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Leading the Witness

Catherine Landauer spends her days grilling
prosecution witnesses in zealous defense of the accused criminals
she represents, but no one knows she was once the victim of a
headline-grabbing crime. When the man who kidnapped her resurfaces,
Catherine goes from attorney to witness, reluctant to trust anyone,
especially the alluring prosecutor assigned to the case.

 


Veteran prosecutor Starr Rio has a reputation of
doing whatever it takes to win, even if she has to skirt the edge
of the law in the pursuit of justice. Now she’s working the case of
a lifetime, saddled with an uncooperative witness who is sexy as
hell and who thinks she knows more about criminal law than the
entire task force assigned to the case. But when Starr and
Catherine give in to desire, their hearts, careers, and even their
lives are on the line.
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Chapter One

The moment Detective Reese shifted in his seat,
Catherine knew she’d won. The move was subtle, and she doubted the
jury in their post-lunch haze even noticed it, but she saw it for
what it was, and knew exactly how to expose his discomfort at
having to lie to prove up the case against her client.

Catherine stood for effect but remained at the
defense counsel table and made a show of picking up a heavy file
and flipping through pages. “Please pick up the binder next to
you,” she instructed him, keeping her voice polite and even, “and
turn to State’s exhibit D7.”

While he flipped the pages, she risked a quick
glance at the prosecution table. Starr Rio, chief prosecutor for
the felony courts in Travis County, was the lead attorney for the
state. Her usual role was supervising the felony trial prosecutors
under her command, but she had a habit of keeping the
headline-grabbing cases. Rumor had it Starr was planning to
announce a run for district attorney in the upcoming election, and
every win she racked up between now and the start of her campaign
was money in the bank. Money that Catherine intended to rob from
her.

“I found it.”

At the sound of the witness’s voice, Starr looked up
from her notepad and locked eyes with Catherine, who did her best
to hide her own discomfort at the scrutiny. She took her time
turning back to the witness, unwilling to let Starr see her unease.
“Detective, please describe to the jury what you see in this
photograph.”

He narrowed his eyes, likely surprised at the
open-ended question and assuming it was a trap. It was, but not the
kind he could escape while he was seated in full view of the jury.
She looked back down at the file in her hand while he fumbled to
answer.

“This is a photo of the crime scene.”

She waited, allowing her silence to push him to say
more.

“It’s the living room of Angela Knoll’s house, taken
from the entry to the kitchen.” He held it up and pointed to the
left of the photo. “You can see here,” he pointed, “the coffee
table is turned over and several items are scattered around the
room which led us to believe there had been a physical
altercation.”

“Tell us what else you see, Detective. I’d like you
to cover everything you think is important to your case.”

With that lead, Reese launched into a long
explanation of the angles of Angela Knoll’s dead body, the knife
wounds, the defensive wounds, and a half dozen other clues he
deemed important to the conclusions he’d drawn about how her
client’s ex-wife had died. She let him drone on, certain the jury
was being lulled deeper and deeper into their already comatose
state, and she flipped through the pages in her file to signal she
was barely listening.

Reese was still talking when she felt a tap on her
shoulder. She glanced to her left, almost surprised to find her
client, Peter Knoll, sitting beside her, wearing an anxious
expression. He opened his mouth to speak, but she shook her head
and pointed at the legal pad in front of him. She’d been meticulous
in her instructions prior to the start of trial. No talking in the
presence of the jury. If he had something important to say he was
supposed to write her a note on the pad and pass it to her. She
would be the final arbiter about what to do with the information.
She watched him pick up a pen and furiously scribble on the pad.
She turned her attention back to her file, but the scratching of
the pen against the paper was an unwelcome distraction, and she
willed him to finish quickly.

Ask him about the rope. It wasn’t in the room. NOT
MINE!

The last two words were underlined with bold, deep
strokes of emphasis. Tiresome. Clients who chose to go to trial
almost always professed their innocence with fervor. She didn’t
really blame them. Either they were full of the indignation that
came with actually being innocent, or projecting the appearance of
innocence was their only refuge against the court of public
opinion. She really didn’t care either way as long as they could
pay her exorbitant fee. Cases like this, where she suspected law
enforcement had made missteps in investigating their case, were a
bonus for her.

