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For Aud,

There is nothing on this earth more to be prized than true friendship. 

- Thomas Aquinas
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Samantha “Sam” Monroe, a romance writer and occasional sleuth

Frederic “Rick” Sampson, Sam estranged husband

Donna Sussman, Sam’s former best friend now awaiting trial for the murders of Ariella Fantini and Jimmy Houser

Kate Schuster, Sam’s former neighbor and good friend

Ben Gunn, Kate’s friend, Sam’s former neighbor
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Boston Police Department
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Pete O’Malley, detective on the murder investigations of Ariella Fantini and Jimmy Houser, Sam’s lover

Darcy Kelvin, detective currently on assignment monitoring Donna Sussman

Edwin Silva, Chief of Detectives

Raoul Girard, Detective and new parent

Keith Larrabee, Detective

Officer Wu, on stakeout at Sam Monroe’s apartment

Officer Martinelli, on stakeout at Sam Monroe’s apartment
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Monroe Family
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Philip Monroe, Sam’s father, a doctor turned entrepreneur

Vittoria Monroe, Philip’s current wife

Elsa, Vittoria’s mother, survivor of WWII in Italy 

Miranda Johnson, Sam’s mother and Philip’s third wife

Joe Johnson, Miranda’s husband and Sam and Jonathan’s stepfather

Jonathan Monroe, son of Miranda and Philip, groom, and Sam’s brother

Virginia Desai, Philip’s first wife and Andrew’s mother

Henry Desai, Virginia’s second husband

Andrew Monroe, son of Virginia and Philip and Sam’s half-brother

Marianne Monroe, (deceased) Philip’s second wife and Angela’s mother

Angela, Marianne and Philip’s daughter and Sam’s half-sister

Mario, Angela’s husband and Sam’s brother-in-law

Allie (Allison), seven, daughter of Angela and Mario

Addie (Adelina), nine, daughter of Angela and Mario
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Peters Family
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Steve Peters, minister in Bancroft Falls, and father of the bride

Stacey Peters, Steve’s wife and mother of the bride

Hyacinth, bride 

Jack, son of Steve and Stacey and brother of the bride
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Sampson Family
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Harry Sampson, Rick’s father

Rhonda Sampson, Rick’s mother

Seth Davidson, Rick’s court appointed guardian

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Mob

[image: ]


Dominic “Frankie” Fantini, father of Ariella Fantini and sometime protector of Sam Monroe

Mr. Jones, Dominic Fantini’s old partner and friend
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The Consortium
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“Carl Johnson” – surveillance professional and occasional hitman

The Owner, older, gray-haired man with a pipe

The Operator, younger woman, frustrated but caught in this role by her own previous misdeeds

The Lawyer, master of disguises, convinces Donna to agree to three assignments

The Paralegal, young woman working with The Lawyer
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Bancroft Falls, Vermont
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Mrs. Foster, friend of the Peter’s family and chair of the church’s flower committee

Whitney Knowles, Mrs. Foster’s granddaughter

Tiffany, bridesmaid

Bob Thibodeau/Bobby O’Flynn, owner of the car dealership

Maria Thibodeau, Bob’s wife and daughter of the former dealership owner

Maxwell Smythe, salesman at the car dealership and local ski and tennis pro
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Cast of Characters primarily in Deadlines Are Murder: 
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Ariella Fantini, Dominic Fantini’s daughter, Rick Sampson’s graduate assistant, murdered in Deadlines Are Murder

Jimmy Houser, student of Rick’s, friend of Ariella, murdered in Deadlines Are Murder

Derek Soper, former student of Rick’s and Jimmy’s roommate
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University
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Arthur Churykian, English Dept. Chair and Sam’s friend and confidante

Ruth Churykian, (deceased) Arthur’s wife

Anastasia Churykian, daughter of Arthur and Ruth, father’s guardian
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Boston TV Station
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Misty Mustoe, TV newsperson, childhood friends with Jimmy Houser

Ron, TV cameraman

Frank Kercher, on air news talent

Sarah White, on air news talent

Mal, General Manager
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Miscellaneous:
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Marcia – attorney working Sam on her divorce

Tyler – attorney on Sam’s behalf in relation to the murders of Ariella and Jimmy

Stella Tibbets – Sam’s literary agent

Brien – Stella’s assistant
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CHAPTER ONE
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Wednesday Morning

Parked under a tree on this cold February morning, a faded Red Sox cap pulled down at an angle to shadow his face, he observed the early morning routines of the residents on this street of double- and triple-decker homes. His nondescript old, gray not too clean but not too dirty Lincoln fit into the neighborhood. He hoped he looked like he was dozing while waiting to pick up a friend for the early shift at work. 

