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Grow old along with me, the best is yet to come...
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Chapter One
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Raffi and her partner of seven years, Melanie, were in bed making love after several weeks of sleeping apart. They were recovering from weeks of doubt. Their efforts — tentative at first, became more comfortable as they found their way back and kept sharing the pleasure. Melanie felt quite energetic because it had been a while since they had made love, while Raffi felt grateful they could still reach each other.

“Oh, baby! You’re so hot when you touch me this way. Don’t stop,” Melanie begged.

“You know I’m trying my best, baby. Anything you want, I want,” Raffi replied between kisses.

They kept reaching out for each other, working to re-ignite their passion as the evening progressed. 

After three rounds, they took their showers together before going back to bed for the night. It had been a very long time since they had been intimate, but Raffi felt relieved she could still feel desire for her. 

Ever since Melanie had changed her work schedule six months ago, Raffi had felt there was some distance between them, but last night’s lovemaking had been wonderful. Her feelings remained that Melanie still loved her. After breakfast, they got dressed and then drove to the market to buy their groceries. They had a glow about them that made them feel connected. At least, Raffi felt wonderful and hoped to repeat it later in the day. 

Melanie kept reading text messages on her phone, which intrigued Raffi because she never used to depend on her phone so much before.

“Mel, honey. What’s with your phone? You seem distracted by it,” Raffi said.

“Oh, there’s this person at work who keeps asking me to switch shifts with her. She’s been reaching out to me like ten times a day.”

“Have you considered blocking her? I mean, we’ve been here for less than a half an hour and already, you’ve received at least eight text messages.”

“You know, you’re right. I should turn off the ringer, so that those pesky messages don’t pull my attention away from you.” She turned off her ringer and then shoved her phone back in her purse.

***
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After putting away their groceries, they ate lunch and got comfortable in the living room to watch a movie. They chose a movie on pay-per-view and then got settled with their cups of coffee to watch the movie they had selected. The movie absorbed Raffi completely; it was her favorite kind of movie. As time passed, she realized Melanie had her phone in hand and kept texting someone. By the time the movie ended, the house phone rang, and Melanie answered quickly, since she was closest to it. After the conversation, she got up, telling Raffi they needed her to go to work since there were too many sick calls.

“Raffi, I’ve got to go. They are short ten people and dispatch insisted I go in.”

“Ah, come on! It’s the third time in two weeks that they’ve called you in last minute. Surely, they have others that could come in,” Raffi complained.

“True enough, but he promised me double-time pay if I went to work. I guess this will give me more money for our vacation in April,” Melanie replied.

“Yeah! That’s in eight months! Here I thought we’d have a repeat of last night’s delight! What a bummer!”

“Come on, Raffi. It’s only a twelve-hour shift. It’s not like when you have to stay at the station for a solid twenty-four-hour shift! Being a firefighter is an important job, but it leaves me alone at night.”

“Well, you used to take twelve-hour shifts overnight, so we’d get to sleep together once I made it home. Now, it seems you keep changing your shifts more often than ever.”

“You know, we don’t always have to do everything together. I’m sure you get to do fun things when I’m at work, too. I don’t mind spending time alone when you’re at work. Also, I like to take the time to visit my parents and my friends when you’re working. Then, I don’t have to lie about the reasons you hate my mother’s guts so much. I like your parents, but not your brother. I guess we’re all different,” she said.

“Admit that your mother gives off a creepy vibe. I never feel relaxed when she’s around.”

“But she’s done nothing to you. How do you explain that?”

“I just get a vibe, baby. She makes me feel unsafe, and the way she looks down her nose at me stresses me out.”

“I have to get ready for work. We’ll talk about this another time.” Melanie said before walking away.