Knoll jabbed the pen against the paper again, and
she deftly snatched it from his hand and wrote two words underneath
his. My rules. She didn’t capitalize the words, underline
them, or over-punctuate, but she did give him a withering look, her
head carefully turned away from the jury box. Satisfied he was
under control, she returned her attention back to the witness.

“Thank you, Detective. It sounds as if your
investigation was extremely thorough. Certainly, you and your
colleagues combed every inch of the crime scene as well as my
client’s apartment as part of your work.”

Detective Reese shifted in his seat again, while he
tried to decide if the compliment was a trap. “We do our best.”

She reached into the file box under the table and
pulled out an oversized envelope. “Permission to approach the
witness, Your Honor,” she said, not waiting for the judge to
respond before she was in motion. By the time the judge agreed, she
was standing next to the detective, dangling the envelope like a
tempting treat. She could see Starr inch to the edge of her seat,
waiting to pounce. She knew she should’ve shared what was in the
envelope with her before showing it to her witness, but then she’d
lose the effect of the reveal. Besides, she was certain there was
plenty about this case that Starr had not shared with her and this
was her way of drawing that to the attention of everyone in the
room. She tore off the top of the envelope instead of merely
unfastening the clasp, and slowly withdrew a thick cord of rope,
letting it dangle from her hand, the end moving back and forth in
front of Detective Reese’s face like a pendulum of portent. She
barely resisted smiling as the blood drained from his face.

“Do you recognize this?” she asked.

He cast a furtive glance at Starr, but Catherine
knew Starr would know better than to coach him now. She let a few
beats of silence pass before she eased the pressure. “Let me help
you out. This is a piece of rope that I brought with me to court
today. There’s no reason you should know this particular piece of
rope, but I do believe that it’s extremely similar to another piece
of rope that you claim to have come across in the course of your
investigation. Isn’t. That. Right?” she asked in slow staccato.

She turned and walked back to counsel table as she
asked the question so that her back was to him as he muttered his
response. She waited until she’d returned to her seat and was once
again facing the front of the courtroom before speaking. “I’m not
sure the jury heard you. Would you repeat what you just said or
should I have the court reporter read it back?”

He cleared his throat. “I was confused for a moment.
Yes, we did find a length of rope at the defendant’s house. It
looked similar to the one you just showed me, but as you pointed
out, it can’t be the same one since you brought that one with you
and the other one was booked into evidence.”

“And you know the other one is in the evidence room
because you’re the one who checked it in, correct?”

“Yes.”

“Would it surprise you to know that I purchased this
rope, which happens to match the exact specifications of the rope
described in the medical examiner’s report, at Home Depot?”

“I guess not,” he said, his narrowed eyes, a signal
he was trying to figure out where she was going with her
questions.

Catherine moved quickly to a new subject. “In your
report, you stated that you were the first officer on the
scene.”

“Yes.”

“And you found the front door slightly ajar, so you
entered the house. Upon entering, you found Mrs. Knoll lying on the
floor with a rope around her neck.”

“Yes.”

Catherine made a show of picking up an official
looking binder and flipping through the pages, settling on a spot
somewhere in the middle. She stared across the room until Reese was
squirming in his seat. “What did procedure dictate that you do
next?”

She saw his surprise at the open-ended question.
Normally, it would be a risk for her to deviate from the tight yes
or no line of inquiry, but whether he realized it or not, she was
giving him a noose and hoping he would hang on it.

“Glove up, cordon off the scene, call for backup and
a crime scene unit.”

“Let’s start with the gloves. You stated that you
removed the rope from Angela Knoll’s neck before anyone else
arrived at the scene.”

“That’s correct. I thought she might still be alive,
and I wanted to—”

Catherine cut him off. “Please just answer the
question, Detective.” She looked back down at her notes, pretending
to read something very important, but all she’d written was he’s
lying.

“Did you put gloves on before you touched Angela
Knoll’s neck, before you removed the noose?”

“No. As I explained before, I was in a hurry to try
and save her life.”

She resisted smiling at the opportunity he’d just
given her. “Let’s talk about that for a moment. You’ve read the
ME’s report, correct?”

“I have.”

“And you’ve seen the part where he states
unequivocally that Angela Knoll died as a result of the knife
wounds inflicted to her chest.”

“Yes, but I didn’t know she was dead at the time I
entered.”

