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ONE

Arrest
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The woman, in a light slumber, going in and out of consciousness from wild dreams to looking at the bureau clock, wondering if she should get up and brave the chilly early morning air. Her husband always lowers the heater to fifty-nine degrees before heading to bed. She blinks her light blue eyes and watches the final ticks of the second hand. Fifty-seven. Fifty-eight. Fifty-nine. Five o’clock on the dot. It’s early Sunday morning, and she has no plans for the day. She lies there listening to the pounding Colorado rain ricochet off the roof.

Suddenly, she sits straight up. Still. Listening. Her eyes are wide and intense, her eyebrows close together, the corners of her mouth strained backward toward her ears.

BANG! BANG! BANG!

“Noah, wake up,” I whisper as I shake my husband’s shoulder. “Did you hear that?”

“I heard nothing. Go back to sleep and leave me alone. I have a nine o’clock tee time.”

BOOM! The sound of splintering wood from somewhere below echoes throughout the large two-story Colonial home.

“Someone just broke in!”

Noah, now sitting, orders, “Get your gun!”

“I’m not going down there! You get the gun and go look.” Her short blond bob dances in her fear.

“You’re the cop. You do it.”

“Ex-cop and I was the Investigation Analysis Officer. I sat in an office researching cold cas...”

“POLICE! SEARCH WARRANT!” “POLICE! SEARCH WARRANT!” pierces the still air.

“Sounds like your compadres are looking for you. I’m going back to sleep.”

“Hells-bells,” under my breath. I jump out of bed and pull on my Wicked Plush, hooded robe, and bunny slippers.

Skylar Boroughs is halfway down the staircase with her right hand firmly clasping the collar of her wrap when two plainclothes men appear at the bottom. “Where is Noah Boroughs?”

“What’s going on?”

“We have an arrest warrant. Is he upstairs?” The unknown man isn’t asking as he pushes by, taking the stairs two at a time. On his heels is another detective, also unfamiliar to Skylar. A dozen men and women uniforms file past the open front door and fan out through the lower floor.

The wife stands in shock, listening to, “Clear!” “Clear!” commands being shouted from various rooms.

I turn to investigate the on goings upstairs, when I’m interrupted, “Skylar, can we talk?”

Spinning, I grab the handrail to stop me from slipping down the staircase. One of my furry slippers slides off. My robe opens, showing off a breast below my blue, sheer-silk chemise nightie. “Sergeant Morris? What’s this about? What is the Gang Suppression Unit doing here?” I ask my former co-worker.

Always the gentleman, Corbet quickly looks away. I realize the wardrobe faux pas and recover.

“Lieutenant now. I head Homicide here in Lakewood. Can we sit in your living room for a minute?” Morris reaches for my misplaced shoe-wear while stretching his free hand to offer support.

“Homicide? Who do you think Noah killed?”

“Nobody. But we don’t have a sex crime unit here, and I got assigned to look into a complaint.”

I shove my hands into the robe’s pockets and jostle past my former friend, one of only two people who tried to help me in my short, tenuous stint with the Denver Police Department three years earlier.

The lieutenant follows the housewife to the living room. Skylar takes a padded, straight-back chair with hardwood armrests. Morris sinks into the soft, overstuffed tan leather sofa.

They stare at each other for a prolonged period. I study the man’s furrowed brow, wrinkled forehead, and sad eyes. Is he truly sympathetic or playing the cop game: befriend and betray projects across my mind in Technicolor.

Mrs. Boroughs eventually breaks the starring match, “Well? What’s going on?”

“Your husband has been accused of sexual assault.” He wrings his hands on his lap, watching for his former co-worker’s reaction.

“What the hell are you talking about?” Skylar responds, uncharacteristically cursing.

“You need to prepare yourself. His arrest will be in the evening news.” No response, and Morris continues, “How is your marriage, Sky?”

“Damn good. It couldn’t be better!” “Who is this woman?” Skylar is not about to explain how her marriage and relationship have gone from great to poor in the previous year. She’s unhappy and believes the marriage was a mistake. Noah became standoffish. They quit spending time together on weekends as he’s on the adjacent golf course or at the country club lounge every Saturday and Sunday with his only friend and golf partner, Alan Drunker, MD. Noah refuses to let her work, confining her to the house, cooking, and bored stiff. She wants her old life back, her exciting life.

