on his back. He always reached for her sometime around two in the morning, not awake, not conscious of it, just his body confirming hers the way a hand confirms a railing in the dark.

It was March. The apartment was warm for March, the radiator in the hallway ticking its small, metallic heartbeat, doing the work it always did without being asked. She'd left a load of scrubs in the dryer. She could hear it from the bedroom if the apartment was quiet enough — the soft percussion of fabric turning over itself, her name embroidered on the breast pocket going around and around in the dark.

Taylor Johnson. EMT-B. Station 14.

She was twenty-six years old and she was studying for her nursing boards and she was lying in her own bed in her own apartment in The Bottoms, in Laurelton, Kentucky, in America, on a planet that would not remember what happened next.

* * *
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The sound came at 3:14 in the morning.

She would not learn the exact time until later — until there was no later, until time became something she moved through rather than something that moved through her. But the clock on the nightstand said 3:14 in the blue numerals she'd picked because white light disrupted circadian rhythms and she was the kind of person who knew that, who cared about the small mechanics of living well, who believed that if you paid attention to the details, the details would take care of you.

The sound was not knocking.

She would need to be precise about this, because later — in the reports, in the press conferences, in the depositions that would be given by men who were not under oath in any court that mattered — they would say they knocked. They would say they announced. They would say they gave adequate time. And Taylor, who had answered hundreds of doors in her life, who had knocked on hundreds more in uniform carrying a medical bag into apartments where people were coding on their kitchen floors — Taylor knew what knocking sounded like. She knew the spectrum: the polite double-tap of a neighbor borrowing sugar, the insistent rhythm of a friend who knows you're home, the flat-palm urgency of a paramedic who needs you to open up because someone on the other side of this door is dying.

This was none of those.

This was the sound a door makes when it is not being asked. When it is being told.

Three impacts. Maybe four.

Her first thought was Mr. Givens. 4C. He drank Canadian Mist on Fridays and sometimes came home fumbling at the wrong door, palming the wrong knob, his keys scraping the wrong lock until someone in the building yelled him straight. Taylor had walked him home twice. She'd thought it was sweet, the way alcohol made him lose his coordinates. She'd thought: that's somebody's grandfather.

That thought lasted less than a second. Then the frame cracked.

Not the knuckle-on-wood of a person requesting entry but the dense, structural thud of weight applied with intent to the weakest point of the frame. The door didn't vibrate — it deformed. Taylor heard the sound the way she heard trauma calls on the radio: her body processed it before her mind did, adrenaline flooding her system in the quarter-second between sleep and not-sleep, between the dock in Louisiana and the hallway in Laurelton, between the woman she was and the thing she was about to become. But somewhere beneath the adrenaline, beneath the training, a smaller voice — the voice that didn't belong to the EMT but to the girl from Louisiana who still checked under hotel beds and slept with the bathroom light on until she was nineteen — said: Maybe don't go out there.

She went out there.

Deon sat up. His arm left her waist and the absence of it was the last ordinary sensation she would ever feel — the mattress shifting, the cool air touching the strip of skin where his forearm had been, the specific loneliness of a body that had just been held and was now unheld.

"The fuck—"

His voice, thick with sleep, reaching for sense. And for a moment — a long moment, a moment that would later be compressed to nothing in the official timeline but that lasted, for the two of them, an entire country — neither of them moved. They sat in their bed in the dark and listened. Because the sound had stopped. The impacts had stopped. And in the silence, the apartment tried to reassemble itself around them, tried to be the place it had been thirty seconds ago: safe, warm, theirs. Taylor's mind did what every mind does when dragged from sleep by violence — it reached for explanation. It sorted. A car accident outside. Someone hit the building. The boiler in the basement finally blew. She was cycling through scenarios the way she cycled through differential diagnoses on calls, looking for the answer that fit, the answer that let the world keep being the world she'd fallen asleep in.

The dryer was still running. She could hear it through the wall. Her scrubs, going around and around. Her name, embroidered on the pocket. Still there.

Then the door hit the floor.