Raffi walked to the kitchen with their empty coffee cups and washed them to let them dry on the dish rack. Then she looked in the fridge to see what she could use to prepare a meal for Melanie. They had no leftovers, but Melanie called out from the bedroom not to worry because she would stop at a fast-food joint to buy a meal. Then she saw the package with the two lobsters they had purchased for dinner. Raffi knew she would have to cook them because they wouldn’t keep. She poured a glass of lemonade and walked to her office while Melanie was getting ready. When she heard her walking down the stairs from the bedroom, she walked up to her for a hug and a kiss to wish her a safe shift.

“Be careful out there. There’s a lot of strange folks roaming.” They shared a grin, and then Melanie grabbed her gear and left.

As Raffi watched Melanie get in her car and drive away, a thought formed in her mind. She looked at the dish they kept on the credenza by the front door; Raffi could see she had left her work keys in it. Then she realized she had walked away without wearing her identification card and vest. She had a strange feeling coming over her, but couldn’t tell what it meant yet. She walked back to the kitchen and got ready to cook the lobsters.

Once the lobsters had cooled off, she cracked the shells and removed all the meat she could extract from them. After she finished, she decided she had a lot of meat and made a pasta dish with pecorino cheese and lobster meat. 

It was a tasty carbonara, which she loved and would definitely make enough for two generous meals. She took a box of linguini out of the pantry and noticed it was three-quarters full. She cooked it all. Then she grated her cheese and separated three egg yolks to complete her recipe. It smelled good, and she knew she would enjoy it. Supper is never truly complete without dessert, she thought. So, she used a food processor to blend almonds and then whisked the egg whites into stiff peaks and made a flowerless cake. After cleaning up, she went back to her office and talked with friends on her social media account. 

***
[image: ]


Late in the evening, Raffi was reading a book when Melanie’s dispatch called. He wondered if she could come in for an overnight shift.

“Pete, I don’t know what to think... She left wearing her uniform around three o’clock, saying she had to come in to work because too many people called sick. Maybe you should try her mobile since she’s not here.”

“Oh, so sorry, Raffi. I should have done that first. I guess you didn’t know. She’s seeing someone else. She told me that the two of you had broken up last year.” His revelation stunned her.

“Wow. I had no clue. I mean, we’ve been living together for seven years. As far as I knew, our relationship was still active until you called.”

“Shit, I should have kept my mouth shut! I am so sorry to break it to you like this,” he said.

“I’m hurt to learn this, but I suppose I will learn to appreciate your honesty, Pete. Please, don’t tell her you told me.”

“Okay, but now I really feel bad.”

“Pete, I won’t hide that it hurts me to find out just now, but don’t worry. Everything happens for a reason. I’ll be fine. Now, try her mobile and don’t tell her you spilled the beans, okay?”

“Okay. But I still feel like shit.” Raffi ended the conversation, feeling her light dimming quickly.

She spent a long time walking around her house, wondering how she would handle this with Melanie once she came home from wherever the hell she was. She looked at the walls, at all the frames she had displayed. They looked so happy and in love. After an hour, she removed them and brought them to her office. Then, she removed the hanger she had affixed with a double-sided adhesive strip. At least now, the walls wouldn’t look damaged, leaving the paint as beautiful and pristine as last summer, when she painted the entire house during her vacation. 

She went to bed around one o’clock, exhausted from the changes she had made, too wired from the revelation Pete made when he called.

***
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The next morning, she woke up tired after a troubled sleep. She took a long shower, and it helped her to feel better. 

Melanie came home looking tired and crabby. Raffi was mowing the lawn, but was almost done. She stored her lawnmower in the garage along with the rake and her weed-whacker, then walked into her house through the garage. When she walked into the kitchen to get a cup of coffee, Melanie was at the table eating peanut butter and jam toast when she noticed her.

“You’re up early to mow the lawn,” Melanie commented.

“It’s past ten o’clock. Everybody’s at work, so it’s the perfect time. It’s the end of August, and soon enough, I won’t have to do it. You look like you could use a nap,” she replied, walking toward her office.

“What is that supposed to mean?” Melanie asked angrily.