Catherine started to caution him to answer only the
question she’d posed but decided his tendency to fill in the gaps
would only serve her purpose here. “So, your testimony is that
you’d received a distressed phone call from Angela Knoll. You
happened to be nearby, so instead of calling it in, you rushed to
the house. The door was ajar, and you burst in, found Mrs. Knoll on
the floor, rushed to her side, and removed the rope around her
neck. You didn’t take time to put on gloves or take any other steps
to make sure the scene wasn’t compromised, in an effort to save her
life?”

He barely waited until she finished her question
before he slammed his palm on the rail of the witness stand.
“Exactly!”

Catherine wanted to smile, to gloat at his careless
response, certain that Starr Rio, who’d risen to make an objection
to her overly long and detailed question, was now fuming that her
witness hadn’t allowed her time to stop him from responding.
Instead, Catherine kept up appearances for the jury and merely
raised her eyebrows in an incredulous expression. “Thank you for
clarifying that. I have just a few more questions.”

Step by step, she took him through his history with
her client. Reese had shown up at the Knolls’ house on several
other occasions, investigating domestic disputes called in by both
Peter and Angela before they’d separated, and he’d always taken
Angela’s side. When he’d gone to question Peter about Angela’s
death, he’d claimed he found rope matching the rope from Angela’s
neck at the crime scene. Through careful questions, she crafted a
scenario she could use in closing to paint him as the would-be hero
who would do whatever it took to save the damsel in distress even
if it meant taking matters into his own hands to frame her
client.

After she’d laid a strong foundation, she looped her
inquiry back to the scene of the crime. “You enter the house and
see a bloody crime scene.” She reached for a piece of paper and
read his testimony under direct word for word. “‘Blood was
everywhere.’” She looked up and waited until he agreed before
moving on to the next point. “You ran to Mrs. Knoll, felt for a
pulse, removed the rope, set it to the side, and continued to try
and revive her, but she never regained consciousness. Correct?”

“Yes.”

Catherine stood, walked over to Starr, and asked for
State’s exhibits K and J. Starr reluctantly handed her a large
envelope with a clear glass window that contained the rope Reese
had testified he’d removed from Angela Knoll’s neck, and an
eight-by-ten photo of a coil of rope found at her client’s
apartment. Although the jury had already seen both items during
Starr’s direct examination of Reese, Catherine held both items away
from their view as she returned to the witness stand. She set them
both on the rail.

“Detective Reese, you’ve already testified about
both of these items, the rope found at the scene and the rope you
testified you found at my client’s apartment. My question to you is
do you see any difference between the two?”

He immediately shook his head. “No. I mean one is
longer, which just means that he cut off a portion to use when he
committed the murder, but otherwise, no, I agree with the crime
scene investigator. The rope is exactly the same.”

She watched his smug face and fought to keep her
cool. “I agree. Would you like to know why?” She watched him spend
a moment trying to figure out if hers was a trick question, but as
she predicted, he was unable to resist.

“Sure.”

She picked up the envelope and the photo and held
them side by side in full view of the jury. “Because neither one of
these pieces of rope has blood on it.” She let the comment hang in
the air for a moment, watching the jurors’ faces until she was
certain they got the point. They’d seen the photos. Angela Knoll
had been covered in blood. There was no way a piece of rope around
her neck would have escaped the bloodbath. Unless it hadn’t been
part of the crime. Unless it had been placed there afterward by an
overzealous detective looking for a way to conclusively pin this
crime on her client. Her theory was that when Reese didn’t
immediately see any evidence that would tie Peter to the crime, he
had used some rope he had in his car to make it look like Peter had
topped off a stabbing spree with a bit of strangulation. Since
Reese had led the team that searched Peter’s apartment, it would’ve
been simple for him to plant the rest of the rope there to link the
evidence.

But Catherine resisted tying up all the loose ends
now, when Starr still had the opportunity to try to punch holes in
her theory. She’d save her arguments for closing, certain she could
raise enough questions for the jury to find reasonable doubt.
Instead, she picked up the exhibits and returned to the defense
table. “Your Honor, I have no further questions for this
witness.”

 


* * *

 


Starr paced the short length of the DA workroom, her
impatience growing. When the door opened, her number two, Matt
Abbott, barely hid his wince of surprise at finding her here rather
than in the courtroom. “Get in here,” she snapped. She waited until
Matt closed the door behind him before she unraveled. “We need to
decide if we’re going to address what just happened or move
on.”