Not opened. Not broken. Removed. The entire slab of it — hinges, frame, deadbolt — came into the apartment like something swallowed, and the sound it made was final, was total, was the sound of a room becoming outside, and in that sound was everything Taylor would never be again: sleeping, studying, safe.

She still didn't know what was happening. This is the thing the reports would never capture and the depositions would never ask about — the not-knowing. The half-second where Taylor Johnson, twenty-six, EMT-B, Station 14, stood in her own hallway in her own apartment in the dark and did not know if she was dreaming or dying or if the building was collapsing or if someone had come to kill her for reasons she would never understand. The not-knowing was the cruelest part, crueler even than what came after, because it was the last moment in which any other outcome was still possible.

His voice, thick with sleep, reaching for sense. But Deon was not the kind of man who waited for sense. He was already off the bed, already moving — not toward the phone, not toward the window, but toward the closet, where the 9mm sat on the top shelf behind a box of winter boots. Taylor knew about the gun. She didn't like it, but she understood it the way she understood the fire extinguisher under the kitchen sink — you don't want to need it, but The Bottoms didn't care what you wanted.

He paused at the closet. She saw him pause — just for a breath, his hand on the shelf, his fingers touching the box but not yet moving it. And in that pause was everything. Every conversation they'd had about whether to keep it. Every time she'd said I see what guns do, Deon, I see what they do to the body, to the family, to the person holding it. Every time he'd said And I see what happens to the people who don't have one. The argument had no winner because both of them were right, and being right was worthless, and now he was standing in the dark with his hand on a box of winter boots and behind the boots was a choice that couldn't be undone, and below them something was breaking through their front door, and the question wasn't whether the gun was the right answer — the question was whether there was time to ask the question.

He moved the boots. He picked up the gun. She heard the rack of the slide — that small, decisive metallic phrase that says I have made a choice.

"Deon, don't—"

But he was already in the hallway ahead of her, his body between hers and the door, which was the thing he would replay for the rest of his life: that he had put himself between her and the door, and it hadn't mattered. That he had done the right thing and the right thing had been worth nothing.

He fired once. One round, aimed low, toward the shapes pouring through the doorway of his own home at 3:14 in the morning, because he didn't know they were police, because they hadn't said they were police, because in The Bottoms at 3 AM a door exploding inward means one thing and it isn't the law. He would later tell investigators that he aimed for the legs. He would later tell them he was trying not to kill anyone. He would later tell them a lot of things, and they would write them down with the patience of men who already knew the story they were going to tell, and his version would not be in it.

Taylor was behind him. She was reaching for his shoulder, trying to pull him back, and her hand was on his shirt when the return fire started, and her hand was still on his shirt when the first bullet hit the wall, and by the time the second bullet found her, she understood that his one shot — his one legal, justified, reasonable shot — had just given thirty-two bullets permission to answer.

She never made the call.

The hallway became noise.

* * *
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There is a space between the before and the after. It is not a moment — a moment has duration, has edges you can hold. This was a seam. A stitch in time pulled loose. Taylor existed on one side of it as a woman in her hallway in a T-shirt and shorts, her braids pulled up in a pineapple, her hand on the back of Deon's shirt, pulling, pulling at fabric that wouldn't move because the man inside it had decided to be a wall. Her right hand reaching for the hall light because she still believed, in that last fraction of a second, that whatever was happening could be explained by light. That seeing would be enough. That the problem was darkness and the solution was a switch on the wall.

Then the seam opened and she was on the other side of everything.

They came through the door like weather. Not men — not yet. In that first second, they were just force. Black shapes moving with the momentum of a decision made hours ago in a room she'd never entered, by people who had never entered hers. But one of them — the one in front, the one whose shoulder hit the door frame on entry — made a sound. Not a command. Not a shout. A small, involuntary sound, high in the throat, the sound a person makes when they step off a ledge and realize mid-air that the ground is farther down than they thought. It lasted less than a breath. Then training covered it like a hand over a mouth, and the shapes became force again, and the force became geometry.

She knew this geometry. She'd studied it — not as an operator, but as a medic who needed to understand where bullets went so she could understand where bodies fell. She had ride-along hours with Laurelton PD. She had treated officers at scenes. She had held gauze to a cop's forearm on a domestic call in Parkland Heights and told him, Keep pressure, keep pressure, I've got you.