His assignment was to watch Samantha Monroe and anyone coming in or out of her apartment, and to follow her wherever she went. Now he was observing the car parked outside Samantha Monroe’s apartment. He was sure the other guy was a cop—like O’Malley. Watching a guy in a car was not his favorite job, but it paid the bills. He liked it best when he was paid to beat up or harass someone. And he liked it a lot more when he trailed women, particularly younger women. 

His watch alarm flashed, telling him it was time to call in his update. Chatting with his favorite operator was all he had to look forward to on this job. That, and catching sight of Sam Monroe.

“Anything to report?” the female voice asked him.

“Just a cop watching her apartment.” His cell phone was on the seat next to him and he spoke into the wireless earpiece obscured by his cap. 

“How do you know he’s a cop?”

“Figures. The cops want to protect her, don’t they? O’Malley’s been her guest every night for the past few weeks, right. Her sleeping with the cop who saved her life makes sense.” 

“Anyone else around?” She followed the company rule—no discussions about those being tracked. She could report him for this breach but that didn’t seem to faze this tracker.

“Just the usual folks picking up their papers and getting ready for the day.” 

“You’ll let us know if anything changes?” It was more of a statement than a question.

“Of course. It’s what you’re payin’ me for.” 

“Any idea where she’s going today?” Mostly he kept asking questions to keep her talking while he fantasized about what he’d like to do to her.

“Heading for her attorney’s office, then the hospital,” she replied.

“Great. Downtown, right?”

“You know what to do.”

“Just follow?” 

She didn’t respond.

“No intimidation, no contact. This is getting really boring. Will I get to meet you some day?”

“Doubtful.” She disliked most of the men in the field and this one she disliked the most. She disconnected without responding.

Sam heard the cell phone buzz on the rug, felt Pete reach down and grab it, and felt him slip quietly out of bed, naked and cold. She saw, through a half-opened eye, that he held the cell phone to his chest as if trying to stop the vibration. He didn't stop to grab his clothes as he quietly slipped through the door. She curled into the warm space Pete had just left, luxuriating in the warmth, soaking in his scent. She didn’t believe in having the heat on at night. She knew it drove him nuts just as she knew the call was work. 

Pete grabbed the folded blanket from the back of the couch in the living room and headed for the kitchen. He knew Sam’s money was tight, but a little warmth would help. He wrapped himself in the blanket, turned on the coffee. Grabbing paper and pen and talking quietly to Detective Larrabee so Sam wouldn’t overhear.

"What’ve you got?” 

"You're right. A car has been parked outside her place all night. Actually two cars. The first shift left around three and the second one came on about 20 minutes later. They’re good at blending in. They even make calls without hardly moving," Larrabee said. 

"Have you been able to listen into the calls?" Pete asked. 

“Yeah, short and cryptic. No names, no identifying information. Just check in and hang up. This one is conversing a bit more than the first guy. They know where Sam is heading this morning,” Larrabee replied. 

"Is the other person a man or a woman?" 

"Female."

"Thanks, I’ll see you at the meeting.”

“Right. Martinelli’s set up at the corner. I’m going to grab some breakfast. You want any?”

“No, I’m good,” Pete replied.

The brief moment of soaking in Pete’s warmth faded quickly and was replaced with the same old turmoil in Sam’s head. She would leave Boston for her brother’s wedding in Vermont as soon as the meeting at the hospital was done. She wanted to see her family, all of them. She wanted to enjoy something other than the drama that surrounded her here in Boston. And she hoped, somehow, she could get Hyacinth, the bridezilla and her soon to be sister-in-law, to like her. A Valentine’s weekend wedding was the perfect antidote for what ailed her, or so she told herself. She wanted to be there to support her brother Jonathan. She would smile and exude calm and confidence no matter what Hyacinth had to say.