Matt shook his head. “It’s a problem. I mean
Landauer made her point. There’s no way that rope was there with
all that blood around and didn’t get a drop on it. Your guess is as
good as mine about how to handle it.”

Starr bit back a sharp retort about how guessing
didn’t win cases and stood in place. This case was going downhill
fast, and she didn’t have the time or energy to waste on licking
her wounds. She’d known, going into trial, that the rope was going
to be an issue, but there was plenty of evidence to support the
charge even without the rope. She had a fifteen-minute break to
figure out how to rehabilitate her witness, and try to get the jury
to focus on the evidence he hadn’t messed with. No matter what
Catherine Landauer thought about how Reese had handled the case,
Starr was convinced Peter Knoll was guilty as sin, and she wasn’t
about to give up until he spent the rest of his life behind
bars.

“Go talk to Reese. He needs a thrashing, but don’t
beat him up so bad that he sounds like he’s whipped when he gets
back on the stand. I’ll go over my notes for redirect and I’ll meet
you in there.”

Matt opened the door to the workroom and ran smack
into the towering form of Fred Nelson, her immediate supervisor and
the first assistant to the district attorney, Patrick Murphy. Starr
wanted to groan at the interruption, but instead she mustered half
a smile. “Matt, head on out,” she said. “Nelson, what can I do for
you?”

“You can kick this case to the curb as fast as
possible,” Nelson said, sliding into one of the chairs in the
crowded room. “I saw the reporter from the Statesman typing
up a damn blog like she has the story of the decade. What the hell
kind of show are you running in there?”

Starr mentally calculated how much time she could
expect to do if she punched her boss in the face and decided he
wasn’t worth it. Nelson loved to drop in on his prosecutors and
stir up shit, claiming victory when they were winning and crowing
they’d gone off the rails when they weren’t. God forbid he ever
offered any assistance, although it had been so long since he’d
been in a courtroom, she doubted he would have anything to offer.
She summoned whatever Zen she could find. “We’re having some
trouble with Detective Reese’s testimony, but I’m working on
redirect right now. I’m confident we can get the jury to see things
our way.”

“Well, I’m not. Cut a deal.”

“No fucking way.” She spat the words out, not caring
about the shocked look on his face. “If the jury wants to cut him
loose, then that’s their call. Peter Knoll killed his wife, and
probably others that we’ll find out about later while he’s waiting
for the needle in Huntsville. The guy’s a freak. I refuse to
participate in giving him a pass.”

“Twenty years isn’t a pass.”

“It is to me, and if you think Catherine Landauer is
going to tell her client to take twenty, you’re crazy. Did you hear
her on the news last week, spouting off about how he was the real
victim? That clip has been running nonstop, and making a deal now
only vindicates her theory.” Starr gathered up her notes. She was
done trying to reason with her boss, and it was time to get back to
work. She took two steps before his chilling voice stopped her in
her tracks.

“You’ll make a deal, or I will report you to the bar
for what just happened in there.”

She swung around and crossed her arms—a show of
strength to hide the chill creeping up her spine. “I didn’t do
anything.”

“Maybe, but you have a reputation for taking
shortcuts when you think it will help you win. It’s not a far reach
for the state bar ethics committee to believe you contributed to
the detective’s misguided sense of justice.”

She narrowed her eyes, appraising his words. Their
boss, the DA, was retiring in a year and it was well known around
the courthouse that Nelson planned to run for the position, a spot
she’d been gunning for since she started at the office as an intern
fourteen years ago. If Nelson was trying to undermine her with this
case, the next year of battle between them was going to be
hell.

He wasn’t wrong. She was always prepared to do
whatever it took to win, but she’d never actually committed an
ethics violation even if she’d come close. An investigation by the
state bar would derail her campaign before it even got started.
Still, she wasn’t going to win anything by backing down to
threats.

“Report whatever you want,” she said, calling his
bluff. “I need to get back in there.”

He shook his head. “I’ve asked Landauer to meet us
in here. You can offer her the deal, or I will, but it’s happening.
I’ve already spoken with the victim’s family and they see the value
in closure.”