“Just that, Mel. You look exhausted after a crazy shift at work. Take a shower and then go to your office to sleep in the spare bed; I don’t want to disturb you while I do my laundry.”

“You could do mine while you’re at it. It would be nice.”

“I’m sure, but I have at least three loads to do, plus I have to iron my work uniforms once they’re dry.”

“How much more could it be for you to do my laundry?” Melanie insisted.

“Listen, every time I do my laundry, it’s the same story. You insist I do yours first and then mine accumulates because there aren’t enough hours in a day for everything to get done. You should take care of your own things. When you moved in with me, you promised you’d take care of your own laundry. For the past two or three years, you’re always imposing on me, and it’s not fair. You’re the one who kept harping about boundaries, so what changed?”

“Hey, I help around the house, you know. I always go with you to buy groceries, and I help with the utility bills.”

“As you should! After all, I’m paying the mortgage on my own. I’m the one who has the heavier financial burden. That you pay half of the utility bills, and the groceries goes without saying. Also, nine out of ten times, I cook for us. I don’t mind it, but just so you know I’d love it if you’d cook for me once in a while. It would make me feel you care, and it would give me a break.” She looked at her, trying to hide her frustrations, wondering why she had lied about going to work the night before, as she walked to her office.

To occupy her mind, she read her emails and noticed her mother had sent her an email. Both her parents were teachers and worked in different countries most of the year. Raffi called her mother, asking if she could see her before they flew back to Europe.

“Hey, Mom. How are you doing? Have you finished your packing for the next trip already?” she asked jovially.

“I’m not ready, sweetie. But I’m glad you called. This will be our last year of teaching abroad. After that, we’re retiring. We paid off the mortgage years ago, and David wants to move out. Of course, we were sad he got divorced a few years back, but it was handy for us when he came back to live with us.”

“Yes, it was great because it made my burden a little lighter, too!” she teased.

“I feel like going out for lunch with you before your father and I have to fly back. I miss spending time with you.”

“Mom, we see each other once a week. I love spending time with you. Is there something in particular you need to talk about?”

“I would rather discuss it in person. Burt and I are healthy. We just went for our annual checkups, and we’re clear for another year. When is your next available day?”

“Well, tomorrow is my last day off. On Monday, I go back for another three days. Today I’m doing my laundry because my hamper is full, and I need my uniforms ready.”

“Okay then. Tomorrow is our day!”

“Cool! I love you, Mom. Take care.” Raffi spent a half-hour checking her social media account and then went to the second floor to start her laundry.

She sorted her laundry and noticed she was out of socks. Looking in Melanie’s hamper, she found many of her socks in it. Raffi felt peeved; she never enjoyed sharing her clothes, much less her undergarments. Her socks were flame-retardant for work, and she didn’t want Melanie wearing them, but she didn’t listen to her. At least her bras, panties, and everything else were safe since Melanie was much bustier than her; everything she wore was at least two sizes smaller than Mel’s. 

She remembered one day when Melanie had complained that it was a shame Raffi was so much thinner than her, because she wanted to wear one of her pantsuits to go out. From then on, Raffi understood this would be her incentive to maintain her weight. 

Melanie walked to the bathroom to take her shower while Raffi sorted her clothes, then walked in the bedroom to dump her clothes in her hamper before grabbing her pajamas to go to sleep.

“I’ll close the door so that I won’t hear you moving around while I sleep,” Melanie said.

“That’s great. I’ll keep the noise to a minimum.” She resumed sorting her clothes while Melanie looked on.

Melanie admired how methodical she was. Raffi always showed discipline in everything she did, and it made her feel envious she didn’t possess that quality. Sometimes, colleagues had to persuade her to contribute, which led to complaints. She was a gifted paramedic, but dragged her feet when she needed to restock their supplies because it was where she lacked dedication. She looked around and felt privileged to live in such a well-maintained house. When Raffi was shopping for a house, she had insisted on a walk-in closet and had given her investment specialist a specific list of what she wanted when looking for a home. Melanie looked at Raffi for another moment, then walked to her room and closed the door behind her, sensing Raffi’s disappointment.