Nine months ago she had kicked Rick out of her bed and their home, after coming home early and finding Rick in bed with his grad assistant, Ariella. Three months ago Rick, along with her former best friend Donna, and Derek, a psychopath if ever there was one, had murdered, or as her lawyer would say, allegedly murdered, Ariella and then Jimmy. After Ariella’s father, Mr. Fantini, coerced her into digging into Ariella’s murder, Sam and her friend Kate, were the next murder targets of Rick, Donna and Derek. For Kate it was more a case of being in the wrong place at the wrong time. For her, it was a sign that she was getting too close. Pete, who had burst through the door to save her, along with a few other policemen, saved her and Kate. And to be fair, Ariella’s father, Mr. Fantini, and his bodyguard, Mr. Jones, had arrived at the same time. Derek was dead, Rick in a coma and Donna was in jail.

Now she had sold the condo, moved to an apartment in Somerville, was struggling to finish her second romance novel, and sleeping with Detective Pete O’Malley. Her mind raced through all of these things and came up with the same answer. She wanted to be free and clear of Rick, divorced and never see or hear of him again. What she didn’t want was to visit Rick at the hospital, or his parents, or his legal guardian, and she most definitely didn’t want to be involved in any more decisions about Rick’s medical care. They were still legally married. When she visited her lawyer, she would beg for a divorce, again. 

The weekend away at the wedding would give her time to think about her relationship with Pete. Pete was the safe harbor in the whirlpool that was her life. In the deep, dark recesses of her mind, she was pretty sure she shouldn’t be sleeping with the detective in charge of the case. Once the trial was over, she wondered if they would still need or even want each other. Donna's trial date was set for September. Donna, her one-time best friend and confidant, had tried to kill her. And would have done so without a moment’s hesitation, if she hadn’t been forcibly stopped. A shiver ran down her spine. 

Donna was dangerous. With Rick in a coma there was a lot of doubt as to who had been the leader of the gang, and she preferred to have everyone believe she was the victim. Rick’s improving health had them all on edge.

Detective Darcy Kelvin and Bureau Chief Edwin Silva arrived separately at a diner in North Conway, New Hampshire. In the past they had occasionally run into one another here when Silva was at his vacation home and Darcy was skiing nearby. They wanted it to look like that they had run into one another. Not like the deliberate out of office meeting that it was. While many fellow officers got together on weekends, Silva was known to keep his interactions in the office and all business. No off-hours interactions with his staff. He made an exception for Darcy, the only female detective on his team. They liked one another, and he had a dangerous job for her. There was a leak somewhere on his staff, and he needed to remove it as quickly as possible. To do that, he needed information.

He was a formidable man, over six feet tall and about 250 pounds, more muscle than fat. He had short, not quite buzz cut, gray hair, clear blue eyes and was aware that he intimidated most people he met. She was a petite brunette with green eyes, a no nonsense attitude and a weakness for children, particularly Detective Raoul Girard’s five children.

Silva needed Darcy to be one of several officers, all unknown to one another, to go undercover at a county jail. The goal was to expose an intimidation and murder for hires scheme. Guards were passing information from the inmates to person or persons on the outside and back again. There were very, very strict rules about how inmates and guards interacted and, these rules were being deliberately overlooked. While the occasional exchange of small personal favors, such as getting cigarettes, was a norm the administration tolerated, blackmail and murder for hire were far more dangerous and lucrative activities. 

The warden and the county sheriff had approached the Boston Police Department for help. Boston and several other Massachusetts metropolitan police departments were providing much needed support. To ensure that as few people as possible knew the identities of each of the officer’s going undercover, an administrator at the Department of Corrections maintained the list of the undercover officers and monitored all communications back and forth. Any leak could be dangerous. Not knowing one another made it harder for the undercover officers to be coerced into providing information about one another.

Darcy was a new guard at the jail where Donna Sussman was currently housed. Darcy had arrived with O’Malley the night that Donna was arrested for the attempted murders of Sam and Kate. So much had happened and so many things had gone on that the two of them had interacted very little. No one, not even Darcy, felt that she would be recognized. Silva had given Darcy a few days to think about this request. 

Darcy arrived early, before O’Malley, Girard and Larrabee. She reported to Silva and then went to the Department of Corrections to meet with the operations’ coordinator. She signed the paperwork and became officially undercover. Her background was that she had worked in Springfield before moving to Boston with her husband’s job. She hadn’t worked for a few years while caring for their newborn daughter. Now she was a divorced single mother getting back to work. Her cover was that this facility was close to her parents who were caring for her daughter while she worked. 

Pete stepped back into the bedroom losing the blanket, dropping the cell phone quietly on the rug, handing Sam a mug of steaming coffee and placing his mug on the bedside table as he slipped under the covers. She imagined coffee drops trailing from the kitchen back to the bedroom. 