A knock on the door cut short any retort on Starr’s
part, and she was certain Catherine was standing on the other side.
May as well get this over with. She swung the door wide and invited
her in. Catherine Landauer was an enigma. She fought hard for her
clients and she was a shark when it came to cross-examining anyone
from law enforcement, but unlike most of the defense bar who left
the adversarial nature of their jobs at the courthouse and joined
police and prosecutors for drinks after hours at the local bar,
she’d never spotted Catherine outside of the courthouse. In her
mind, Catherine spirited away after each case like a genie in a
bottle until it was time to come out and grant the wish of some
other defendant who needed her skills. And from what Starr knew of
her reputation, Catherine granted their wishes with incredible
consistency. They hadn’t gone up against each other before, but
Starr had checked Catherine’s win record against hers and found
they were neck and neck. Now that they were in trial, Starr could
tell that Catherine’s reputation as a cop ball buster and top-notch
litigator was well earned, which would make this deal sting even
more.

Nelson cleared his throat and Starr met his eyes. He
wasn’t going to give in. She could try to reach Murphy and plead
her case directly to him, but she knew it was pointless. While
Murphy could be counted on not to take sides in next year’s
election, as long as Nelson was his top lieutenant, he would defer
to him on pending cases. You offer her the deal, or I will.
Nelson’s words rang like a gong between her ears, pushing her to a
decision. What she wanted to do was stalk out of the room and tell
the first reporter she could find that Nelson was stealing the case
from the jury and offering a deal to a murderer. Let him be
straddled with the bad press that would come from such a deal when
it came time to start campaigning. But respect for the office held
her back. This was her case. Reese had fucked it up and she hadn’t
done her due diligence. Time to make the tough call and take the
consequences.

“Catherine,” Starr said, “We’d like to offer your
client a deal.”

Catherine nodded slowly, her face impassive. “I
thought you might. Dismissal?”

Starr started to laugh, but there was absolutely
nothing about Catherine’s expression to indicate she might be
kidding, and sarcasm would defeat the purpose at this point. “Let’s
start with twenty years.”

“You’re wasting my time.”

Catherine turned to go, and Starr glanced at Nelson
who raised his eyebrows and shook his head. “I’m not actually,”
Starr said, sensing Catherine would respond better to a show of
strength than weak supplication. “Detective Reese was a bit of a
train wreck, but his testimony isn’t our whole case. We have other
cops who can testify about being called out to the house and seeing
evidence of your client’s treachery. The jury will take all of this
into consideration, and when they find your client guilty, they’ll
get to hear about how he treated his ex-wife, the first one. He’ll
be begging for twenty at that point.”

“Five.”

“The minimum wasn’t meant for repeat offenders.
Fifteen.” Starr could sense Nelson shuffling in place behind her,
but she wasn’t about to consult with him before she negotiated
downward. If he wanted a deal, he’d get one, but he might not like
the terms.

“Seven.”

“Fifteen is generous. He’ll do ten and be out on
parole. Maybe he’ll even hire you again when he gets back in
trouble, because we both know he will.” Starr immediately regretted
her words as Catherine’s face turned to iron, but she didn’t walk
out. “Fifteen or we take this to a jury. I will get a guilty and
the jury will have no mercy by the time I’ve put on my sentencing
evidence. You can be certain about that.”

“Do you like breaking the law, Ms. Rio?” Catherine’s
voice was smooth and icy. “By sponsoring Detective Reese’s
testimony, that’s exactly what you’re doing. Although I suppose
it’s certainly in keeping with your usual methods.”

Starr focused hard on keeping her face fixed in a
neutral expression, but she could feel Nelson’s eyes boring into
her from across the room while Catherine’s fierce blue-gray eyes
flashed like steel swords ready to do battle. They were stunningly
gorgeous, even in anger.

She shook away the distraction. “My only ‘method’ is
winning justice for the citizens of Travis County, and offering
your client the minimum would be a travesty that I cannot
abide.”

“Then we’re done here. Good luck rehabilitating your
witness.”

Catherine turned and started walking toward the
door, and Starr imagined a dramatic whoosh of air following her.
Winning this case would be hard, but it would be worth it to wipe
the smug sense of satisfaction off Catherine’s face.

“What about ten?”

Starr jerked her head and stared at Nelson, but he
was focused on Catherine who’d stopped walking when he’d lowered
the offer. Catherine slowly turned.

“I’m listening.”

