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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, events, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Kittson County Deputy Kathy Dahl had one job and one job only: to bring this dirtbag of a con artist from the Winona County Corrections to their jail up in Kittson County.  From the southeastern corner of Minnesota up to the very northwestern corner.  Literally.  How hard could it be?

She knew the day was going to be a long one.  She started out on the roughly one thousand mile roundtrip journey at five on a crisp Saturday morning, heading out into the chilly, inky darkness with only the AM-FM radio to keep her company—if she was lucky to find anything that didn’t play country or classic rock.  Not that she minded either one, but during her usual ten-hour shifts, she found solace in the creepy tales heard during the Coast To Coast radio show, starting at midnight, seven days a week.  At five though, she was not so lucky, and resorted to leaving the radio off.  For now.

She took the Interstate most of the way south through Fargo, through the Twin Cities metropolitan area, and eventually along Highway 61 to Winona.  She made great time, stopping once for a McDonald’s drive-through in Fergus Falls, twice for gas, and twice to pee.  She clocked her time at just over eight hours.

As she stepped out of the car in the Winona County Corrections sallyport, lit by rows of high-powered fluorescent lighting, the cement and brick walls dark, her cell buzzed.  It was a weather alert.  A severe blizzard warning was slated to hit the Fargo area by five this afternoon.  It was anticipated to bring six to ten inches of snow, along with up to fifty mile per hour wind gusts, making visibility down to zero.

Which meant no travel advised.  The interstate from Fargo up to the turnoff before Hallock was notorious for being closed during such blizzards.  The plains of North Dakota held nothing back as wintry gusts blew across the flat landscape.

She thought of another six to ten inches she’d love to get on a Saturday night when her long drive was done.  Not that she actually measured Mister Big when she rode Greg like a cowboy.  If she had to guess, it would be more like four or five, but size didn’t matter much.  It did its job just fine.  Now all Greg had to do was put a ring on her finger and her life would be set.  Her mother can then quit nagging about her shacking up with yet another guy who’ll probably leave her in a few months.

There had to be another way home instead of through Fargo.

Searching through the map app, she found an alternate route straight north from the Twin Cities, up to Grand Rapids and Bemidji and Thief River Falls.  Once there, it was another forty-five miles to home.

There were no blizzard warnings north of Bemidji and Thief River Falls, so that way looked to be the best.

Locking her piece—a Glock 22 .40 caliber, a late twenty-first birthday present she bought herself—into one of the firearms compartments alongside the door leading into the jail, she got buzzed in and presented the paperwork to the attending CO.

Kathy had been a sheriff’s deputy for Kittson County for five years, and before that she worked for three years as a CO as well as a dispatcher.

Carl Lee Moore, the prisoner she was coming to transport back to her county, had three outstanding warrants for failing to appear on three separate charges of theft by swindle.  He was initially pulled over for speeding by the State Patrol—clocked him doing seventy-six in a seventy zone—and when he tried to pass off a forged Minnesota license, the trooper brought him in for further questioning.  Upon impounding the vehicle, they inventoried the contents and discovered a vast array of forged documents and soon discovered his true identity.

He had outstanding warrants across multiple counties in northern Minnesota, but Kittson had more than any other county so they were the lucky ones chosen to bring him back to answer for his crimes.

“So, you’re the ones who get Mr. Slick, huh?” asked the CO who let her into the intake area.  The brick walls were painted light gray, and the air smelled of disinfectant and alcohol.  Drunk alcoholics, to be precise.  In a holding cell next to the intake were three men, all dressed in orange jumpsuits, with glossy eyes and hair plastered in every which direction.

The CO, who had a name badge of M. Schmidt, was an even six foot and weighed easily two fifty without all of the gadgets along his belt.  If he had a long white beard and hair, he could play Santa at the local mall.

As she thought of the upcoming holiday next week, she realized she had not bought any presents yet.  Greg had been hinting at a new hunting jacket and boots.  Her parents were easy.  Give them a gift certificate to a local restaurant and they’d be happy as clams.  Her sister, on the other hand, and her two bratty kids were a different story.  She didn’t know how Pete put up with her.  All Amy did was bitch and complain about every little thing in the world.  Christ, Pete had a great job at the post office and brought in more money than their parents ever did.

“Mr. Slick?” she asked M. Schmidt.

The CO looked her up and down, then said, “Apparently you didn’t get the suggestion from us not to have a female transport him.  No offense, but the guy is a real piece of work.  He almost convinced one of our female staff members to give him money for the commissary.  And that was after talking another one out of leaving her husband and running off with him because the charges against him were bullshit.”  He shook his head.  “Highly doubt they’re bullshit.  Twelve total warrants, all for the same theft by swindle charges.  Even the car he was pulled over in wasn’t registered to him.  It was registered to a seventy-five year-old widow up in Lake of the Woods County.”