"Miss me?" 

"Of course, but I forgive you since you brought coffee.” She snuggled close as he drank his coffee. She was aware of how he looked, how he smelled, how his hazel eyes shone with humor and intelligence.

Funny how when she thought of him as Detective O'Malley, she never noticed his eyes. 

“So, what are you staring at?”

“I just noticed that your eyes are hazel.” 

“Really, huh, you never noticed that before?” 

“Mostly I noticed that you were in charge and that you were very serious. And you always wore a suit. By the way, what color eyes do I have?” Sam closed her eyes.

Pete looked at Sam, with her eyes closed, and responded without hesitation, “Gray.”

“Really, you noticed?’’

“Of course, I have to notice everything. It might be important later,” Pete replied.

“Like when you need to identify me in the morgue?” Sam knew that Pete was trained to look for details, but didn’t want to think about why he needed to see those details. The fact that he had already looked at those details in her was chilling.

“Or in a mug shot.”

“Very funny. Breakfast?” 

“I thought you’d never ask.” Pete jumped out of bed and shivered. He quickly wrapped the blanket around himself. "Have you thought about getting a programmable thermostat?" 

"It's crossed my mind, but I find robes work pretty well." 

"Having my robe here does pose a problem."

“What would your boss say if he knew you were naked in bed with a witness?"

“Ouch! And a very pretty witness, I must say.” He was avoiding the question as much as possible.

"We could meet at your place." 

"It would be hard to explain to my mother." 

"And your ex-wife," Sam paused and sipped her coffee. "Tell me again why Siobhan is living with you?” 

Yes, Pete thought, his mother and his ex-wife were reasons not to bring someone home. “Because she needs help and she turned to my mother for support,” Pete replied.

“Right, because ex-mothers-in-law and ex-daughters-in-law are always so close?”

“I don’t know about others, my mother helped raise Siobhan,” Pete replied. “I’ll tell you all about it later, I need to get going. I’ll take a rain check on breakfast. And you need to get ready for your day.”

“Just give me the highlights.”

Pete was dressed and out in a flash. He had to make it from Somerville to South Boston to change and then back into Boston. If traffic cooperated he’d be on time for the meeting. His mother and Siobhan would be a topic for another time.

The electronic hum started, and Donna’s muscles tensed instinctively. Another day in jail. The gates to the cells opened with a clang. Women in orange jump suits stepped out of their cells and stood in front, ignoring each other until a quick nod from the head guard indicated they could move around. The noise from their chatting quickly filled up the space. Some took seats at tables, others strolled around the perimeter of the room for exercise, several headed directly for the computers, others to the showers, the exercise room or the library. Not wanting to be pinned down, Donna chose to walk around the room.

“You’re back. Did they find out that you were really sane?” 

Donna played with her hair and continued walking.

“Cat got your tongue?” asked the muscular young woman with a mohawk. 

“Did they give you electric shock treatments at the hospital?” another inmate asked.

“Maybe they just beat her into submission?” Some of the other prisoners were laughing now. 

“Who says I’ve changed, or been beaten into submission?”

“'Cause you haven’t said anything since you've been back.” More sniggers.

“Well, maybe I don’t have anything to say.”

“Maybe, maybe not. That never stopped you before,” said the grey-haired woman. “You think you’re better than us. You won’t get away with it.”

“We knew you’d be back, sister. You’re as sane as I am.”

Lady, you are hardly sane, and I’m sure not staying here much longer, thought Donna.

“OK ladies enough of the chit chat. Donna you have a visitor,” the guard said.

Donna followed the guard, amid catcalls from her fellow prisoners awaiting trial. At the door the guard added handcuffs, the outer door was unlocked and another guard met her. It was a guard Donna had never seen before, a pretty young woman with dark brown hair, trim figure, and a very brusque, business-like attitude. She took Donna by the arm and escorted her to the visitor’s room. 

The visitor’s room was a large open space with rows of small tables and two chairs on each side of every table. It was designed for meetings with families, friends, attorneys and anyone else with a need to visit an inmate. It wasn’t designed to give privacy. 