“Ten years,” Nelson said, “But it’s still an
aggravated offense, so he’ll do most of that.”

Starr watched in disbelief as they hashed out
additional terms of the deal, but she was no longer focused on the
specifics, only the general knowledge that Nelson was effectively
stealing her case and dismissing months of hard work.

“Are you good with this?”

Starr looked into Catherine’s eyes and she was taken
aback by the question. Her gut response was to remark that she had
little choice, but she’d already had her power stripped away.
Admitting it was only more torture. Instead she turned it back on
Catherine. “Are you?”

Catherine’s eyes flickered slightly before
shuttering back to their normal nonchalance. She turned back to
Nelson. “I’ll talk to my client and have an answer for you before
the jury gets back.”

The minute she was out of the room, Starr let loose
on Nelson. “If you want to try my cases, then try them, but don’t
undercut me and expect me to sell your decision to the victim’s
family. You can explain to them why their daughter’s killer will be
out before she would’ve turned forty.”

“Practicing the talking points for your
campaign?”

“Hardly seems necessary. Actions like these speak
for themselves, but if you try to pin this decision on me, mark my
words, it will backfire.” Nelson raised his hands and mimicked
shaking in fear while wearing a condescending smile. Starr wanted
to punch him. “Maybe you should wait to celebrate,” she said.
“Judge Westin may not accept the plea.”

“He will, trust me.”

Starr opened her mouth to tell him that if that was
the case then he could just do the plea himself, but prudence
stopped her. If Nelson took over her case mid-trial, he’d find a
way to spin the plea and make her look weak in the process. She
didn’t care what he thought of her, but she did care how potential
voters would view how this case was handled. Better she handle the
plea and engage in spin of her own. “Great. I just need a minute to
talk to the family. Why don’t you start filling out the
paperwork?”

She didn’t wait for an answer before smacking the
file into his hand and striding out the door. She’d been bested
from both within and without today, and she wasn’t used to
losing.


Chapter Two

Catherine balanced a file box on her hip and pushed
open the door to her office building. As the door opened, the box
started to slide, but Doris Beechum, her assistant/office manager,
rushed over to help. “You’re back early,” Doris said. “Judge Westin
have a fire he needed to get to?”

Catherine let Doris take control of the heavy box,
knowing it was useless to protest. “Trial’s over. Mr. Knoll is
doing ten years.”

Doris gave a low whistle. “Ten years. How did he
take it?”

“Like the gift it was.” Catherine pointed at her
office door. “I need a few minutes. Anything urgent before I go
into lockdown?”

Doris hesitated for a moment, and then shook her
head. “Nothing that can’t wait.” Catherine started to walk away,
but Doris called out after her. “That woman phoned again. The one
whose son is charged with online solicitation of a child. I keep
telling her you’re not interested, but she insists if she could
just talk to you, woman to woman, you would change your mind.”

Catherine rubbed her forehead. “Block her if you
have to. Just make her go away.” She made her way to her office,
ignoring Doris who stared after her. Catherine was well aware she
was the only attorney in Travis regularly handling felony cases who
wouldn’t accept any cases involving child abuse, a fact Doris had
never pretended to understand. The truth was most practices
couldn’t afford to turn them down as they often garnered lucrative
fees and were more common than one would hope. But she couldn’t
afford to take them, even if it meant her staff thought she
was crazy for turning away the business. For her part, she wondered
why the calls continued to come in considering the rest of the bar
knew her rule and didn’t refer these cases to her, but idle
curiosity about how these defendants found her wasn’t strong enough
to compel her to actually meet with the accused.

In her office, Catherine typed out a closing memo to
the Knoll file. She followed this same practice with every case,
meticulously detailing the entire proceeding, from intake to
resolution, while it was all fresh in her mind. She recalled with
vivid memory her first meeting with Peter Knoll. She’d suspected
his guilt at the time, but she’d also relished the opportunity to
best Detective Reese on the stand. Knoll had gotten less than he’d
deserved and Detective Reese would likely escape with a slap on the
wrist, but she’d done her part to make sure the system worked—her
singular goal.

When she finally finished the memo, it was dark
outside. Conscious that Doris would still be waiting, she closed
the file on Knoll and gathered some work to take home. “Let’s go,”
she called out as she neared the door, slowing just enough to allow
Doris time to follow. She’d stopped telling
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