“A former patient. The victim said it happened in his office.”

“He’s a dentist. How the hell could anything happen in a dental office?”

“Sky. I’m just doing my job. I’m sure it’ll all get straightened out,” He downplays with a lie. “But you need to hire an attorney today.”

“Attorney? I thought you just said, ‘it’s all a mistake?’”

“I’m sure it is, but there has to be an investigation.” “You know the drill; he’ll most likely have an arraignment tomorrow morning where he’ll be formally advised of charges and his constitutional rights. I’ll let you know the time as soon as I know. Your lawyer will get in touch with the court and also keep you advised.”

“Who is this woman?

“Sky, you know I’m not at liberty to say.”

There’s a commotion at the top of the staircase. “Get your damn hands off me! I can walk myself!” The disheveled man, still in his flannel nightwear, has his bony wrists handcuffed behind his back with an officer squeezing his arm and attempting to guide him down the stairs without tumbling. I’ve never seen Noah so white. So scared.

Seconds later, they force my pajama-clad husband across the living room toward the front door. “Noah.” I jump up and catch the group on our large covered porch. “Let me talk to him!” I scream.

Morris, behind her, nods to the officers.

“You have two minutes, ma’am.”

“I’m going with you, Noah.”

Morris interrupts, “Skylar, booking and interviewing could take quite some time. You probably won’t be seeing him until after court tomorrow.”

She drills bullets into the detective’s eye before turning to her husband. “Honey, don’t say a word until we have an attorney.”

After gigantic salty rivers stream down her face for an eternity, Skylar goes to the master bathroom and grabs two aspirin tablets, thinking I’ve got to calm down. Have to get started and find a lawyer. She lays across their California King bed and continues another bawling session.

Get a grip, woman. You got things to do. Skylar cleans and dries her face in the washroom before heading to Noah’s downstairs office, where she starts a computer search of Denver attorneys. Crap, how can one city have so many lawyers? She runs computer checks on half a dozen or more firms when it hits her like a Louisville slugger. She grabs her cell phone and searches its directory. Finding the name she is looking for, she hits the call icon.

After six rings, Sky, about to give up, hears a familiar voice come on. “Hello.”

“Paula, I need help.” Not being able to hold back the tears, I sob. “I... I don’t know what... what to do.”

Paula Wren is the cold case officer Skylar shared an office with at Denver’s central station. They became close but hadn’t seen each other more than a few times, though they talked frequently since Skylar’s wedding three years prior.

“Sky?”

“Ye... yes. I’m here.”

“Shit, relax. I can’t understand a damn thing you’re saying. What the hell happened?”

“They.... uh, Morris arrested Noah.”

A pause while Wren racked her brain. “DUI?”

“No. NO! Sexual assault.”

“Shit! What the hell did he do to you, Sky?”

“Me? Nothing. Some woman claims he assaulted her at his office.”

“Who?” Before Skylar can speak, “At the dental office? How’s that damn possible? I thought he had more patients than he could handle.”

“Business is good. He’s a great dentist. We rented a second location and are looking for two dentists to run it.”

“Oh. I’m so damn sorry. I’m coming over.”

“Maybe later. I’m trying to find a lawyer, but there are so many. I was wondering if you know anyone.”

A small, strained giggle. “Sorry, never needed one.” “Hey, what’s the damn name of the woman that handled your settlement?”

“Sylvia Locus-Hayes. But she’s a civil attorney, and I need a criminal one.”

“Duh! But she’ll know a good one. Lawyers run in the same circles. I would damn well try her first.”

“You’re right, as always. I have her home number. As soon as I know what’s going on, Paula, I’ll call, and we can have dinner.”

“Great. I’ll sit by the damn phone.”

My turn to force a small giggle. “It could be a couple of days.”

“Uh... right. OK, keep me informed. I’ll call the station and see what I can find out.”

“Thank you, Paula. You’re the best.” “Oh, they took him to Lakewood.”

