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Synopsis: Woman Cop - When a single mom
decides to apply to become a police officer, little does she know
how it will also change her young daughter’s life, and who she’ll
meet along the way. This is a contemporary Christian romance
novella.

 


 


Chicago, Illinois … 6 a.m. May 19, 2012

 


Looking back …

 


“Today it’s beautiful anywhere but here,”
Britt murmured under her breath, as her mother rushed her to the
breakfast table. It seemed that’s all she ever heard any more from
her mom. Ever since her mom and dad divorced, their lives had come
to a halt. Everything revolved around her job and this morning was
no different.

“I’m coming, I’m coming!” she screamed at the
top of her lungs. And about that time, her mom met her at the top
of the stairs with that old familiar look in her eye.

“What’s come over you Britt?”

“What’s come over me? Well that’s coming from
someone who seems to never be around anymore.” Grabbing her school
bag, she pushed her way past her mom, knowing that she just lit a
fire.

“Hey, wait just a minute young lady. That’s
not fair! I work hard at making sure you have those clothes you
have on.”

“I know Mom, I know. I’m going to be late,
remember?” Britt had nearly made it to the door, trying to avoid
her mom’s advances to further the discussion, when her Mom appeared
as quick as a lit match.

“Britt, you aren’t leaving until we discuss
this. What’s come over you?”

“Look Mom, I have to get going unless you
would okay me staying home from school today.”

Letting out feelings of failure, Kate
succumbed to her daughter’s idea of getting onto school.

“Alright, but I think tonight when we both
get home, we should sit down and re connect.”

“Reconnect? Okay Mom, we will re connect.
Sounds good. I’ll see you later.” And out the door she went, school
bag thrown over her shoulder and a slice of toast hanging from her
lips.

 


 


Kate Reece was a single mom. She didn’t plan
it that way, it just happened. She, like so many other women had
married her love of her life, her high school sweetheart. But five
years into the marriage, it all fell apart when she found her
husband into everything but her.

It began with porn and it ended up being
involved in sex rings and orgies. In the midst of all her husband’s
un-kept promises, a child was born and her name was Brittanie Joy.
Her middle name filled Kate’s life with just that, pure joy.

She found herself lost in her daughter and it
wasn’t long until she found ways to keep her mind off her husband’s
sins. Kate was no fool and she knew that it would be up to her to
take care of her and her daughter. By the time Britt was ten years
old, Kate’s husband was never around anyway.

Time became spent with ballet and gym classes
for her daughter and as time went on, Kate found herself extremely
bored with other housewives. She wasn’t able to connect with women
anymore. It seemed like all the other mothers of daughter’s had it
made and had devout husbands that would never do such things, or so
they bragged.

Kate found herself the laughing stock of the
ladies circle and made a vow that she would triumph over their
harsh judgments. What the other ladies did not know was that Kate
was doing a little judging herself. As the other ladies would sit
and try to center in on Kate and all her failures, she began
noticing that they weren’t as happy as they let on.

On one occasion she was able to overhear a
conversation while she had excused herself to the ladies room while
she was attending a morning brunch. She was so unpopular that the
ladies seemed to forget all about Kate while she was gone, and two
other women made their way into the bathroom.

As she sat in her stall trying to just clear
her own mind of their vicious chats, she overheard two of the women
as they talked in the bathroom. Knowing that they had forgotten all
about her being in the bathroom, they began discussing their own
problems.

Much to her surprise Kate stayed quietly
behind the stall as she heard one crying on the shoulder of the
other. It seemed that Louise, the tall lanky one that usually hit
Kate the hardest with cut downs had the same problems as Kate did.
Her husband had been found doing porn and was cheating with loose
women all over Chicago.

If Kate hadn’t felt so betrayed by her women
friends, she might’ve felt sorry for Louise. But, she found herself
angered that they would focus in on all her flaws and shortcomings
while they were having the same problems. This is the day that Kate
decided to change her life.

 


 


By the time August came around, Kate had made
a decision that would change her life forever. She no longer wanted
to be a victim, but rather to be a savior. At the risk of sounding
full of self, she had decided that from now on she would not allow
herself to ever confide in another woman.

She would not let any woman be her final
judge any longer. She would enter the world of man, and the first
way to do that was to redirect herself in employment. As she sat at
her breakfast nook one August morning, sipping a cup of fresh hot
tea, she grabbed the morning Chicago Herald, went straight to the
classifieds and ran her fingers down an entire page of job
openings.

