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Welcome to the second book of “The Bad Penny Mysteries” starring the unique and amazing three-member team. Although her name doesn’t even appear in the team’s name, Maggie McKenzie, aka, “Me” is a retired Marine Major, MP and dog handler. She also is the primary storyteller in this series.  Maggie looks definitely comes from her Irish genes. Perpetually 39 she still possesses the toned body of a Marine MP. Maggie stands five feet eight in her bare feet, and her bright emerald, green eyes are framed by long red curly hair. 

She has never married, even though she has been asked on more than one occasion by her lifetime friend detective Jim Patterson. Of course, the fact that Maggie has never been quite sure where her sexual orientation lies since her mid-teens. A fact, which has never deterred Jim from asking, nor has it ever altered his feelings for Maggie. 

Maggie went on to VT after high school, where she was given a ROTC scholarship. After graduating with her degree, in mechanical engineering, Maggie began her military career in the Marines. Maggie had taken the Marine path, because their Military Police program would allow her to serve in a combat area, and for all intensive purposed be equal to her male counterparts. The Marines became Maggie’s family, and life. Her career was on a fast track, guided by her dog handling trainer, Sergeant Major Robert Morse. The Sar’Major recognized a special talent in Maggie and offered to become her mentor, an arrangement Maggie realized the value of as well. They stayed in contact no matter where they were stationed, after Maggie had completed her dog handler school where she and her dog Jasper graduated at the top of their class. 

Maggie was a Major, and had just been listed for promotion to Lieutenant Colonel, and was on her second tour in Afghanistan when her father called to tell her he had been diagnosed with ALS. Although, her father, never asked her to leave the Marines, Maggie as her father’s only surviving family member, knew she had to go home to care for her father. As the only surviving family member, Maggie was granted an early retirement from the Marines to care for her father. Her early retirement had been granted, with a few caveats added by her Commanding Officer, Lieutenant Colonel Jill Anderson, USMCR, FBI Senior Special Agent.

After the death of her father Maggie split her time between setting up a management team to keep her father’s mechanical design and tool company running smoothly and making updates to the 1960 Chevy pick-up truck that she and her father had originally restored and equipped with a big block V-8. 

Maggie still ran on a daily basis, just as she had in the Marines. Now, just as she had then, she always ran with her four-legged partner. Now though, her partner Jasper, her working dog from the marines whom she had been allowed to retire with, had a partner of his own, who rode in Maggie’s backpack when they ran.
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Jasper is a mottled gray Border collie, who like Maggie is also a retired Marine, and spent his entire career with Maggie as his handler. Maggie was matched up with Jasper, when Jasper was still a puppy, Then Sergeant Major Robert Morse. Maggie was a newly frocked Captain, and Sergeant Major Morse was her senior NCO. Maggie had learned early in her career, that although she out ranked her senior NCO’s, she had much to learn, and most were great teachers.  She had quickly realized that Sergeant Major Morse was the best NCO, and the best teacher she had met in her career. She had gone out of her way to seek his advice, and in turn he had taken her under his wing and become her mentor.  

Sergeant Major Morse had also discovered Maggie’s ability to work with a working dog and had paired her with a young dog that was already showing some special talents. A dog handler himself, and a certified trainer, he personally trained Maggie and Jasper, and discovered that Maggie and Jasper shared a special ability. An ability that he advised Maggie to keep secret. Since he suspected that it would most likely cause her no end of grief if it became public.

That special ability, Jasper and Maggie could operate with an elevated level of efficiently without the use of verbal commands. To begin with, it had been a one-way channel. Maggie started to realize that Jasper was responding to the commands she gave him, before she had verbally given the command. Maggie was well aware of the advantage she would have, if she and Jasper could work at active crime situation without having to give her position away, by giving Jasper a verbal command.  

After almost a month of working silently, whenever SAR’MAJOR Morse was not present, she set up a training session at a time when nobody would be using the drill field. Maggie had the SAR’MAJOR hand her a written command, and without speaking a word, would mentally give Jasper the command, which he would then follow.