Skylar checked the time—nine-forty-three. Seconds after, she listens to Sylvia’s Hard Day’s Night ringtone and tries to force a smile. 

“Please leave a message, and I’ll call as soon as I return.”

Buzz. “Hello, Sylvia. This is Skylar Boroughs... uh, Kayne. Skylar Kayne. I...”

“Hello, Sky. How have you been?”

“Not good, Sylvia. My husband got arrested early this morning, and I’m hoping you can refer me to a good criminal attorney. One I can see today.”

“I know a few. What are the charges?”

“They’re accusing him of assaulting a woman at his office.”

“Let me make some calls. You’re at the same number?” She asks, but checks her phone anyway.

“Yes.”

“OK. Hang in there. Someone will call you shortly. If there is anything I can do, let me know.”

“Thank you, Sylvia. Maybe we can have lunch sometime?”

“I would like that. Anytime.”

Almost an hour later, my phone rings. “Hello.”

“Hello, my name is Scott Gross. Sylvia Lucas-Hayes asked me to call you.”

“Yes, yes, Mister Gross. My husband was arrested this morning, and we need an attorney.”

“What precinct?”

“Lakewood.”

“What’s the charge?”

“Sexual assault. That is all they would tell me.” “I know him, he did not do it!”

“I understand. I’ll go straight there and see what the exact charge is and how he’s doing and call you back in a couple of hours.

“Can we meet then?”

“After I have the facts, if I decide to take the case, we can get together in the morning to discuss the predicament and do some paperwork.”

“Won’t they arraign him in the morning?”

“Very probable. I’ll let you know the time, and we can get together before or after the hearing.”

It’s almost noon when I get off the line and go upstairs to shower and dress. Later, as I head downstairs, the front gate buzzes. I push the open button and let my friend drive in.

A minute later, I open the left side of my double solid Oak front doors. Wren stands, dripping, hair matted to her forehead, back from the door. Her hand offers a small wave complimented by a forced smile.

Before the door is fully open, Paula shoves it inward from my hand and throws her arms around me. We embrace for the longest time. Neither breaks the moment.

Eventually, I invite Paula in and escort her to the living room. “Let me get you a towel. Would you like a glass of wine?”

“Wine, hell? Get the damn scotch?”

When we settle our attempted giddiness, I fetch her a large bath towel and a scotch and soda on the rocks. Back at the bar, I pop a cork on an expensive bottle of Napa Valley Hall Cabernet Sauvignon from Noah’s collection.

Taking the largest overstuffed chair, I sit crossed-legged with my feet tucked under my butt. 

Subconsciously, I checked my nails and barely sipped my wine before Wren needed a refill. It’s going to be a long afternoon of drinking, cussing, and discussing.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

TWO

Sunday Morning



[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


“Good morning. It’s a glorious day to be with the Lord,” Pastor Jay greets as he walks to the altar of Sacred Trinity Community Church in Aurora, twenty-five miles east of Lakewood on the other side of Denver. “All rise and join me in prayer.”

Immediately after, Amen, “Please remain standing. Samantha, could you lead us in song?”

The pastor’s wife, a mid-thirties attractive, ebullient blond, bounces to the podium. “Good morning, friends. Please open your hymnals to page one-eighty-six.” 

As the sounds of turning pages fill the nave, the song leader starts, “Be Thou my vision, O Lord of my heart. Be all else but naught to me, save that Thou art.”

The choir joins in for the last two lines of the first verse: “Thou my best thought in the day and the night. Both waking and sleeping, Thy presence my light.”

Just before the second verse ends, Samantha raises her hands. “Everyone, please.”

“Be Thou my wisdom, be Thou my true word...”

At the end of the final stanza, “Chorus, one more time!” she raises her voice above the singing.

Following the audience participation, Samantha and the choir sing the bridge again before everyone joins in for a chorus refrain.

Pastor Jay replaces his wife as the choir sings the last two lines for a final time.

“Let us pray.” Hands raise, eyes close across the congregation. “Oh Lord, we have to thank You for loving us unconditionally. Forgive us when we fail to love others in the same way. Give us eyes to see the needs of the difficult people in our lives and show us how to meet those needs in a way that pleases...” He goes on and on until the sounds of uneasiness from standing too long echo throughout the chamber. “Amen. And please be seated.”