The guard led her to a table, unlocked the handcuffs and stood behind her as she took a seat. A door across the room opened and an average looking man was escorted to Donna’s table. Average height, mouse brown hair and glasses. He wore a cheap suit and tie, and carried a beat-up brown briefcase. He wasn’t a memorable man and he knew that most of his clients liked it that way. He nodded to the guard standing behind Donna and sat down. A warm smile and a nod towards Donna while taking her hands in his. Donna was a little taken aback by this gesture but said nothing.

"Aren't I supposed to have a quiet room to meet with my attorney?" 

"That doesn’t happen until you get closer to the trial.” 

"Didn't I have my own room last time?" 

"Can't say, I'm new here.”

"Huh, I thought I'd seen you before," Donna said, looking more closely at the guard. 

The female guard shrugged and headed to the back wall to join the male guard. They observed activity in the room, but didn't get to listen to conversations. There were visitors scattered around the room, but no one was near them. Donna waited while the guard headed to the back wall to watch but not listen to their conversation. 

The two guards leaning against the back wall were a study in contrasts. The slim, young female guard with dark hair. The male, older, well-muscled, tan with blond hair so light it was white.

“She thought she'd seen you before," the male guard asked the female guard. 

"Yeah, but I don't think so."

"You seem to be about the same age?" he asked.

"Yeah, maybe we went to college together." They both laughed at this. The laughter broke the tension a bit and allowed them to stand together amiably as they watched the room.

“I cannot believe that your sister is one of my bridesmaids,” Hyacinth said. It was the umpteenth time she had brought this up and Jonathan felt his muscles tense.

“Why not, you asked her to be a bridesmaid.” Jonathan replied. He knew a fight was on the way. It might be better to just get it over with before everyone arrived for the wedding.

“When I asked her, she was just getting a divorce. Now the whole thing sordid thing about her friend trying to murder her is on TV every other night,” Hyacinth replied. “And her husband’s still alive and in a coma.”

“True. But asking her not to be a part of the wedding party, right before the wedding, would cause a lot of problems with both of our families.”

“She has no date for the wedding. The numbers will be uneven.” They were sitting in Jonathan’s SUV in the driveway of the inn waiting for Hyacinth’s parents so that they could go over the final numbers for the wedding and review the dinner selections. 

“Whitney has no date either, and the numbers are just fine. I know it’s irritating for you, but Sam is my sister and I want her in my wedding,” Jonathan replied.

Hyacinth sat in the passenger seat of the car, arms crossed, fuming. How could Jonathan pick his sister’s side against her wishes? It was her wedding, and Sam was attracting too much attention. 

“My wedding is turning into a disaster,” Hyacinth stated.

“Oh get over yourself, our wedding is going to be just fine,” Jonathan said. “And I stress the ‘our’ part.”

“You have no consideration for my feelings.”

“How can you say that? I’ve agreed to every crackpot idea that you have come up with, starting with getting married in the middle of a semester, just so you can get married on Valentine’s Day.”

“Valentine’s day is the perfect wedding day. It’s romantic. You can’t go wrong with candlelight and roses.”

“Making me take time off mid-semester for a honeymoon when I’m up for tenure isn’t good for my future. And you’ll always complain about not being able to go away for our anniversary each year because it will be mid-semester. And don’t get me started on the dress, the flowers and the invitations. Whatever happened to our simple wedding?”

How dare you,” Hyacinth said, her voice rising and tears flowing.

“How dare I . . .” Jonathan was sputtering. 

“This is ‘our’ wedding but I want it to be perfect. And your family is making this less than perfect.”

“My family. Your family isn’t so perfect. Your brother hasn’t visited since, well, since I’ve known you. And what about Tiffany and Whitney? Those two may be friends of yours but they aren’t exactly role models.”

“How many step-mothers do you have?” she retorted. “They’ll all be here with their current husbands in tow. I tell you, it feels like a harem. Wasn’t having a rehearsal party with all of them enough?”

“My siblings and their parents are all coming. And please be careful what you say. Mom is sensitive enough over Dad paying for everything. Angela’s mother is dead. Andrew’s mother is one of the sweetest people in the world. And Vittoria is, well, she’s got my father’s best interest at heart.”

He loved Hyacinth more than anything in the world, but he definitely didn’t see how other people’s personal issues could mar her ‘perfect’ wedding. No one has a perfect wedding. Having a perfect wedding would be so boring that they would never, ever talk about it. If Hyacinth could see past all of the hoopla and see that, in a year or two, Sam and her problems would be a distant memory, things would be much easier. Their future lives would be spent with these same family members. Sam being a part of the wedding, and overlooking Rick, Donna and the media, was the best and kindest choice. He had weighed the impact of Rick and Donna’s attempted murder of Sam against the many, many years Sam would be a part of their lives, and Sam won, hands down. 