Jasper never missed a command, and the SAR’MAJOR was quick to realize what he was seeing. He even tried to send Jasper mental commands that would countermand the command he had written down for Maggie as a test. Jasper never once deviated from the command that he had written down for Maggie, even when he gave Maggie a command that had nothing to do with their normal working dog commands. 

After their show was over Maggie and her mentor sat at a bench in the middle of the training area. Jasper sat between them, and as the talked they both idly stroked Jasper. The SAR’MAJOR told Maggie that he had hear of another handler that had been able to communicate with his dog but had never had the chance to meet either of them. They were both killed in a chopper crash during a training exercise.

When the SAR’MAJOR asked Maggie if she had ever heard Jasper, or what she thought might be Jasper’s voice her head. Maggie surprised even herself when she had answered yes. Maggie told the SAR’MAJOR that she had felt like Jasper was trying to warn her about a trap or a danger that lurked in their training exercises. Maggie admitted that she had never really considered it as a real attempt to communicate though.  Right after telling the Sar’Major that Maggie sat in silence for almost five minutes, as she as she mentally went over what she had just done. Maggie had to admit that every time she had thought that Jasper was warning her, she had taken the warning to heart, and each time it had proven to be the right action. 

After Maggie admitted to both herself and the SAR’MAJOR that Jasper could both read and understand her thoughts, the SAR’MAJOR suggested that Maggie try again to see if there really was a two-way mental communication channel that existed. Maggie agreed to try, 

The SAR’MAJOR stood, as did Maggie, she was surprised when the SAR’MAJOR snapped to attention and gave her a perfect salute, as he added “Captain McKenzie, you and Jasper have finished your training, and will be an operational team at the end of the week.”

Maggie returned the SAR’MAJOR’s salute, and added, “We won’t let you down SAR’MAJOR.” 

Maggie and Jasper kept their promise to SAR’MAJOR Mores. They not only found the link, but also learned when to use it, and when to just act like a normal dog handler and a working dog. An ability that they would need to put to effective use, for a month later they were heading out on their first combat patrol in Afghanistan. 
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Now that you have met both Maggie and Jasper it is time to introduce you to the most unique member of the team. What could be more unique that Maggie and Jasper, and their ability to communicate? How about a cat named Street-Fighter?

Street-Fighter; a former feral tomcat that looks like a small version of a lion. One look at his big blocklike head, and its roadmap-like surface created from earlier battle scars it enough to tell most that this a not a cat to fool with. Flanking either side of his tawny colored head are his equally battle shaped his ears.  His tattered right ear and bent over backward left ear protrude above the feature that gives him his lion like look. For a chestnut brown mane, separates his head from his muscular body and its close-cropped tawny coat. To which is attached a longer and larger than normal tail that ends with a brown tip.

Now Border Collies are not normally very fond of cats, but there was just something about Street-Fighter that caught Jasper’s interest. They crossed each other’s paths on a regular basis, as Street-Fighter ruled the feral community that called the market where Maggie shopped home.

Jasper always remained in the truck while Maggie shopped, and early on Street-Fighter would saunter by the truck, knowing that the big dog inside would not leave the truck. After about four visits, Street-Fighter was walking along Jasper’s side of the truck. He was wondering what would happen if he pissed on the front tire, when all of the sudden in his head he heard a deep voice say. You Piss on that Tire, and it will be the last piss you ever take.

Street-Fighter stopped in his tracks, looked up at the truck as he wondered where the hell the voice had come from. And how in the hell did who ever had threatened him had known he was thinking about pissing on the trucks tire.

Hey cat, you’re looking at who owns the voice you just heard. 

How in the hell can you speak cat, dog?

Same way you’re speak ‘in dog. It’s all in our heads.

Well, ain’t we special. You’re Jasper, right?