While Raffi loaded the washing machine, she debated remodeling the walk-in closet. She had already researched different ways to make changes. Maybe she should get drawers that had a locking feature on them to prevent Melanie from using her undergarments. She knew it was extreme, but it pissed her off to have to go through Melanie’s hamper to find her own things. She figured she’d keep her socks in her office closet until she decided what to do.

Before leaving the bedroom, she dusted the furniture and then put fresh sheets on the bed. As she moved the mattress to dust the floor behind the headboard, she noticed something shiny. She retrieved a flashlight from her nightstand to get a better look and found a necklace with a medallion on it. She retrieved it and took it to her office to inspect it after she finished cleaning.

She sat at her desk and then researched the medallion she’d discovered. After a moment, she found out the design on the medallion was St. Catherine of Siena, the patron saint of caregivers. She knew Melanie never wore necklaces, and figured she had entertained someone in her bedroom while she was at work. She looked at the medallion, feeling disappointed. Raffi loved her. She wondered why she would feel so bold as to invite someone into her bedroom. If she didn’t love her anymore, how hard would it be to just move out? Then again, she wondered if Melanie did it because she felt neglected while she was at work for seventy-two hours straight. Ever since she became a firefighter, she worked that shift because it gave her four days off at a time. Melanie knew about it when they first got together. Raffi knew Mel made a lot of money as a paramedic and figured Melanie was investing most of her generous paycheck, as the household expenses were not that high. After loading the second load of wash, she went to the kitchen looking for something for lunch and warmed up the lobster carbonara.

She was in her office ironing her uniforms when Melanie got up. She looked puffy-eyed from a heavy sleep but seemed in a better frame of mind.

“Hey! You’re back from the dead,” she said.

“Yeah. I can’t remember the last time I slept like that.”

“Yeah, I could hear you snore while I loaded the washer and dryer. It must have been a tough night.”

“You could say that again. Do I smell chicken?”

“Yes, I cooked a few chicken breasts. You can eat that if you’re hungry. Look in the fridge.”

“Thanks, I’ll make a toasted sandwich. I’m dying of hunger.” She left Raffi’s office.
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Chapter Two
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Raffi packed her clothes for the next three days and drove to work listening to classical music. Melanie had slept in her office, leaving her to sleep alone. The extra room was a bonus, but their difficult circumstances consumed her thoughts. This emotional shift between them worried her terribly. Melanie was usually so affectionate, even the past couple of days where she had been attentive to her. Now her mind was racing, wondering how long she had been having an affair behind her back. She parked in the employee parking space, then brought her duffel bag to her locker to start her day.

“Hey! How are you doing, Raffi? Looks like you had a lot of relaxing time!” Ted said, implying sex.

“You will die with your plumbing in your hands, you know that? You always have sex on your mind!” she commented. “Who’s on kitchen duty this week?”

“I am with Daryl. As soon as we finish with the morning report, we’ll be on our way to the grocery store to buy our supplies for the next few days.”

“Maybe this time you could indulge me with a chocolate cake. I know how much you love your tiramisu, but you’re not alone in this box, mister!” He snickered at the mention of his favorite cake.

“You’re right, Raffi. When you go to buy the groceries, you always choose an assortment of cakes, while I buy three of the same. I should learn to be more flexible,” he replied.

“Yeah, man! Maybe then you’d stop complaining about your wife getting on your case when we play cards. And maybe you’d get more booty at home, too.” Upon hearing this, they all laughed, knowing Ted would get ribbed by the guys.

After they had verified all the equipment, Raffi got her uniform ready in case they had to go on a call and then spent an hour at the gym doing stretching exercises and weights. Taylor always trained with her because she felt she was an excellent motivator for the team.

“You know, it’s just too bad you have a girlfriend, because I would love to hook up with you,” Taylor said.