As she frantically hurried along to see what
would pop out at her, she couldn’t believe what said “hello!” There
was an ad that read:

 


Now taking applications for law enforcement
officers…an equal opportunity employer.

 


“That’s it!” she thought, as her eyes
stopped, fused on the print before her. Being a police officer
would put her right where she wanted to be, among men and not among
women. This would fill every need she had. She wouldn’t have to sit
and listen to women lie about their lives and maybe she could make
a difference in those lives that wanted help, instead of sweeping
problems under the rug.

She would apply! Now, all she had to do was
get up the nerve. She knew that it wouldn’t be an easy interview,
especially since she had no experience or schooling; but she was
going to try.

Leaving her cup of tea right where it was,
she hurried upstairs to prepare for the roughest interview she
would ever face. Taking the long walk up the stairs she felt
determined, yet afraid at the same time, but with every step she
began to see her ex -husband’s evil grin when she kicked him
out.

This allowed her determination to override
any fear in her. As each vision filled her mind, her steps became
quicker for the taking and she would find herself planted on the
top step with a new fire lit under her.

Rushing into the bathroom, she turned on the
water in the tub and stood staring at the water as it poured out of
the faucet. “Can I really do this?” she asked herself, and before
she even allowed that thought she quietly whispered, “Of course I
can."

Throwing off her nightshirt and following
with her bottoms, she quickly shed herself of everything that told
her who she was, and she found herself sinking far down into a nice
hot tub of relief.

 


 


When she awoke, she realized that she had
allowed herself to fall asleep to the warm water, and she quickly
reached for the tiny clock she had placed by the tub.

“OMG!” she screeched aloud. The clock read
nine and she knew that she had wasted a whole hour soaking in that
paradise. Grabbing a towel that had been thrown aside the tub, she
jumped up out of the now cold water and began to dry herself. Not
even thinking to pull the drain, she fled from the bathroom, drying
herself all the way, reaching her closet. She began mumbling to
herself about how much of a failure she was until she realized that
she had failed at nothing.

No one even knew she would walk down to the
Police Department to ask for an application, it was her secret. For
now, it was anyway.

Picking and discarding, she went through
dozens of outfits, trying to find just the right one. She knew all
too well how first appearance decides. What she wasn’t sure about
was what would be good to wear if a man and not a woman interviewed
her. Looking down at the blouse she had chosen, she quickly tossed
it to the side, deciding it was a little too appealing for the
likes of a man.

“Well, this will be different." she whispered
inside. For the first time, she didn’t want to look good for any
man. Racing back to her closet, she began hunting for something
more plain, possibly a pantsuit would be better. Then she thought
to herself that they would probably think then that she was trying
to fit in too much with the men; some ego trip.

She slowly found herself bewildered, not
knowing what would be fitting. Feeling discouraged she walked over
to her bedside and plopped down. But after a time, she rose back up
and attempted it again, this time searching through her closet with
a new attitude and a new vision. As her fingers trailed through her
closet, she realized then that she really didn’t have too much that
wasn’t appealing.

About to let depression seep through her
veins, she came across an old gray tailored suit that she had
gotten years before, and it just might work. Now, if only it would
fit.

As she held the suit before her eyes, she
carefully studied it to be sure it wasn’t missing any buttons and
that it didn’t have any tiny tears in it. When she laid it down on
her bed, she saw that it was perfect.

This suit would be the new her.

It was plain, but not boring. It was womanly,
but not too appealing. This is what would get her the job.

 


 


Within a half hour she was dressed and
standing at the door. With all her might she tried reaching for the
knob, but her arms wouldn’t move. She stood frozen in time and
fear. It was the first time she had ever let herself be afraid of
moving forward. This irritated her and with each try, her hands
became stable to the touch of the doorknob. Within about forty
seconds, her hand slid up to the knob and she felt the coldness and
jerked her hand away.

She caught herself in a dilemma, a dilemma
that she had created for herself. As she stood there not even
recognizing the woman she had become, she felt anger course through
her, and she reached out again, this time overlooking the harsh
reality of it all.

As her tiny fingers slid around the doorknob,
she felt it turn to the sound of her heartbeat that was by now
pounding inside. Before giving her the time to back out, she
quickly flung the door open as if its weight was unbearable. She
managed and found her body standing outside on her porch.