“Yeah, How’d you know my name? You got a name?

“I hear your human call you Jasper. She seems nice. No official name, they usually just call me damn cat.”

“Hey Damn Cat, you hear her in your head or with your ears?”

“With my ears, why? Shit, don’t tell me you can hear her in your mind.”

“Okay, I won’t tell you that we can talk to each other. 

“Oh, oh, her she comes; I better get out of site. See you again Jasper.”

“Stay safe Damn Cat. Hey Mom, look at the cat with the crazy ears.”

The big cat stopped dead in his tracks between the truck and the dumpster when he saw the human look at him and smile. 

“Damn Jasper, you really can talk to her. How in the hell...”

Shush cat, she might be able to hear you too. Talk to you when we come to the market again.

That was the first time that Jasper and Damn Cat (Street-Fighter) ever talked to each other. For the next month every time Maggie stopped at the market, Jasper and Damn Cat would swap tales and a bond began to develop between them.  

Then one day, a day when it was cold and rainy, Jasper felt sorry for his new friend. He was under the edge of the dumpster, but he still look like his was soaked to the skin. Even so, as soon as Maggie entered the store Damn Cat left the shelter of the dumpster and came over to the truck and sat and talked with Jasper. 

Jasper knew that he had to find a way to get his new friend to be accepted by Maggie. He told Jasper that when they come the next time, that he had to be ready to leave his community and come home with him. He laid out his plan for Damn Cat to get into the back of the truck and keep tight against the front of the box, and right behind Maggie. Once they got to the house, Jasper would come back out and get him, and then they would figure out the rest of the plan as to how they would get Maggie to decide to keep him.

* * *
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A WEEK LATER THE BOYS put their plan into action. They had decided to just have Damn Cat simply stroll onto the patio while Jasper and Maggie were eating dinner. Damn Cat would slowly walk toward Maggie, and if she offered her hand her would rub his face on it and begin to purr. After that they would just have to hope that Maggie would decide to keep Damn Cat.

Their plan worked, and Maggie quickly accepted the idea of keeping the cat. Especially, after Jasper agreed to the idea of the cat joining the family. That night Damn Cat became Street-Fighter, and even better the boys had pulled it all off without having to reveal to Maggie that Jasper and Street-Fighter could mentally communicate with each other. 

Street-Fighter kept one thing secret that night, at least from Maggie. As he and Jasper lay side by side in their beds he told Jasper, “I like Maggie Jasper, she has such a pretty voice, even when she is not saying a word.”

“That she does, when you want to tell her.”

“Later buddy, let’s make sure everything is going to work out for all three of us...okay.”

“Works for me, gonna have to be careful though, Maggie is sharp.”

“So are we Jasper, so are we...night buddy.”
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That was the first of night that Jasper and Street-Fighter ever exchanged goodnights, but it was not the last.  The bond between the boys continued to grow, and yes Maggie did start to suspect that there was something special going on between the boys. 

She had tried to see if she could hear them conversing, but she could never find the right connection. Then one night the boys heard an intruder enter the house, and with Street-Fighter in tow they warned Maggie who was just finishing a shower. Together they actually took down the intruder, in what could have only been a coordinated effort.

With the “Cat out of the Bag, so to speak” they let Maggie in on the fact that not only could they mentally talk to each other, but that Street-Fighter could hear Maggie whenever she talked to Jasper, and even when she had tried on more than one occasion to reach out to Street-Fighter.

That night what had been the team of “Jasper and Me” became “Jasper, Street-Fighter, and Me”.  That night also was the start of the first case that the trio took on and solve.  The last case that they had solved, and been their twelfth, and it hand ended with a coordinated attack on an intruder. This time all three had been involved and the violence of the attack had left all of them shaken. 