“Martha, can you come forward and read the announcements?”

As Martha Becker, the church secretary, shuffles across the stage, papers in hand, the choir sings a short stanza of “All Hail the Power of Jesus’ Name.”

A few minutes after, she finishes. “Thank you, Martha.” Pastor Jay turns to the congregation. “I hope to see all our young adults at our special showing of For Pete’s Sake, this evening at the earlier hour of six, rather than their regular seven o’clock youth meeting.” Jay looks over the parishioners. “And I would like to remind all couples that Samantha has open times available for counseling. Please sign up with her after the service.” He turns and nods to the choir.

The singers start their collection hymn. It’s a short, simple hymn with the theme of giving generously and sharing with others, designed to provide a moment of reflection and prayerful giving. Key phrases include: ‘open our hearts,’ ‘generous hands,’ ‘share what we have,’ and ‘give freely.’ The song is sung as many times as it takes for the collection plates to get pushed upon every churchgoer. The offertory servers are pros at not missing a single body, especially the generous elderly laity.

“Everyone, please open your Bible to James 1:19 as we continue our study; a servant of God.”

Pastor Jay goes on too long, as he is accustomed to. Babies cry, young children squirm, teens whisper and pass notes, and many elderly men snore as embarrassed wives poke their ribs.

The minister closes his Bible. “We’ll finish this series next Sunday. Can I get an Amen?” The pastor believes the salutation is given in agreement with his sermon and not the reality that most are thankful it’s over. “Let’s pray.”

After another tedious, overextended prayer, “We’ll see everyone in the courtyard for fellowship. And don’t forget about the punch and cookies.”

This brings laughter, followed by an arousing applause and mass exodus.

The patio behind the worship hall fills with small groups of women chatting about their walk, work, family, and everything in between pertaining to themselves. In the meantime, the men congregate into their clubs, determined by which professional sports teams they support. Children run rampant, spilling paper cups of punch, grabbing handfuls of cookies, and causing general mayhem. The teenagers sneak off to various corners and cars to do whatever teenagers do.

“Excuse me, Samantha. May I speak to you privately?”

“Oh, hi, Mr. Noble. Of course. We can step over there,” she points to a grass-less spot under a giant fir tree, “or go to my office.”

“I think your office would be more appropriate.”

As the two weave through the throng, Samantha reaches out and touches her husband’s arm. “We’ll be in my office for a minute, honey.”

A quick look and ‘fine’ before his head snaps back, and he finishes his sentence as though there was never an interruption.

“How are things with Rochelle coming?” Samantha asks Brain, loud even to be heard by many.

Brian answers in same, “Real good. You’ve been a tremendous help. We’re making concrete wedding plans.”

“Wonderful. Wonderful!”

The pair enter an ancillary building that houses Sunday school rooms, the youth rec room, meeting rooms, a large assembly room with a kitchen, and Samantha’s office, among others.

She leads Brian down the hall to her office. Opening the door, she steps inside. Brian follows and closes the door behind him. Instantly they embrace, which quickly turns into open-mouth ravaging. And fondling by both parties.

After many minutes, with Noble getting serviced, the couple take turns composing themselves in her washroom and then return to the fellowship.

Samantha peers around the thinning crowd for her husband. Not finding him right off, she asks people where he is. An older, blue-haired woman taps her on the shoulder. Through a devilish grin, she whispers, “I think he went to his office. I heard Martha tell him they had a couple of things to go over before tonight’s service.”
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Lakewood Station
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Lieutenant Corbet Morris and homicide detectives Patrick Mulligan and Ian Roach escort Noah Boroughs through the Lakewood police station to the processing area. They fingerprint and mug shoot their suspect before having an officer lead the prisoner into interview room A.

Morris peers at Roach. “You can observe through the glass. Pat, you come in with me. I’m taking the lead on this interview, detective.” Mulligan cannot be sure if his boss, being new to his position, needs to prove himself or if he is protecting his friend—Noah’s wife, Skylar.