“We’ve talked about this a million times before. You always have a crush on someone who isn’t available. Try looking at single ladies. You’ll find one just for you,” Raffi said. “Come on, Taylor, you’re a grown-ass woman!”

“I know, but you’re so fucking hot.”

“I know, and I work at it daily! Do the basic exercises in the gym and you’ll get washboard abs, just like mine. You’ll also get biceps and legs that make other ladies swoon!” She gave her a smug grin before going to get a glass of juice.

She went to take a quick shower to wash off the sweat before bringing her glass of juice to the common area where they had several computers to surf the web. She logged on to the computer to read her office emails. Then she searched for more ways to redo her walk-in closet. She spent two hours on the computer and then erased her history before logging off.

“Ah, Raffi! I wanted to use the computer. Why did you log out?” Ted asked.

“Use your own login. You’re always trying to ride my pony, and I don’t like that.”

“Geez... Sorry! I never knew how much of a burden I am to you. After all, I just wanted to check the baseball scores.”

“You can log in like a big boy and do your own thing, pal.” She looked at him, feeling frustrated with his unpleasant habits. “No wonder Sharon’s always on your case. You don’t understand boundaries. We all need our private space respected, Ted. You’re not my spouse, and you’re not my close friend either. We just work together. Nothing more.”

“Don’t you let your girlfriend use your computer?”

“She has her own office with her own computer. Just as I have. We all need a space where we can sit privately and reflect.” He looked at her stunned. “Look, you guys have your garage where you sit and tinker on things by yourselves. Some have a man-cave where they go to watch their favorite sports. So, what’s the deal here?” He stared at her as if he was discovering a part of her he knew nothing about, despite their years of working together.

“I guess you’re right. My wife used to complain about the same things all the time. She used to tell me I was invading her private space; I thought she was just being antisocial. I have my garage, and I play golf with my buddies once a week. So, it makes perfect sense you ladies should have your own spaces to take care of your needs, too.”

“It’s all about boundaries, Ted. We all need the people around us to respect them.” He sat back, thinking about what she had said.

Raffi was enjoying a quiet moment nestled in a La-Z-Boy recliner with a thick fiction book. She was halfway through the story and could hardly wait to learn how the story ended. Taylor sat on the sofa with a book while the guys played cards. Raffi could smell a tasty meal being prepared and felt distracted by the wonderful aromas. She looked at her watch and noticed it was already six o’clock. She checked her phone; no messages from Melanie. Unusual, she thought. Raffi got up and brought her glass to the kitchen to wash it. The men had set the table, and the smell made her stomach scream for sustenance.

“Is this a new recipe you’re trying?” she asked.

“Yeah. We found it on the internet, and it smells absolutely divine. I hope it tastes as good as it smells,” Ted said, feeling proud she approved of the recipe they had found.

“Here, Raffi. Have a taste,” Daryl offered, handing her a fork.

“Man! This is fantastic! Now, me and Bob will have to find new recipes to outdo you guys!” Daryl blushed while Ted beamed.

Soon, all sixteen members of the crew sat around the long table waiting to enjoy the meal. There was a lot of banter, and everyone expressed their delight with the food. When they finished eating, Ted came to Raffi carrying a mug of coffee and a plate with a large piece of chocolate cake. Everyone around her complained they weren’t getting the same attention, and they all teased Ted.

“Thanks, Ted. Now you’ll have to wear a French maid apron to serve the rest of them. Just look at how they’re drooling!” Some guys were catcalling at the mention of the French maid apron.

“You definitely have a way of making me feel uncomfortable, Raffi. You’re incorrigible.”

“Come on, Ted. You dish out those comments freely and often. Can’t take the heat?” Raffi teased.

“Oh, you! I am challenging you to a game of pool later on. You always win, but tonight, I feel lucky!” The house came alive with laughter.