Maggie’s friend Jim Patterson, the senior detective for the city’s Police Department had been staying at the house to help comfort Maggie. Street-Fighter was worried about his friend. Jasper had not been the same since they had attacked the big bastard that had smashed his way into the house. Jasper had told Street to stay high, for he had known that Maggie would shoot low, since under the command he had been given, Jasper target would be the intruders neck. The man had moved just a hair after they had launched, which had cause Jasper smash into the man’s collar area instead of his neck.  

The slight movement had kept Jasper from becoming a killer, even though the force of their combined impact had blasted the man right through the door, breaking both of his shoulders, and fracturing his skull, which probably was the result of Street-Fighter smashing into the man’s head at the exact same time.

Maggie had indeed shot low, and the man who had fully intended to rape her, would never rape her, or any other woman, if he managed to survive his injuries. Jasper was having a tough time fully letting go of the command, and he would quickly go tense if he sensed or perceived any hint a danger toward Maggie. 
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I knew Jasper was still somewhat under the command when the workmen came to repair the front door and foyer. Jasper, who is normally quite friendly (as long as I’m there, and he senses no fear on my part) became very agitated, and began to growl upon their arrival, and when one picked up his hammer, Jasper crouched as if to spring. I had had to tell him to stop twice before he sat back down. I reached down and grasped his collar, and while Jim stepped between Jasper and the workman, I led Jasper, with Street-Fighter at his side to my office and shut the door behind us. 

I sat on the floor next to Jasper and talked to him softly and gently petted him, as I re-assured him that I was okay and the men in the house were fine to be there. I could hear Street also trying to assure Jasper that we were all okay.

Street-Fighter tipped his head toward the door, and I heard him tell Jasper. “Jim is outside of the door, I bet he is going to ask you if he can come in and join us.”

Jasper never got a chance to reply to his buddy, because Jim tapped the door, to get Jasper's attention then had asked Jasper if he could come in. Jasper's ears had perked up, and his tail had moved from side to side at the sound of Jim's voice. 

I answered for both of us, for I needed Jim with us as well. “Common in Jim, we all say yes.” 

Jim came in and sat on the floor on the other sided of Jasper and like me, began to gently pet him and tell him that everything was okay, and that the workmen were here to fix the door, and that was all. I could feel Jasper begin to relax with Jim sitting next to him. I could also feel myself relax when Jim joined us in the room, but really calmed us all was when Street climbed onto Jim’s lap and curled up. Something that Street had never done before. You could feel the tension in the room and its occupants melt away. Jasper had just sent us, and especially me a message that we were all safe, and all together. His actions, by climbing onto Jims lap had been a not very subtle message directed at me.

Over the last few days, Jim had taken on the challenge of calming and soothing me, for he told me later that he had seen me tense up at the sight of the hammer as well. 

With that said, for the first week after the incident with the diamond smugglers, both Jasper and I went through a period of distress and depression. We were both experiencing PTSD. Thankfully I had asked Jim to stay with me after the attack, as I didn’t feel like being alone at the time.

Jim had been sleeping in my guest room across the hall, but that all changed the night I found out Jonas had woken up and was going to survive. Sometime during my sleep that night, Jonas had entered my dreams, and I could feel his weight upon me as he mauled me and tried to keep his promises from the night, he entered my house. I could smell his sweat as we struggled; compounded by his horrid breath every time he tried to kiss me.

The Jonas in my nightmare hadn't lied about his military training. For when he had thrown himself upon me, he positioned himself between my knees, eliminating my first defense of kneeing him between the legs. He had also positioned his lower legs and feet across mine, effectively eliminating my legs as defensive weapons. At the same time, he had a hold of my hair, and my one free hand firmly in the grasp of his other.

At the moment it was a stalemate, I couldn’t effectively resist him, but he couldn’t do anything further to assault me. Then I felt the hand that held my one free hand move down along my side taking my hand with it. I thought he was trying for his zipper, but instead, he pushed my hand under my butt to pin it. 