“Have a seat, Mr. Boroughs,” Morris orders, and points at the chair opposite his. “Mulligan, you can remove the handcuffs?”

The prisoner massages each wrist vigorously, gaping at the red rings made from the over-tightened restraints. Noah releases his hands and squirms in the chair between the side wall and desk, all while studying his custodian.

First, Morris pulls a small card from his shirt pocket and reads the Miranda warning, not that he doesn’t know it by heart, but wants to be sure he doesn’t misspeak as he reads the letter of the law. “Do you understand your rights, as I have stated?”

Noah raises his lowered head and nods.

“This session is being recorded. You’ll have to make verbal acknowledgments.”

“I understand.”

“Good. Do you know why we’re here?”

“No. I want my phone call.”

“We’ll get to that shortly. I just have a couple of questions. You’re a dentist?”

“Yes. And operate a successful practice here in Lakewood for many years.”

“How many patients do you service, Noah? May I call you Noah?”

“Close to fifteen hundred, and I’m adding a second location.”

“Very impressive, Doctor.” Morris’s eyes widen slightly as he raises a corner of his lip, appearing overconfident. The detective’s contemptuous position doesn’t fool Boroughs.

“Do you know...” Morris checks his notepad for effect. “Mrs. Samantha Forthright?”

The doctor rubs his forehead and squints in confusion as he tries to place the name. “Sounds vaguely familiar, but I’m not sure if she’s a patient or not.”

“I guess it’s hard to remember every face with so many patients.” The lieutenant pretends to be sympathetic and understanding, though he doesn’t believe most words out of any prisoner’s mouth. “Maybe if you see her picture?” he slides a photo across the desk.

Noah glances down at the woman’s face but can’t pull away, studying it too long.

For the first time, the bad cop breaks the silence. Mulligan states, “I know you recognize her! She’s been coming to your office for three years.”

Noah slowly shakes his head. “I’m sure I’d remember such an attractive woman, but I don’t recall ever seeing this one as a patient or outside the office. I need my call now!”

“Noah, Mrs. Forthright’s lawyer filed a sexual assault complaint with our department. She claims that when she was coming out of anesthesia, you had her blouse undone, bra up, and were fondling her breasts.”

“That’s ridiculous! I’m a married man. And wouldn’t she have confronted me immediately?”

“I wouldn’t think so. What did she say to you at the time?”

“Nothing! There was nothing to say. Besides, I am not in the treatment room when a patient wakes. As busy as I am, I am on to the next crisis.”

“That makes sense. Why do you think this woman would make up such a story?”

“How would I know? Maybe she harbors fantasies about me.”

“Fantasies! Interestingly, you would think that. Mrs. Forthright is an extremely devoted Christian. She and her husband have been happily married for many years. Also, she is the principal of Mile High Christian Academy and a highly respected lady in this community,” Mulligan challenges.

“A person’s occupation or family situation has no bearing on anyone’s reveries,” Boroughs comments, barely loud enough to be heard.

“Reveries? What the hell are you talking about?” Mulligan presses.

“Reveries, uh, pleasant dreams.”

“Is that what you are calling your sick mind?”

“Pat, can you get us a drink? I’d like a coffee, if you don’t mind,” Morris takes over.

Mulligan stomps out. Kachuck! He slams the door behind him. “Sorry, Noah. Patrick can be a little harsh at times. Tell me what you remember about Mrs. Forthright’s last visit?”

“I told you, I don’t remember this woman. Last visit, first visit, or any visit. I want a lawyer.”

Morris stands. “Why do you need an attorney, Noah?”

“I’m not answering any more of your idiotic questions!”

“You haven’t answered any yet.”

“And I’m not going to! I want my call, NOW!”

“Sit tight. I’ll be back.”

Morris joins his partner in the hallway. “That bastard did it.”

“What are you doing out here?”

“He lawyered up. We’ll let him cool for a while and see if he comes up with another story.”

An hour and a half afterward, Morris walks into the interview room and throws an orange jumpsuit and a pair of plastic orange slippers onto the table. “Put these on and leave your clothes on the desk. I’ll be back and take you to make a phone call.” At the door, he turns back to Boroughs. “Did you think of anything you would like to tell me?”

