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Love you all, always.
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PROLOGUE
A SHADOW GROWS
on the ground in front of me, and I know
only
one of us is walking out alive. It
will
be me. The echo of gravel
crunching beneath his feet puts all my senses on alert. I hear the hollow short breaths wheezing from his weary lungs. The pursuit is up, and I dig my fingertips into the brick wall behind me, bracing myself to face this asshole once and for all.

The shadow slinks into the light and a knot pinches in my
stomach as a translucent red dot wobbles through the space in front of me,
which seems to rest directly on my chest. My focus is pulled further
into the conjoining street, and I’m able to draw an invisible line between the red glow and the hollow barrel held in his right hand. My throat swells around my tonsils. I
can
do this.

But then there’s Krissy.

Blood-stained fingers of his left hand are woven around a knife
and splayed across my sister’s mouth, the blade pointed straight
down into her collarbone. One wrong move and she’s done. I never would have thought her luck would be so poor.

The corners of his lips curl upward into a sinful grin, revealing
even more blood. He’s only holding the knife up to her throat for effect—so he can drag out every second of Krissy’s miserable death.

Her dark cobalt eyes are large and appear silver from the
reflecting street lights, which illuminates her fear even more. Her chest heaves
in and out. In and out, faster and faster, fighting with the last breaths she will take. Time has stopped around us. The world is out-of-
focus,
and it’s just her and me—the little girl kneeling next to me at our dollhouse, the little girl sitting at the other side of our tea party table,
the
young woman whose shoulder has gathered so many of my fallen
tears. The loss of her will make my life meaningless once gone.
I will always protect you,
I want to say.
But it’s too late.

His hand concealing the pistol lifts again, and the red dot moves up and down from my chest to my neck, swaying with each of his breaths.

“Last chance to tell me where Daddy is,” he snarls in a gravelly shout.

If I knew, I would have told him way before things ended up
like this. My sister should not have to die in his place, and neither
should I. I would happily take that bullet for my sister, except I assume he has more than one bullet.

I slip my hand into the back waistband of my pants and curl my
finger around the trigger. I have one chance. Please, God. Save her.
My hands spring forward, and I pull the trigger without having time to focus on the target.

The bullet grazes the side of his torso and a simultaneous bite of
pain burns through my shoulder. I’ve been shot, as well. The right
side
of my body is immediately numb. My knees buckle and my body
tumbles to the gravel as if pulled down by a magnetic force.
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