I tried my best to get my hand free, but I was too slow, and before it could get it out from under me, I felt the terrifying feel of cold steel against my neck, along with the sensation of warm liquid running down it. "Oh God, how could this be happening to me. Where are Jasper and Street-Fighter, did he already kill them, and where's Jim, and why was I making him sleep in the guestroom." There was nothing left for me to do to defend myself, short of screaming, and scream for help is exactly what I did before Jonas cut my throat.

I don’t know if I screamed more than once, but where a moment ago there was one man in my bed, intent on killing me, there were now three males in my bed with me, all intent on comforting me. 

I cried for a long time, as Jim simply held me, stroked my back, and reassured me everything was okay. Jasper and Street-Fighter sat on either side of us, never taking their eyes off the door for a moment. I stayed in Jim’s arms the rest of that night, and the terror subsided. The terror seems to stay away when I'm with Jim. 

I knew Jim had called this morning because he doesn't want me to let my guard down regarding the rapist. Jim is worried about me, because of the Tri-State Fruitloop, and I can't fault his reason for worry. Jim's concern stems from the fact I fit the description, almost to a tee, of every victim that had been attributed to whoever was committing these crimes. Since every one of his victims to date has been single, a successful businesswoman, attractive, and a redhead. I really couldn't argue the point with him. Jim even has gone to the point of insisting I always have Jasper and Street-Fighter with me whenever I go for a run, or to any public area. 

That's a request I don't have any problem complying with, as Jasper loves to go running with me, and Street-Fighter loves to ride in my backpack when I run. It's nice to be able to run again, without everybody gawking at us, as they did for the first month after we'd captured a diamond and arms smuggler. We'd been on TV extensively, and a detective dog and cat partnership with a good-looking redhead had caught everyone’s attention. 
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I had just taken the vacation message off of my business phone number after breakfast. I had decided, much to Jim’s pleasure, to take a couple of months off from my pseudo detective business, to allow our lives to begin to return to normal, after the case I’ve filed under Case # 12 - "A Diamond in the Ruff." 

Even though we were no longer living under the same roof, as we both have our own homes, we were together now, more than we'd been since high school. I knew Jim’s call during my breakfast this morning was because he doesn't want me to let my guard down regarding the serial rapist/murderer with me now going back to work. I know the reason for Jim’s concerns, and I can’t fault him, nor would I since I know that it is coming from his love for me. His request to not go out without the boys will be easy to comply with. 

After putting my standard message back on the phone, I spun my chair around and turned on my all-in-one with its 23' touch screen. Because of its size, I have it on the credenza behind my desk so it doesn't interfere with my talking to a client or a friend from across my desk. 

Before I had even spun my chair back to face my desk, my business line rang. I answered the phone, without missing a beat, after a two-month hiatus.  "Jasper, Street-Fighter and Me; how I may be of help.” On the other end of the line, I heard the voice of a distraught woman, actually a frightfully worried mother. “Miss McKenzie, can you help me please... my daughters are missing, I haven’t heard a peep from them for over a month... the police, actually a detective is no help...It’s like he doesn’t care...said there isn't evidence of a crime... I just don’t know what to do. Oh God, nobody has seen or heard from them, yet the police just think they went away on their own...” Her worry was evident, especially as what I had just heard came through the phone at a rate comparable to an M-60 machine gun.

Once I could get a word in, I gently asked, “May I know whom I'm speaking with?”

“Oh, dear me, I'm so sorry, I'm Mary Carson. I’m so worried about my girls...” The Twins”, do everything together, still.”

“Mrs. Carson, if I heard you correctly, you said the police seem to be just saying the girls went away on their own. How old are the girls?

“They're twenty-eight, and they'd never just go away without telling me. We talk every day, and everything of theirs still seems to be at the house they share.”

“Mrs. Carson, what did the detective from the police say after he made his investigation?

“He told me he didn’t find any evidence of a crime at the house, and since the girls are adults, there wasn’t much he could do, other than have me file a missing person’s report. That was over a month ago. I have trouble even getting my calls returned now. I’m at my wit's end; can you help me, Miss McKenzie?