“What did you mean by not having a female transport him?” she asked.  It sounded highly sexist, but didn’t quite want to make waves about it unless she had to.

“He loves to sweet talk the ladies into all sorts of things,” he said.  “Again, no offense.  I’m sure you can handle yourself quite well.  How far is it up to . . . Kittson County?”

“Took me eight hours to get here.”

“Christ.  That means . . . about nine or ten tonight, give or take the roads by the time you get back.  If the weather holds out.”

“Duly noted.  Any suggestions?”

M. Schmidt cracked a grin.  “Turn up the radio.  Really loud.”

* * *
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Carl Lee Moore looked more like a banker or an investment broker than a seasoned criminal.

With a thick crop of dark hair, a tan complexion, and piercing blue eyes, Kathy knew exactly what M. Schmidt had been talking about.  From the moment Carl saw who was transporting him, he talked.

And talked.

And talked.

“Where you from?  You from Hallock?  I don’t see a ring.  Does that mean the right guy hasn’t come along yet?  I can’t believe no one has married you yet, you are so stunningly gorgeous.  Those eyes are like little emeralds.  Have you ever seen a real emerald?  Say, can I borrow your phone?  I need to call my daughter.”

They were barely out of Winona and he was already irritating the shit out of her.

He mentioned her phone when she took the cell out of her shirt pocket and checked the weather.  Shit.  Not only was the blizzard warning striking Fargo much sooner than expected, it was turning in a northeastern direction from its original southeastern direction.  Which meant, the route north of the Twin Cities through Bemidji and Thief River Falls might be in jeopardy, depending on how fast the storm was and how fast she drove.

She drove a five-year-old Bronco with a hundred and twenty thousand miles on it.  It was a four-wheel drive and could plow through snow with ease.

However, if the visibility was as bad as they say it was going to get, there was no way she could safely drive.

Luckily, there was a partition separating the front with the back.  Carl Lee Moore was buckled right in the middle and handcuffed in the front.  She contemplated shackling his feet, but didn’t feel it would be necessary.

“Come on, please, let me call my daughter,” he said.

“No.”

“Ah, she finally speaks to me.  What’s your name?  I’m Carl, by the way.  Wish we were meeting under different circumstances.  Got any favorite meals?”

“My name is Kathy.”

“Kathy.  With a K or a C?”

She sighed.  “A K.”

“Kathy with a K.  Nice to meet you, Kathy with a K.  I’m Carl with a C.  So, how about it?  Any favorite meals?  Restaurants?  What does Kathy with a K like to do when she isn’t bringing innocent souls back to your neck of the woods?”

Before they left the correctional facility, she asked if he needed to use the restroom.  He promptly did, taking his sweet ass time getting done before they could depart.  She swore that every other town they went through, he asked to use the restroom.  She ignored him, wondering if she should turn on the radio.

By the time they were an hour or so north of the Twin Cities, flakes started to fall.  Not many at first.  It appeared like someone brushing dandruff off their shoulders.  She kept the weather app going on her phone, down near her lap and out of his sight.  But he still bugged her by asking to call his daughter.

“Why didn’t you call your daughter back at the jail?” she finally asked, tired of switching radio stations.  All played various versions of Christmas songs, and frankly by now she grew tired of it.  Talk radio lasted only a few minutes before she had to turn it off.

“I tried,” he said, leaning forward as much as the restraints would allow.  His teeth glimmered like a fresh layer of snow.  “I left two messages, but she never called back.  I want to see what she wants for Christmas.”

“What’s her name?”

“Jessica.  But we all call her Jess.”

“How old is she?”

“Twenty-nine.”

“Oh, she’s my age,” she said, then cringed.  She didn’t want to give him any info.  She could see how women could be taken in by him.

“See?  And wouldn’t you like to hear from your Dad, to find out what he could get you for Christmas?”

“Honestly, that sounds a bit childish.”

He grinned.  “Childish, huh?  Yeah, you’re probably right.  Say, how about at the next stop, you let me go to the bathroom?  Please and thank you, Kathy with a K.”

“Not a chance.”

“Come on, please?  How about something to eat?  Whatever you want, I’ll pay for it.”

She glared at him through the rearview mirror.  “You don’t have any money.  Remember?”

“Yeah, you’re right.  But I can pay for it though, if you get my wallet.  I know it’s up there on the front seat.  Right next to you.  All you have to do is reach over and get it.  Even keep a little for yourself.”

“There’s nothing in your wallet, Carl.”

“Ah, she called me Carl.  I love
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