Later in the evening, they made teams to play pool. Laughter filled the air as Raffi beat Ted once more. This time, though, Raffi was lucky because as she broke the ball formation, every single ball, except for the white and the black balls, rolled into the pockets. Ted stood there in disbelief. Then he challenged Raffi again. The same thing happened again.

“I’m never playing with you again! That should be a crime! Man, I did not even get a turn!”

“You just had to break the balls first, Ted! But then again, I would have finished the game just the same.” She smirked.

Then, she spent some time watching the others play.
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At around three o’clock in the morning, there was a two-alarm fire in a high-rise apartment building. It didn’t take long to fix the situation, and they were back within two hours. They spent the next two days with very few calls for help. But on the third day—late at night—a five-alarm fire broke out, and it was all hands-on deck. 

By the time they arrived, the fire was raging. The fire started on the fourth floor of a six-story building with sixty apartments. All the tenants were on the sidewalk. Some in various stages of undress; the alarm woke them up. The superintendent had reported that almost everyone had made it out. He then said some worked shifts at the local hospital, some were paramedics working different shifts and two were chefs, but were on the sidewalk. All the firefighters worked in pairs. Raffi worked with Ted. He was a gifted firefighter, and she felt safe knowing he had her back. He liked her for the same reason. 

When they arrived on the fourth floor, they checked every apartment. They knew the superintendent could not reach two apartments because the occupants usually worked shifts. Raffi and Ted worked to douse the flames. They broke walls to extinguish hot spots and broke into the two apartments not accounted for. When they accessed the second apartment, they quickly discovered the smoke detector on the ceiling was open and had no batteries in it. Then they found two bodies entwined in a loving embrace. Ted was quick to assess the situation and realized the couple had died of smoke inhalation before moving to other rooms in the apartment. When he came back to speak with Raffi, he found her standing at the foot of the bed, glued to the spot, unable to move away, her eyes glued to the two women in bed. 

Melanie was in the other woman’s embrace.

“Raffi! What’s happening to you? Why aren’t you moving?” he asked rather forcefully.

“The one on the left. It’s Melanie. My partner.” He looked at her, feeling like an idiot, but came to assist her.

“Shit! That’s awful!”

“Yeah. She never explained the reason she had changed her schedule. But now, it’s too late to talk about.” She grabbed her phone, taking a few photos to deal with the grief later on. 

As they walked out of the room, she noticed Melanie’s purse. She grabbed it and stuffed it inside her suit’s pocket, then she noticed a wallet next to it and took it, too. Ted was already out of the room, so she was quick to zip her pockets and walk out with him. 

After hours of extinguishing hot spots, they all made it out safely. When they reached the supervisor, Raffi told him about the apartment where she had found Melanie. He felt sad about her loss, but she filed a detailed report without mentioning she had collected Melanie’s purse and wallet. Raffi knew that Melanie never kept her keys in her pockets, so she felt confident she would receive them once back at the station.

“Raffi, I know this was the last day of your rotation, but if you need more than the four days off, let me know. I will grant you a bereavement leave.” Her boss was empathetic.

“Thanks, Paul. I was about to ask you for some time off. I’ll send you an email with my request.”

“Okay. Now, go back to the station. Just go home after you clean your equipment. You’ve worked hard and need time away from the tragedy you walked into.” He held her by the shoulders and saw how devastated she felt. He gave her a hug.

Every member of the team gave her a hug when they heard of the discovery in apartment #407. They all hurried to collect their hoses, oxygen tanks, and tools to load up on the truck to go back to the station. Once they finished cleaning and prepping their equipment for the next call, Raffi remembered to empty her suit pockets and then walked to the locker room to pack her things to leave. She opened the purse, making sure her house keys were there, and felt instant relief when she saw them. Then, she noticed the watch. It was hers, and she was instantly upset at Melanie for taking her things to go out. 

As a graduation gift, her parents had offered her an expensive watch. It was a Tissot. Her parents knew she had been drooling over that model; it was silver and so sleek. She always wore it whenever they went out on a date, and she loved it. 