“Mrs. Carson, I don’t know for sure how much help I can be, but if you'd like, I can come over to your house and talk with you.”

“I would love it if you would. Oh, and you can bring both Jasper and Street-Fighter with you. I would love to meet them, and they might key in on something of the girls that might help.”

“I would be glad to bring them, Mrs. Carson, especially as they go everywhere with me now.

When I hung up with Mrs. Carson, she was in much better control of herself, and looking forward to getting to meet both Jasper and Street-Fighter at ten that morning at her house, as she had admitted to me that it was just too hard for her to go to the girls' house unless she had to. 

From our conversation I had learned the girls were twenty-eight, and since the police had no evidence of a crime having taken place in the house the girls shared, they weren’t interested. Although the car they shared was in the garage, just as most of their belonging were present in the house. It appeared that neither of the girls' purses were present. Nothing in the house appeared to have been disturbed, and there was no evidence of a struggle, or blood spatter. 

Without any evidence of a crime, and with the girls being adults, there wasn’t much the police could do other than maybe issuing an advisory to other agencies. This didn’t do much to please Mrs. Carson. She was sure something had happened, since they'd never leave without letting her know where they were going, nor would they not contact her on a regular basis.

I didn't know what I was going to tell Mrs. Carson. Hell, I didn't even know if I wanted to be back in the saddle yet. All I knew for sure was I had agreed to meet with her in an hour at her house.
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An hour later I pulled my pickup truck into Mrs. Carson's driveway. I had my backpack with me for Street-Fighter to ride in, and he hopped into the pack when I held it open for him. I opened the door and slipped out of the truck, followed by Jasper. 

Mrs. Carson was waiting for us at the door, and after shaking my hand, she knelt down and took Jasper's offered paw. I felt the backpack in my hand begin to move and looked down to see Street-Fighter, just as he popped his head out of the bag. And of course, not to be outdone by his buddy, he offered his paw in greeting just like Jasper did.

He won Mrs. Carson over at that moment, and she took his paw and cooed over Street-Fighter, as she said, "I'm honored to meet you Street-Fighter." She then looked up at me and said, "Please come in Maggie, and feel free to let Jasper and Street-Fighter feel right at home as well."

I followed her inside her wonderful old Victorian home. She led us to what had to be her favorite room in the house, a beautifully done parlor, complete with proper period furniture. "Mrs. Carson, Jasper and Street-Fighter are very well-behaved pets, but are you sure you want them to be loose in this room?"

"Oh, by all means, Maggie, I use this room and its furniture all of the time. Furniture is meant to be sat on and used for the purpose it was built for, my dear."

I couldn't argue with that statement, and I think it'd offend Mrs. Carson if I didn't let the boys loose. I reached down and unhooked Jasper’s leash then set my backpack on the floor next to the chair Mrs. Carson had indicated for me to use. With both of the boys now free and sitting next to me, I patted both of their heads, and added, "Best behavior, boys." As I removed my notebook I had to laugh, for Mrs. Carson patted her lap, and Street-Fighter accepted her invitation without any hesitation.

I did my best not to laugh again, when I heard Street-Fighter “Common Trap, she needs some of our attention, she’s been through hell.”

I know animals can sense when a person needs to be comforted, and they both must've received that signal loud and clear from Mrs. Carson. As Street-Fighter curled up in her lap, Jasper went over and sat next to her on the floor, with his head resting on the seat of the settee where Mrs. Carson was sitting. I was proud of my boys, as they continued to bestow their affection and soothing attention to Mrs. Carson. 

With her tension now being soothed by two pros, I picked up my notebook and began to ask the questions I had thought of on the drive over. “Mrs. Carson, when was the last time you heard from either of the girls?

“I last heard from them four weeks ago yesterday; in the evening at dinner time. We talked almost every day after dinner.”

“When did you first begin to think something was wrong?”