“As a matter of fact, I did. That woman started flirting and coming on to me from the start. She asked me out for a drink after our first visit. Of course, I refused! I love my wife and would never do anything to jeopardize my marriage.”

“So you’re saying she wanted you?”

“Absolutely, and certainly wasn’t shy about letting me know.”

“Did she ever call you, uh, personally, at the office or home?”

“I never give out my home number to any patient, but she did phone two, uh, maybe three times to try and hook up.” He rapidly adds, “At the office! Is my attorney here yet?”

“You haven’t called one. What would make you think one would just show up?”

“I’m sure Sky, uh, my wife, would call one. She doesn’t believe your crap any more than I do.”

“When you’re dressed, knock on the door, and an officer will take you to the phone.”

“Can’t I have my cell?”

“No. We’re analyzing it.”

“There is nothing to analyze. I’m innocent.” His distressed face and wrinkled brow slump.

In his office, Morris orders, “Get a hold of the duty officer and instruct him to wait outside the interview room and take Boroughs to make a call. No more the fifteen minutes!”

Not much later, “Answer the phone, Sky.” Noah mutters under his breath as he stands at the counter, holding the receiver.

After two attempts with no answer, “That’s enough, Boroughs. You can try again in a couple of hours.”

The uniform leads the orange-clad prisoner to an empty cell and locks him in.

“Good afternoon, Sergeant. I’m here to see Noah Boroughs.”

The desk man doesn’t verbally respond, but picks up the phone. “There is some lawyer here to see Boroughs.”

The officer turns to the man. “Take a seat. Someone will be right down.”

Twenty-four minutes later, Detective Ian Roach arrives at the front desk. He looks at the back of the plump attorney, standing at the window while on his cell. “Are you waiting for me?”

The man turns his whole body and holds up his sausage index finger as he keeps talking.

Flabbergasted, Roach heads back up the hallway.

“Excuse me!” the man yells as he tries to catch up before the self-closing door locks him out.

Without turning, the detective states, “Name.”

“Attorney Scott Gross.”

After leading the lawyer down a short maze of hallways and up a flight of stairs, he stops at a door and peers into the small, off-center, vertical window.

“Is Boroughs in there?”

Roach doesn’t answer, just swings the door open and stands holding it. As Gross squeezes past the detective, he instructs, “I need the complaint, arrest warrant, and charges filed.”

An officer leads Noah into the room. Boroughs stares at the mountain. “Are you my lawyer?”

Gross puts an index finger to his lips.

“Take a seat, Gross. I’ll remove the cuffs and shackles,” the uniform instructs.

The lawyer doesn’t move and stays on his feet.

Meanwhile, the prisoner and his Savior size each other up without comment until the officer closes the door behind himself.

“Hello, Noah. I’m Attorney Scott Gross.” He sidles into a chair at the adjacent side of the desk while pulling a handkerchief from his inside coat pocket and wiping his dripping forehead.

“My wife call you?”

“I talked to Skylar, but she knew little. Why don’t you tell me why you’re here?”

Boroughs shrugs. “I don’t know. Some crazy woman devised a cockamamie story about me molesting her. Probably wants money. I haven’t ever even met this woman.”

The door opens, and a man enters. He lays a few papers on the desk while eyeballing the man. The attorney, unkempt—no suit or tie. Blue jeans and a button-down wrinkled shirt partially tucked in, sporting large wet spots under each arm. “I’m Lieutenant Morris. Here are the papers you requested.”

“Thanks. Can you leave us alone?”

Morris instructs, “Knock on the door when you’re finished.”

Gross picks up the top couple of sheets and reads every word. He then glances at the prisoner before rereading it. 

Finally, Gross drops the sheets and glares at Boroughs, through half-open lids, with eyebrows down and together and his upper lip turned in an upside-down U. “Who is this woman?”

The angry, distrusted face scares Noah, who murmurs, “A patient.”

“For how long? How many times have you treated her?” he wants clarification.

“I don’t know.... a couple.... maybe a few. I don’t know this woman.”

Gross glares at the man, who just changed his story before he goes on.

The men talk for an hour, going over Noah’s story countless times.

