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Night of trepidation
The serene plunge of the receding tide invites an idle afternoon breeze. Reeny tumbles in the wet sand, shakes his fur and speeds into the hallowed coral reefs. You can almost feel the excitement in the air. Renee and Charlotte amble behind in an idle pace, basking in the luscid warmth of their new found bliss. Charlotte chuckles as Renee looks in her eyes brimming with luscious tenderness.
 Renee throws a curveball at Reeny who leaps up with sporty elegance to trap his prize. He playfully walks back to the love enchanted couple to the haze inducing voice of Charlotte, “Come here boy, good boy!” As she leans, cuddling up to him and stroking his fur, Reeny looks up to Renee with idol admiration. In his eyes he said, “you won one for the team buddy.”
After a day of surging adrenaline on the ski-boats and daylight debauchery, their muscles are languid from the over indulgence, but they ache for more. They stop at a tequila stand. “Not again Renee, you are like a pig on truffles today.” Renee is already flinching from the stinging burn of the trickling liquid. “ Another shot for the lady.” All her resistance is met with Renee’s tempting gaze that drops her defenses. “Alright only one.” 
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Now that doesn’t sound like a killjoy.” Says Max flashing a playful smile.
Something’s been up with him lately, all those tequila shots, pensive moments brooding on the rooftop at night put off with bare aloofness, all the mood swings; one moment he is extremely happy and the next he is on edge, hurrying off to lone walks under the palm trees lining up the expansive beach resort.
Culiacan in the summer is a bustle of pleasure seeking revelers and hopeless romantics. A semi-nude splash in the pacific is one to die for, not counting the Agave establishment in the south. 
They met in the most unromantic of encounters. Renee, a New York City detective was on one of his dull, unexciting two nights a week patrol when he spotted a crimson plated G-Wagon racing unwittingly fast on the I-10. Screeching and swerving in the dead of night, his muscles tensed up at the nerve of this reckless driver. 
Instinctively gunning up his engine and blaring his siren, Renee jerked onto the tarmac at full throttle setting his convective eyes at the glaring contraption of madness. 
His approach didn’t seem to bother the vehicle’s occupants, as they continued their inebriated loud singing. A bunch of college students he figured.
Close enough to knick their bumper, he took a left turn putting him at par with the craze on the wheels. Turning up his loud speakers, he in standard NYPD fashion voice out, “ This is the NYPD, please drive onto the kerb and stop your vehicle.”
Visibly shaken, the brunette with emerald eyes leapt out of her streak of inattention, slowing down and stepping on the brake pad you could almost feel the flame igniting.
Walking out briskly, a bundle of toned muscles snugly fit in his police tunic, Renee picked his spotlight and banged the door to his Ford shut.
Flashing his light at the suddenly mute occupants, he cut through the air of trepidation with his deep baritone, “Ladies, do you know you’ve just violated more than two Traffic codes, reckless driving, over speeding and as I can see, driving under the influence.”
“These are serious crimes, and I’ll have to book you for this, Driver, please step out of the car.”
Popping the door handle and stepping out, Renee was albeit star struck for a moment. The lithe woman emerging with curves in all the right places blinded his resolve for a moment, worse still she was feverishly apologetic. Being a sucker for second chances, he took a while to sober up but the deed was done, one look into her eyes and there was static in the air, almost tangible.
Finding his nerve, he asked for the lady's particulars, who now gave it up gladly sensing the dialed down conviction.
She was a twenty three year old art major and two years on down on his knees, he’d starkly reminisce his words, “I'll let you off with a warning Charlotte, but you guys are not driving home in this state.”
They’d blossomed into a full blossomed romance and now walking up the steps to their sculpted tone lover’s nest, Charlotte was I’ll at ease.
But the parking lot isn’t the lush, idyllic little flood of Maseratis and high end luxury cars they just left early in the afternoon.
It is night of trepidation all over again.
Hazmat suits, a coroner’s van and numerous Culiacan cops tying up crime scene tape around the apartment block stop them dead in their tracks. 
Having drunk loads of Starbucks in numerous crime scenes, Renee is the first to recover from the apprehension. Holding Charlotte’s hand, he tugs along Reeny, his loyal companion right from the minefields of Kabul. 