She opened her mouth.

The word she was trying to say was a word she had said ten thousand times in her career, the first word out of any EMT's mouth at any scene, the word that established identity and intent and humanity in a single breath, the word that said I am a person and I am here to help and you do not need to be afraid of me—

The word was: Wait.

She didn't get past the W.

* * *
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The first bullet entered the drywall four inches to the left of her shoulder. She heard it before she understood it — a sound like a fist punching through paper, except the paper was her wall and the fist was a piece of metal moving faster than her nervous system could translate into information. Her body flinched left, which meant it moved into the hallway, which meant it moved into the line of fire, which meant the geometry she understood from her training was now the geometry of her own death and she was inside it and the shapes were still firing and the sound was—

The sound was nothing she had a reference for.

This was percussion so close it replaced thought. It entered her ears and her chest simultaneously. It made her skeleton ring. She was not hearing gunfire — she was inside it, inside the sound the way a bell is inside its own tolling, and the tolling would not stop, and her body was registering impacts now, not as pain but as information—

The second round hit her left thigh. Her leg folded.

The third round hit her right foot. The floor came up.

She was falling and the falling took forever and she counted the way she counted on calls — one Mississippi, two Mississippi — except the Mississippis were bullets and they were hitting the walls and the ceiling and the bathroom door and the picture frame in the hallway, the one with her and her mother at her EMT graduation, Loretta's hand on her shoulder, both of them smiling the smile of women who believed the uniform meant something, who believed the work meant something, who believed that a woman who spent her life answering doors to save strangers would be safe behind her own—

The fourth round entered her chest.

The fifth round entered her abdomen.

She was on the floor now and the floor was not cold — it was warm, or she was warm, or the distinction between her body and the floor was dissolving, the boundary between Taylor Johnson and the building she lived in becoming theoretical, becoming a question no one would bother to answer.

The sixth round entered her chest again, two inches from the fourth, like a signature. Like a period at the end of a sentence.

The firing stopped.

Ceiling. The ceiling was there. The ceiling was the color of — the color of ceiling. White. Not white. The light was wrong. The light was coming from the wrong direction or there was no direction anymore, just light, just the flat bright nothing of a surface she had looked at every night for two years and that she was looking at now from a position she had never been in before, which was the floor, which was wet, which was warm.

Breathing. The breathing was. The breathing. It wasn't. It was trying. Something in her chest was opening and closing but the opening wasn't working because the opening had a hole in it and the hole was letting the wrong thing in and the right thing out and she couldn't — she couldn't fix it. She fixed this. She fixed this for other people. She put her hands on it and she fixed it and her hands were — where were her hands.

Her hands were on the floor. The floor was warm. Her hands were warm. Everything was warm and getting warmer and the warm was wrong, the warm was hers, the warm was leaving her and becoming the floor and she was becoming the floor and the floor was becoming her and the distinction was — the distinction.

The radiator was ticking. She could hear the radiator. The radiator didn't know. The radiator was doing its job. The radiator was keeping the apartment warm the way it always kept the apartment warm, ticking its small metallic heartbeat, and the heartbeat was steady and hers was not and the difference between the two was — the difference was — she was on the floor and the radiator was in the wall and the wall had holes in it now and she had holes in her now and the radiator kept ticking and she kept — she kept —

She kept.

Thirty-two rounds total. She would learn this number. She would carry it the way she carried her badge number, her station number, her apartment number. Thirty-two. The sum of six officers' fear multiplied by the absence of a single second of hesitation. Thirty-two bullets looking for a man who hadn't slept in this apartment in four months, finding instead a woman who slept here every night.

The hallway was quiet.

Taylor was on the floor, and the floor was wet, and the wet was hers.

* * *
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Deon was screaming.

She could hear him but the hearing was strange now — not muffled but layered, as if his voice were coming from two places at once: from somewhere near her in the hallway, where they were forcing him to the floor, and from somewhere deeper, somewhere underneath the floorboards of the world, where sound went to be stored. He was screaming her name and he was screaming at the shapes and the shapes were screaming back, and the word police was in the air now, late, late, so impossibly late, the announcement arriving after the verdict like a punchline to a joke God was telling to no one.