Eventually, Gross goes to the door and knocks loudly. Turning back to his client, “I’m going to get water. Do you want anything?”

“No.” The doctor twists and turns his hands while wiggling uncomfortably in his seat.

The door opens, and Gross asks where to find a vending machine. 

“Follow me, Sir.”

Before moving, the lawyer looks at Boroughs. “Have your story straight by the time I get back!” He’s gone, and the door closes, and the lock clicks.

Twenty minutes pass before the door reopens. Gross sets a water and chocolate bar in front of the dentist.

“That took a long time.”

“Had to pee. You changed and added to your story. Now I need the truth, Noah. I can’t...”

The doctor interrupts, “I told you the truth. I don’t know why this woman is accusing me of anything!”

“Your arraignment is scheduled for nine tomorrow. For any kind of defense, I need one story, and it better be the truth!”

After glaring back and forth, Gross struggles to his feet and states, “I’ll see you in the morning before the hearing.”

After a long, puzzling, and tearful afternoon, Skylar receives a call from Scott Gross, Esq. He explains the charges against her husband and the arraignment time. “Noah should receive a twenty-thousand dollar bail amount. You should be prepared to post or make arrangements with a bonding agent if you want him released until trial.”

“I don’t have that kind of cash lying around and would need to go to the bank, but won’t have time before the trial.”

“The trial will come later. The arraignment only states the charges, conveys the defendant’s constitutional rights, plea, and sets bail if warranted. It should last no more than fifteen minutes. If a bail gets set, you can go back and pay it later. Also, since he’s never been in trouble and an upstanding, professional member of society with roots in the community, there is a chance that he could be released on his own recognizance. But that would be very slim.” “And my retainer fee is ten thousand dollars.”

“Ten thousand dollars for this appearance?”

Laughing, “That’s only to start. If we have to go to trial, it’ll go higher. But if we can clear this up easily, you’ll get refunded any unused portion of the retainer. We’ll go over everything in the morning. I’ll see Noah at eight, and we can talk at eight-thirty. After court, we’ll have to go to my office and sign papers to set up formal representation.”

“I understand, Mr. Gross.”

“Call me Scott. I’ll see you at eight-thirty. Try to get some rest this evening.”

Off the line, Skylar plops onto her sofa and grabs the remote to turn on the TV. Flipping aimlessly through channels, she comes upon a breaking news story: “This just in. A prominent dentist in Lakewood has been arrested for sexual assault.” Noah Boroughs’s portrait fills the screen, which fades into his current mugshot. “Noah Boroughs...”

After the report, I turn off the set and lie across the couch, crying until I fall asleep.
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It’s just after seven o’clock Monday morning when Homicide Detective Patrick Mulligan and his partner, Ian Roach, in their black Chevrolet Tahoe plainwrap, follow their department’s transport van into the underground sallyport at the Lakewood courthouse. Soon, the men unload a handcuffed and shackled Noah Boroughs and other prisoners, escorting them into the receiving area. After their prisoners are safely locked in an upstairs holding cell, Mulligan and Roach head to the cafeteria for coffee while they wait for their lieutenant.

An hour later, Skylar Boroughs enters the county municipal building through the front door. She reaches the security check station. “Can you tell where courtroom twenty-four is?”

Both officers eye the attractive woman, dressed in a Navy blazer over a cream blouse with a knee-length beige skirt jutting below. Mrs. Boroughs knows well that warm, neutral colors reflect humility.

“Do you have any electronic devices: cell phone, camera, tablet, or laptop?”

“Yes, I have a cell.”

“You’ll need to take it back to your vehicle?”

“You’re kidding?”

“No.”

I hurry back to my little red Porsche. Though the top’s up, I still would rather lock it in the trunk along with my purse and rush back to the security check.

“Satisfied?” With my eyes slightly enlarged, brows raised, and my top lip curled at one corner, I hold my hands up and twist them as though I am polishing a vase. “Now, where is courtroom twenty-four?”

“Step through the scanner, Miss.”

I let out an enormous sigh. Contempt covers my disgusted face before I walk through the electronic arch.

“There’s an information counter against the wall.”