The men in hazmat suits walk out straddling a stretcher saddled with a black body bag. The hairs rise on Charlotte’s neck. The property manager and two men, one in characteristic beach wear walk up to them.
“Hello, do you happen to be Renee Ramirez, tenant in the building above?” The man in khaki pants and a crimson shirt asks in a Spanish accent, “I'm Detective Castro and with me is American Embassy Attaché’ Raul Jennings.”
“Nice to meet you Castro, Jennings, yes that’s me, how may I be of help?”
“As you may have figured, there has been a murder of an American citizen in Apartment 543, that should be the one next to yours as we’ve been informed by the erstwhile property manager.”
“On account of a number of facts emerging from our preliminary investigation and in collaboration with the American Embassy, we have to ask you to come with us for questioning.”
“I don’t understand, what is there to ask really, I didn’t even know we had a neighbor, but if you ask well, I oblige.”
Charlotte is now a bundle of nerves, “ What’s the meaning of this honey? Why are they taking you for questioning? “
“Calm down honey, this will be over in a bit, let me clear this up I’ll be back in a bit.”
“No, I’m coming with you. “ Charlotte speaks with an air of finality, all the unanswered questions in the past few days baring on her.
The Drive to the station, is undeniably rife with tension. No one utters a word. Renee tries to reassure Charlotte, stroking her arms. They had to leave Reeny behind.
He’s been sitting for a torturous thirty minutes now and he’s starting to get agitated. Almost getting up and storming out of the interrogation room, the heavy metallic door opens and the two men from earlier walk in, a bunch of documents in a holder.
“So Mr Renee, recount to us your movements from last night. “The portly detective asks as the ever mute attaché watches with little interest.
“Castro, right? Look here, I’m trying to get back to my newly wed wife who I was with all dolled up in the house last night and we only got out for skiing today, what’s with all this?”
“I'm sorry for the intrusion sir, but you should take a look at this.” He handed the folder to him.
The hit of familiarity sends a knot to his insides as he recognizes the woman in the photo. He can still see the lines her smiles drew on her face, the excitement and desire she always stirred in him.
“Do you recognize her sir? His reverie is broken
Going on without waiting for an answer, the detective shows him the next document. “As you can see those are conversations we obtained from Tamara Andrews, the deceased's phone. The content suggests that you were conversing till last night, time of her death. Why did you tell us you didn’t know you had a neighbor when it seemingly appears you were having night escapades?”
Tamara, She was the love of his life, but it’s been two years, He's never seen her nor heard from her, and now this.
“I don’t understand sir, I know Tamara but I haven’t talked to her in two years. If you want you can check my phone records, not this hood crap you are showing me.”
“Sir, we also took your prints off the murder weapon, a kitchen knife fitting a set you have in your kitchen.”
“I need a lawyer sir.”
“Damn well, you need one!”
They say, it’s better to get stranded in the Tijuana desert than to be an American in a. Mexican Jail. Save for a Spanish name, from a long line of mixed ancestry, Ramirez was out with the sharks.
It was a long night, he couldn’t sleep, nothing checked out, what was happening?
He doesn’t realize it when the first shards of sunlight light up his dingy prison cell. He is only shaken up by the rasp of wood on Metal. 
“Renee, time to go.”He looks up to a scruff prison guard with untamed hair. Specks of white dust collect on his shoulders from the numerous Dandruff’s.
He is ushered into the meeting hall where he again meets his nemesis, again in a crimson suit. Who wears a crimson suit to a prison?
“Well, Renee, I have good news, depends on how you take it really.” Renee looks at him quizzically.
“We reviewed the CCTV footage from the adjacent apartment and it happens, someone was sloppy. Sir your wife is under arrest for the murder of Tamara Andrews.”
“I wouldn’t want to blur the lines but bringing your girlfriend to your honeymoon, no crime, but man, that is crazy off the charts, I’m more than amused.”
“You are free to go sir, we are sorry for the inconvenience, but you remain a big part of the oncoming trial.”
Decisions he made. Decisions he will live to regret.