Police. Search warrant. Police.

As if the order of operations mattered. As if saying the word after breaking the door and firing thirty-two rounds was anything other than a signature on a document already written in her blood. Deon was still screaming, but the screaming had changed — there was a new sound beneath it, a low animal moan, and she realized he could see her. He was face-down on the hallway floor and his head was turned toward her and he could see what they had done, what his one shot had invited, what the space between his decision and her body had cost. He was looking at her and she was looking at him and the distance between them was four feet and it was infinite and he would never cross it again.

Taylor tried to breathe. Her chest made a sound she recognized from work — the wet, collapsing sound of a lung that was no longer a lung but a room with a hole in the wall, the air going where it shouldn't, the architecture of breathing demolished by a piece of metal smaller than her thumb. She had heard this sound in other people's chests. She had put her stethoscope to it. She had said, Tension pneumothorax, we need to decompress, and she had done it, she had saved the breathing, she had kept the air where it belonged.

No one was going to decompress her chest.

No one was going to save her breathing.

And here was the thing that would keep her in the doorway long after her body left the floor: no one tried. She lay in the hallway of her own apartment for twenty minutes before anyone checked her pulse. Twenty minutes. She knew what twenty minutes meant — she had spent her career inside twenty-minute windows, racing against them, beating them, pulling people back from the edge of them. Twenty minutes was a lifetime in emergency medicine. Twenty minutes was the difference between a save and a sheet. Twenty minutes was enough time to establish an airway, stop a bleed, start compressions, radio for a bus, hold a hand, say a name, say stay with me, stay with me, I've got you.

No one said her name.

They cleared the apartment instead. She listened to them do it — room by room, closet by closet, the choreography of men making sure the place was safe while the person who lived there bled into the subfloor. They cleared the bathroom. They cleared the kitchen. One of them opened the dryer and looked inside it, as if a suspect might be hiding among her scrubs. Her name, embroidered on the pocket: Taylor Johnson. EMT-B. Station 14. He closed the dryer. He did not make the connection. He did not look at the woman on the floor and see the name on the uniform and understand that the person they had just killed was the same kind of person who would have saved them if they'd been the ones bleeding.

Someone finally knelt beside her. She felt the fingers on her neck — two fingers, pressed to the carotid, the same technique she had taught in CPR classes at the community center on Saturdays. The fingers stayed for three seconds. They should have stayed for ten. She could have told him that. She could have told him that three seconds is not long enough to detect a weak pulse, that you need ten, that the protocol exists for a reason, that the protocol could have saved her, that she had spent her whole life following protocols so that people like her didn't die in hallways like this.

The fingers lifted. She heard the officer say, to no one in particular: "She's gone."

She wasn't. Not yet. But close enough for government work.

She was the EMT on this scene and she was also the patient and she was also the floor and the wall and the blood and the bullet and the warrant and the door, and the door was broken and she was broken and she was going to die in her own hallway without her shoes on, without her uniform, without the badge that said her name, which meant she would die unnamed to the men who killed her, unnamed and unpatient and unsaved, just a body in a hallway that wasn't supposed to have a body in it because the intelligence was stale and the warrant was a lie and the door—

The door was still open.

She could see it from where she lay. The front door of her apartment, hanging from one hinge, the lock she'd turned before bed sheared clean from the frame. The March air was coming in. It smelled like rain. It smelled like Laurelton — river water and bourbon distilleries and the faint diesel exhaust from the freight trucks that ran along The Bottoms all night, carrying things through a neighborhood they'd never stop in.

Taylor looked at the open door.

She stood up.

* * *
[image: ]


Not her body. Her body stayed on the floor. Her body was doing what bodies do when they are finished — settling, cooling, becoming evidence. She was standing in the doorway without weight, without breath, without the wet sound in her chest, without the pain that had been so total it had become indistinguishable from silence.

She was standing in the doorway of her own apartment, and she was looking at herself, and the self on the floor was not her anymore. It was what was left when she was subtracted. It was the remainder.