Now, she just had to get to the car.

Without hesitation she lunged towards her
Mustang, the Mustang that her ex had given to her as one of his
treats. That car angered her every time she got in it and that car
would be the first thing to go once she got the job! Her husband
had a way with thinking he could buy his way out of a lie, and that
little Mustang didn’t do that trick after all.

 


 


As Kate crawled into her car, she realized
that she would have to take each step as a battle. She had just
conquered a portion of that battle. She was dressed and in the car
and next she would have to make it to the station, hopefully with
no one watching her, that she knew.

She could hear the girls now and that thought
drove her along even quicker. Crossing intersections at the risk of
being spotted, she raced by, looking down at her speedometer;
quickly seeing that she was in fact; speeding. Before she could
bring herself to a crawl, she heard the alarming sounds of a
siren.

“No way! OMG, there is no way!” she cried
out. But, in a matter of seconds a patrol car had her pulled over
in no time and she pulled over and parked alongside of one of the
busiest streets on the way to the station. She couldn’t even glance
in her mirror to see the Officer approach her car, but when he was
standing there staring in her window, she slowly rolled it
down.

“Good morning, Ma’am.”

“Good morning, Officer. I am sorry. I didn’t
realize that I was speeding.”

“No? Well, I find that odd considering it
took you only seconds to slow down once you saw me.”

Not being able to argue the fact, she sunk
her head down into her chest. She simply reached over to get her
wallet out of her purse that was lying next to her in the seat. She
then just handed her license to him, without even looking up. As
the Officer took it from her hand, he couldn’t help but notice that
she was taking this pretty hard.

“Ma’am, people get stopped for traffic
violations every day. This is not that big of a deal, is it?”

“What? Um... no, I guess not. Well, for me it
is.”

Seeming a little concerned, but yet not
having any suspicions, he looked down into her face and then he
said, “Look, you were only going a few miles over the limit. If you
promise to watch it from now on, I don’t see a need to write out a
ticket. I think you know you were wrong.”

Well, those were remarkable words to Kate,
considering she really couldn’t afford a ticket, and she looked up
into a face of a stranger who was showing her the first hint of
compassion she had felt in a long time.

“Thank you, Officer,” was all she could allow
her lips to speak.

It was probably her face that spoke the most
to this Officer. As he looked down into the car, this woman took
him for some reason. He didn’t know what he was seeing, but he knew
he wasn’t looking into the eyes of anyone to worry about.

He just handed her license back to her and
told her to have a good day, wherever she was headed. As he slowly
walked back to his patrol car, she thought to herself, “If he only
knew where I was headed”.

She decided to allow him to pull away first,
hoping that he would head another direction because she certainly
didn’t want to run into him at the station. Her fears were put
aside when she watched him roll away in her rear view mirror. He
was headed out to the interstate, and that was fine with her.

 


 


Once he was out of sight, she placed her car
back into drive and continued on to what she had started and within
about seven minutes she arrived in the parking lot behind the
station. Carefully adjusting her clothes, she glanced one final
time into her mirror, checking herself to see if she had gotten
over her encounter.

As she took a deep breath, she pulled herself
from her Mustang, shut the door and patted the side of the car as
she always did when she was nervous. Looking around as she
approached the station, she saw no one that she knew and she began
counting her blessings with each step she took.

She found herself thanking a God that she
never talked too much at all. She took the stairs and when she
reached the top, she nearly turned around and went right back down
them. She heard a voice inside her head telling her to go
forward.

So, instead of running away from, she ran
straight into the station. When she reached the top of the stairs
and realized how far she had gotten, she swung the door open and it
nearly hit the back wall.

That was apparently noticed because every
head in the place turned and gasps rang throughout the department.
That was enough to almost send her scurrying back out, but she knew
she was in the middle of a scene, and thought what could get worse?
She then casually strolled up to the front desk where a blonde,
large-breasted woman sat, filing her long curled nails.

Stereotypical, she thought, as she nearly
rolled her eyes. But, she held them straight ahead, took a sniff of
some very strong perfume and thought she would barf right there all
over her desk. She was able to hold that in check and got the
words, “I’d like to fill out an application please.”

Not knowing what kind of an app that Kate
would like, the woman snarled back at her and said between gritted
teeth, “There are no openings for this position, as you can see.”
Kate thought she
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