“When they didn’t call the second night, I called them in the morning, and their phone went straight to voicemail. They only set it like that when they're going away, but they never said anything about going away or taking a trip.”

“How long after that was it before you notified the police?”

“Maggie, when they didn’t answer, I drove over to the house and let myself in. They weren’t there of course, but just about everything they own was there, including their car. I called 911 then to report them missing, and they sent out a detective to meet me at the house.”

When she finished her story, I did my best to explain that since there was no evidence of a crime having taken place, and that both girls were adults, the hands of the police were indeed somewhat tied. I tried to explain to Mrs. Carson that part of the problem was that for smaller cities like this one, they normally only had one or two detectives on the force. With their limited resources, the department had to allocate it to high priority cases, not unlike the way doctors prioritize their cases in an emergency room.

Having defended the actions of the local police department, I was about to add how difficult it can be to locate someone today if they actually want to disappear, when Mrs. Carson handed a picture across to me saying, "Maggie, this is the latest picture of the girls, Madison, or Maddy as she prefers, and Patricia, who goes by Patty.” One look at the photo of the sisters changed everything, “Mrs. Carson, I’ll do everything within my power to find out why your daughters have disappeared."

The reason my level of commitment to finding the girls had changed the instant I saw the image on the picture she had handed me was this: It was like I was looking at a double mirror, for in the photo were what certainly appeared to be identical twins. However, what changed my mind so fast was I could've stepped into the photo, and instantly become their older sister. With a little work by a make-up artist, I probably could have taken the place of either girl in the photo, and most people would've never noticed. 
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Case 13 – Chapter 4
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As I sat across from Mrs. Carson, my feeling of commitment to finding her daughters was also joined by a sense of dread. Dread at the fact I may have to break the news no parent ever wants to hear about their child or children. 

Although the task force had no direct evidence linking the Tri-State-Fruit loop to this area, it didn't mean he hadn’t struck here. It only meant no victims had been attributed to him yet. Part of his MO was to bury the remains, and up to this point, he’s made no formal or informal statement claiming the killings.

“Mrs. Carson, The more I know about the girls' routines, and who they socialize with will help to me in trying to locate them. Do they date on a regular basis, what clubs do they like to go to with their friends?”

Mrs. Carson looked down, for a moment, then at me. “Maggie, what I'm going to tell you now, I did not reveal to the detective who handled the case.”

She closed her eyes and idly stroked Street-Fighters head. I didn’t know if she was stealing her nerves or saying a prayer, but when she began to talk, I just sat there almost spellbound by the story that she told me.


“Maggie, the girls are not true twins, in fact, they are not even sisters.  Maddy is my daughter, while Patty is, or was the daughter of the family that used to live next door. Her mother, Karen and I were best friends until the girls turned sixteen. The girls were born three minutes apart, which was appropriate since they were both conceived at approximately the same time.  And before you ask, they each have different fathers.”


I hadn’t intended to ask, but the thought had quickly flashed through my mind. 


“Needless to say, Karen and I, along with the two girls spent almost every day with each other. The strong bond that still exists between the girls, showed itself almost immediately.  When we put them down for naps, they had to be in the same crib. They were always in contact when they slept. Maggie, I even have a picture of them sucking each other’s thumbs.

As they began to grow, their appearance didn’t alter, in fact they looked so much alike that Karen and I began to dress them alike, which the girls loved. People began to call them “The Twins” and it stuck. That is what their friends still call them today. 

Maggie, I could talk for hours about them growing up, but I know you have other business to attend to as well, so let me jump ahead to their mid-teens.  Nothing had changed between the girls, they were always together, except for when they slept, and even then, it was like we had rotating children.  

By the time the girls were fourteen, our husbands had moved on to greener pastures, and we found ourselves as working single mothers.  The girls had taken the divorces quite well, most likely because they were still together, and that was what was important to them. 