The officers were moving through the apartment now. She could see their faces. They were young. One of them was shaking so badly his flashlight painted the walls in jerky strokes of white. Another was speaking into his radio, his voice controlled in the way of a man who has been trained to sound calm while reporting the thing that will end his career. A third — a woman, the one who had swung the ram — was standing in the hallway, staring at the body, at Taylor's body, at the body that used to be Taylor, and her face was doing something Taylor recognized from years of arriving at scenes after the worst had happened: the face was trying to catch up to what the eyes already knew.

Deon was at the end of the hallway. They had him prone, a knee in his back, his hands wrenched behind him. His gun — the gun he had fired once, the gun that had given the system its story — was already in an evidence bag. He was still saying her name, but the saying had changed — it was no longer a scream but a sound, a vowel, a frequency that had no consonants because consonants required a kind of control his mouth could no longer perform. He was saying Tay, Tay, Tay, and the syllable was round and broken and it rolled across the floor toward her body like a marble.

Then he stopped. The vowel died. His cheek was pressed against the floor and his eyes were open and wet and he said, to no one, to the baseboard, to the air between his mouth and her body: "I thought they were coming to kill us."

Not past tense. Not yet. He still thought so. He was still inside the moment. He would be inside it for the rest of his life.

She wanted to touch him.

She reached out and her hand passed through the door frame. Not through the wood — the wood was still there, splintered and ruined. Her hand passed through the idea of the door frame, through the boundary that a door represents, the line between inside and outside, between safe and not safe, between the world you build and the world that builds itself around you whether you want it to or not.

She opened her mouth.

She had something to say. She had been trying to say it since the first impact against the door, since the W that never became Wait, since the breath that never became a word. She had been a woman who answered calls for a living. Who drove toward emergencies while other people drove away. Who walked into rooms full of pain and said, in a voice calibrated to cut through panic: I'm here. Tell me where it hurts.

She opened her mouth and no sound came out.

Not yet.

But the door was open. And Taylor Johnson was standing in it. And she was not leaving.

She had answered the door.

She would answer everything else.

* * *
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The officers filed their reports by morning. Laurelton PD Form 14-7, Officer-Involved Discharge Summary. Six copies, one per officer, each reviewed by union counsel before submission. The narratives were identical in structure and nearly identical in language, which would later be cited as evidence of coordination but which the department would describe as "consistency of observation under high-stress conditions."

The narrative was clean: forced entry pursuant to a lawful warrant. Suspect's boyfriend fired first. Officers returned fire in accordance with department use-of-force policy. One casualty. The casualty was listed under "Other Persons on Premises" — not by name, but by category. The category was "Non-Involved." As if she had simply wandered into her own hallway by accident. As if her apartment were a place she happened to be rather than a place she lived.

The name, when it finally appeared on page four, was misspelled. An L where there should have been a Y. Taylor, rendered as Talor. As if even the paperwork couldn't be bothered to get her right.

Under "Medical Aid Rendered," someone had typed: "N/A — deceased upon officer assessment." The assessment was performed by Officer Kyle Jessup, who had no medical training, who held two fingers to her neck for three seconds, who pronounced a woman dead in her own hallway the way a man cancels a subscription — without ceremony, without verification, without the ten-second pulse check that any first-year EMT would have known to perform. Taylor could have told him. Taylor could have taught him. Taylor had taught hundreds of people exactly this skill in the community center on Oak Street on Saturdays, free of charge, because she believed that knowing how to check a pulse was the kind of thing that saved lives.

Under "Evidence Collected," her blood was listed as Item 14. Deon's legally registered firearm was Item 1.

Under "Persons Detained," Deon Harris was listed as "Armed Suspect — Discharged Weapon at Officers." He had fired once. They had fired thirty-two times. The math was correct. The framing was complete.

The door was replaced by maintenance two days later. Work order #4401. Category: "Unit Turnover — Damage." Reason: "Standard wear/forced entry." Cost: $340. Billed to the building's maintenance reserve, not to the department. The landlord did not contest the charge. No one asked him to.

The new door had a deadbolt.

It didn't matter.

She was already on the other side.
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Chapter 2
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Aftermath

They let him keep the shirt.