“Having a spat before the wedding. Happens to everyone.” Steve said with a smile. Her father had snuck up on them. Neither Jonathan nor Hyacinth responded. 

“Right. Your mother is inside. Please join us when you are ready.”

“Thanks, we’ll be with you shortly.”

Steve waved to them as he headed back inside. Hyacinth started to giggle. 

“He’s probably right,” Jonathan said.

“Let’s go inside. I don’t want my mother to make the final selections for my wedding.”

Jonathan did a mental eye roll. Stacey had great taste. Her parents had seen more weddings than anyone he knew. Why would she not want to trust them. 

"My dear, how did they treat you in the hospital?" he asked solicitously. He continued to hold Donna’s hands until the guard was out of earshot. When no one could overhear them, he pulled out a yellow-lined legal pad and started to thumb through notes. Donna’s irritation grew as she watched him calmly read from the pad. She wasn’t sure who was paying for this attorney and when she found out she would give them a very strong opinion about being ignored like this.

“Aren’t you supposed to talk to me?” she asked.

He looked at her and then looked behind her. He uncrossed his legs, sat up straighter, and looked directly at Donna. He may be as average looking as possible, but his eyes were dark and intent. Not sexy intent or even friendly, but cold and hard. The eyes did not seem to belong to this nebbishy looking man. They made him seem dangerous. 

"I hear you might have a job you want done?" He acted like he had just asked the next question on the pad, except Donna was pretty sure it wasn't written down. 

"What do you mean?" Donna asked.

"Exactly what I said," he replied. 

Donna had no idea if she could trust this man. She ran all the possible scenarios she could think of through her mind.

“You aren’t the same public defender I saw before.”

“No, I’m not a public defender. I’ve been retained to handle your case.”

“Who retained you? Was it Tom?”

“Let’s just say it’s someone who has an interest in seeing justice done. If by Tom you mean your ex-husband, Tom West, the answer is no, Tom isn’t involved in this arrangement.”

That’s interesting, Donna thought. Who else did she know that would want to see justice done, other than Rick?

Rick was of no use to her while in a coma and still married to that bitch Samantha. His statement told her that her ex-husband Tom hadn’t arranged for an attorney or for this person, whoever he was. She’d been trying to reach Tom for weeks but he hadn’t responded to her calls or letters. His current wife, and former secretary, had said she’d pass on the message but Donna was pretty sure that she hadn’t done a thing. Tom should have wanted to help her after all their years together. He once again disappointed her. All that work she’d done to help him get the construction business up and running, and he had shown his appreciation by knocking up his secretary and divorcing her. Now they had two children. 

She had contacted her parents for help, but they were useless, as usual. They probably couldn’t afford to hire anyone. She’d been on her own since she was 18 when she could no longer see the profit in living at home, working so that she could give her pay over so her parents could feed that parcel of kids they had after her. She wanted freedom, fun and cash, and Tom had provided all that until he wanted to have his own business.

At the state hospital one of the guards had asked her if she wanted anything done on the outside. She had told him she did, but they had moved back to the jail before she had a chance to talk to the guard a second time. 

This offer intrigued her, but she wasn’t sure if she should demand to know who had hired him or answer his question. She knew she didn't have much time left if she wanted to make sure that Sam never testified against her. She needed to determine if he was here to help, or lead her down the garden path and then disappoint her like so many others had. 

"I want to scare someone, if you know what I mean," Donna said, throwing caution to the wind.

"I can imagine. Are you sure you want to only scare her?"

"How do you know it's a her?" 

"It would be if I were you. And I'm not sure I would stop with scaring." 

“Scaring is all I want to do,” Donna said firmly. Samantha was a bitch but she’d once been a friend, a best friend too, until she had gotten ambitious and lost track of her man. 

"Great, I'll be back tomorrow,” he replied. "And think about what I said."

He made a show of putting his papers in his briefcase, checked his watch several times and talked loudly that they would continue this conversation the next day, same time, same place. 

The guards saw the lawyer stand and start to pack up. The young, female guard headed to the table. The man nodded briefly to the male guard and then turned and headed for the door. The nod assumed some knowledge the two shared that did not include her. The female guard noted this and knew that she would
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