Both Karen and I were starting to get a bit concerned. The girls seemed to have a complete lack of interest in boys, but we didn’t really want to push it.  It meant that we didn’t have to worry about the girls having guys at the houses while we were at work. The only question was which house they would be at.

Life for all of us changed, shortly after the girls 16th birthday. A girlfriend of mine, who knew both girls well, stopped in my office one day. She shut the door to my office, something she had never done before and sat on the edge of the chair across from me. ‘Carol, I may be telling you something that you already know, but earlier today, I saw Maddy and Patty kissing in their car in the parking lot of the mall.’  Before I could say that they kissed each other all of the time she added. “I know how close the girls are, and I have seen them kiss each other before, but what I saw today, was not two girlfriends sharing a casual kiss.  It was a kiss between two girls caught in a sea of passion, hot, wet, with a lot of tongue, and lip biting. I didn’t see their hands, but both of the girls were totally lost in that kiss.’.”


When Mrs. Carson paused, I looked across at her, and in an effort to put her at ease I told her, “I’m happy to see that you supported the girls and continue to do so today. I have a feeling that you did not directly confront them. How, did they come out to you?”


“You’re correct Maggie; I let them tell me about it, all I did was give them an opening, by saying that one of my friends saw them at the Mall today. What did you two buy? Patty kind of laughed and asked, ‘I bet she saw us coming out of Victoria Secrets? They had a killer panty sale yesterday.’ 

I thought that I followed it up pretty smoothly with my reply, ‘No you were still in your car, I can just imagine the panties you got at VS!’ I just left it there and headed for my bedroom to get out of my work clothes.

Five minutes later there was a knock on my door, and both Maddy and Patty asked if they could talk to me.  Two hours later, after some crying, hugging, laughing, and some happy crying, I now knew what I had suspected for quite a while. The bonding that had taken place two days after they were born had done nothing but grow stronger over the years. So strong now that all that really mattered to them was being together, in every way possible, for the rest of their lives.


I looked across Mrs. Carson, “I take it based on you saying your former neighbor, that Patty’s mother did not accept the fact that the girls had become lovers the way that you did. Did they tell her right away?


“No, it was a month, before they finally did tell her, and she basically went ballistic, calling the girls both whores and sick. The girls were both so upset that they came back to my house, and we sat up for hours talking. Patty was afraid that her mother wasn’t going to let her see Maddy anymore, and that she would move away to keep them apart. I couldn’t argue that point because knowing her mother as well as I did, she very well might do exactly as Patty feared.”

“Maggie, I made my decision, while the girls were getting ready for bed, that I was going to lay my friendship with Patty’s mom Karen on the line to protect the girls. I would allow them to be together.  If the two of them were forced to be separate, it would destroy both of them.  If they survived it, they would never be whole again.”


“Mrs. Carson, I believe that you did the correct thing.  As tightly bonded at the two girls were, separating them against their will, would have made both of them an elevated risk for committing suicide.  How did you get Karen to give you custody of Patty, especially since I assume that her father still had some form of visitation rights?”


Since Patty’s dad lived on the west coast, I took a chance and called him before I went to bed. He had already had a call from his ex, but he had been expecting the call, since the girls had already talked to him three days earlier.  Being the liberal professor that he is, he gave the girls his support.  When his ex, Karen, called him that night, he told her to grow up, and start reading and learning and talking with the girls.  Maggie, I still can hear him laugh and then state, “Carol, my dear, you are never without a plan. What do you need me to do?”

Knowing that I had Patty’s dad support, I called Karen at seven the next morning.  ‘You best have a pot of coffee on, I’m bringing a coffee cake over as soon as I hang up, you and I are going to talk about the girls and their future.  Oh, and after I hang up, you might want to call your office and tell them that you are going to be late, and possibly not even be in today.’ That said, I hung up, picked up the coffee cake, and went out my back door, through the arch in the hedgerow, lightly tapped on her back door, and walked in.

Two hours later, we were in the office of the lawyer that we both used
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