He would think about that later — not immediately, not in the first hours when thinking was a thing his brain did in short, broken loops like a scratched record skipping over the same three seconds of silence. But later, when the lawyers and the journalists and the activists asked him to reconstruct the night, he would come back to the shirt. A gray Hanes crewneck, size large, soft from two hundred washes, the kind of shirt a man puts on without thinking because it's the first thing his hand finds in the drawer. Taylor had stolen it from him so many times he'd started buying two-packs — one for him, one for her to take. This one was his. He'd been sleeping in it. And now it had her blood on it, a dark spread across the chest and the left sleeve where he'd tried to reach her in the hallway before they'd pulled him away, and they had let him keep it.

They had taken his gun, his phone, his shoes, his belt, his watch, his dignity, his name — the name they replaced with suspect before he'd even been read a single right — but they'd let him keep the shirt with his girlfriend's blood on it. He didn't understand this at first. He thought it was an oversight. It wasn't. It was evidence they wanted him to wear. Every time he moved his arms, every time he shifted in the metal chair, the shirt moved against his skin and the blood moved with it, stiff in some places, still damp in others, and the smell of it was in his nose, in his mouth, in the space behind his eyes where images go to become permanent, and he understood eventually that this was the point. They wanted him to sit in what he'd done. They wanted the shirt to do the interrogation for them.

The problem was, he hadn't done anything. And they knew that. And they didn't care.

* * *
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The precinct was cold.

Not metaphorically, not in the way buildings feel cold when terrible things have happened in them, though that too. The air conditioning was running in March. A vent above the interview room pushed processed air onto the back of his neck, and Deon sat in a metal chair at a metal table and shook. The shaking had started in the hallway — not fear, not cold, but some third thing his body was doing without his permission, a full-system vibration that started in his hands and moved to his jaw and from his jaw to his chest and from his chest to the place behind his sternum where he used to feel things like love and safety and the particular warmth of Taylor's head resting against him during a movie, her braids against his collarbone, her breath slowing toward sleep.

He would not feel anything in that place again.

They left him alone for forty-five minutes. He knew this because the clock on the wall was the old kind, the institutional kind, the kind with a second hand that ticked rather than swept, and he watched it the way a man watches anything that isn't the thing he can't stop seeing. Each tick was a sound that wasn't a gunshot. Each second was a unit of time that moved in the right direction, forward, unlike everything else in his life, which had reversed at 3:14 AM and would run backward from here until the day he died.

Forty-five minutes. In the procedural manuals, this was called "allowing the subject to acclimate to the interview environment." In practice, it was called letting a man marinate in his own terror until the door opens and the first face he sees feels like rescue, feels like the beginning of help, feels like someone who might finally answer the only question he'd been asking since they'd zip-tied his wrists on his own hallway floor.

Where is Taylor?

He'd asked it eleven times. He counted. First in the hallway, face-down, the knee in his back grinding his chest into the floor where her blood was pooling three feet from his face. Then in the elevator, flanked by two officers who smelled like sweat and gunpowder and who held his arms as if he might bolt, as if running were something his body could still do, as if his legs hadn't stopped being legs an hour ago and become something else, something hollow and theoretical, two columns of meat that carried him only because no one had told them to stop. Then in the patrol car, the cage between him and the front seat turning the city into a grid of passing lights seen through dirty plexiglass. Then on the walk from the car to the building, when the March air hit his face and he said it to the sky, to the parking lot, to the fluorescent glow leaking from the precinct windows: Where is Taylor? Where is she? Can someone tell me where she is?

No one told him where she was.

He already knew where she was. She was on the floor of their hallway, and the floor was wet, and the wet was hers, and no one had helped her, and he had heard her trying to breathe and failing, and the sound of that failure was the last sound she had made in his presence and it would be the first sound he heard every morning for the rest of his life.

But he kept asking. Because asking was the last thing that connected him to the version of himself that existed before 3:14 AM — the version that would have moved heaven and earth to find her, to reach her, to press his hands to the wound and say the thing she always said on calls: Stay with me. Stay with me. I've got you. He hadn't said it. They'd pulled him off her before he could get close enough to say it. The
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