By the time she made it home, it was daylight. She parked in her garage and then walked up to her office. She emptied Melanie’s things onto her desk and examined everything she carried in her purse and wallet. When she opened the wallet, she realized it wasn’t Melanie’s, but her lover’s. There was a lot of cash in it. She counted over four thousand dollars, found a few credit cards and photos of her with Melanie. Then she looked into Melanie’s purse and found her wallet. She found her money and counted three thousand dollars. It stunned her. Mel was not one to carry so much on her, preferring to use her cards to pay for everything. She thought perhaps they were planning to fly somewhere and needed to buy foreign currency. After a bit of riffing around, she found other pieces of jewelry at the bottom of the purse. They were all Raffi’s. 

Quickly, she turned on her computer and logged onto the bank’s website where Melanie did her banking. She had seen her PIN number on the back of the card and then printed the statements from all her accounts and all her investments. Melanie had transferred an impressive amount into their joint account the day before, and Raffi felt shocked. Then she remembered Melanie mentioning she had purchased a life insurance policy when she first moved in with her. Raffi went to her office to find it. 

She opened every drawer of her desk and found a thick envelope with her legal papers in it. Then she found a document from her job that said upon her death, all her employee benefits were coming to her. Raffi sat there for a few moments, in shock. She had no clue that Mel had thought of those little details. Finally, Raffi remembered to call Melanie’s job to tell them Melanie had died in a fire overnight, and took a long shower because she ached all over.

As desperately as she wanted to, she couldn’t go to bed right away. The stress of discovering Melanie’s secret was too much to deal with. 

She made something to eat and then called her mother. Celeste and Burt, her parents, were at her door within the hour, bringing her some food. She was on the phone with Melanie’s mother when they arrived, but she ended the conversation quickly.

“Sweetheart! What a terrible thing to happen while on the job!” Burt said.

“I know, Dad. I mean, I’ve seen my share of dead bodies. Some charred beyond recognition, others in various stages of burns. But I have to admit, this was the last thing I could ever imagine discovering.” She took a deep breath, trying not to ramble. “When I made it home, I phoned her employer and then her mother. Apparently, I will get her work benefits. I discovered some information in her papers this morning. Also, she had purchased a life insurance policy when she moved in with me. I’ll ask my notary to research it to make sure it is still valid. Her parents divorced a few years ago, and her father is in prison for fraud, remember? He’s serving a ten-year sentence.”

“Well, he might get the idea to come after you for money.”

“When Melanie moved in with me, I had her sign a document which stipulated she had no claim on my house. I owned it before she moved in with me, and she could not come after me for palimony. I had the document notarized.”

“That was a smart move on your part. But how do you feel about all of this?” her mother asked.

“Oh, Mom. I am gutted. I loved her. Our work hours used to coincide, so we could spend more time together. But a few months ago, she changed her schedule to match someone else’s. Apparently, the woman I found her with was also a paramedic. I don’t know how to feel about all of this, Mom. I’m so spent.”

“Did you get enough sleep?”

“I had just gotten into bed when the alarm went off. We had to hurry, and now I am barely unwinding. I feel sad, devastated, and... I don’t know what’s coming next. I just hope her family won’t come after me, hoping to empty her bank accounts and take her life insurance policy away from me.”

“Did she have a will made?”

“Yes, Dad. I just found it this morning.”

“Make sure your notary does all the proper research to validate everything, and you’re set.”

“I know all that. I’m just so shocked. I need time to process everything.”

“Well, we’re here for you. Call us if you need anything.”

“I will. Thank you for coming to see me. I feel better now, and I know I’ll be able to fall asleep.” They got up, showered Raffi with their unending love. She knew they were her rock.

***
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Around four o’clock, two detectives came to pay her a visit. They knew each other, and they hurried to extend their condolences.

“My dear, Raffi. I am so sorry. To discover your partner was cheating—like that—I can’t imagine what you are going through,” Detective Marchand said.
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