“You can’t just direct me?”

“Next!”

Skylar huffs over to a directory board next to the elevators and mumbles, “Second floor. Right.”

Three minutes after, I’m sardined in the overcrowded cab with suited attorneys and assorted riffraff. Soon, I am outside door twenty-four. I scan over a docket list pinned to the wall but cannot find ‘Noah Boroughs.’ I reach into my jacket pocket for my phone to check the time. “Damn it.” I groan under my breath.

“Excuse me, did you say something?”

I look over my shoulder, “No,” and study the filling hallway. “Yes, do you have the time?”

“Eight-thirty,” He states as he sits on the wooden bench without looking up or checking the time.

“Skylar!”

I spin. A man, I assume my lawyer, waves from outside the elevator. The fast-moving herd behind him cannot help but jostle the man as they desperately try to scurry around the mountain. A fellow of his stature should never wear a light gray plaid suit. My God, doesn’t he have someone to help him dress? I walk quickly towards him.

“They moved Noah’s hearing to the third floor.”

Once moving upwards on the full lift, I ask, “Are we pleading innocent?”

Gross puts a finger to his lips.

What’s the damn secret? Everyone on the Front Range has heard by now.

The chamber stops. The gaggle, including me and Gross, step out.

“We’ll sit over there.” Scott points a sausage at a solid-looking wooden bench. Before we get there, another team has taken it over. Gross keeps shambling along. Several feet down the corridor, he stops and leans against the wall. I wait while he puffs and catches his breath. “We’re pleading, not guilty, to answer your question. I spoke to Noah again this morning. What has he told you?”

“Nothing. I haven’t talked with him since they hauled him away. I called yesterday afternoon, and they told me he would not be available until after hours and not to go down there.”

“Didn’t he phone you?”

“He did, but wouldn’t really talk—afraid they were listening, I guess. Thou he mentioned that you and he talked. And nothing can be done until after the arraignment. He was adamant he didn’t even know the woman and is innocent.”

“Good.” The attorney bolsters her hope, though he’s not convinced of his client’s innocence. “If we cannot get him released immediately and you visit him in lockup, don’t discuss the case. They do listen to everything.”

“Skylar!” Paula Wren comes running down the hallway. Upon reaching us, she throws her arms around me and squeezes for the longest time before whispering, “I’m so damn sorry. I’m sure they wrongfully accused Noah. How the hell are you holding up?”

“Not good. Had a rough night. It’ll get better after I take him home today and we talk.”

“I’m going to the washroom. I’ll meet you inside room three-one. We are first up.” Gross waddles away.

“Listen, Sky, you know the damn drill. Even after his release, it takes a couple of hours. You know, to transport back to jai... uh, downtown and all the damn paperwork. Rather than sitting around, we’ll go for coffee and figure this shit out.”

“Thanks, Paula. We better go in.” I give her shoulder a light squeeze.

The room was almost empty, except for reporters. Wren and I sit in the first row for many minutes, holding hands, before Gross rambles his way past us and mashes his mass into a wooden swivel seat at the defense table on the other side of the railing. I watch his ordeal in horror, hoping, praying he doesn’t hit the floor. How is this blimpo ever going to dazzle a jury?

“All rise. The Honorable Russel West, presiding.”

Judge West takes the bench. “Please be seated.” “Bring in the defendant.” Two officers lead orange-clad Noah, hands cuffed over his stomach, to the defense side. The female officer remotes the cuffs and orders Boroughs to take a seat next to his lawyer.

“Good morning. Miss Calzina, is the State ready?”

The prosecutor, Brie Calzina, jumps to her to feet, “Yes, Your Honor.”

He turns to the defense, “And you are?”

Struggling to his feet and stretching his suit coat past its limits, he manages to fasten one button out of the three. “Scott Gross for the defense, Sir.”

“I don’t believe you’ve been before me before?”

“No, Your Honor.”

“This proceeding is the arraignment of Noah Boroughs. The charges are: aggravated criminal sexual assault, criminal sexual abuse, and criminal sexual battery. Does your client understand these charges?”

“He does, Your Honor.”

“How does the defendant plead?”

Scott whispers to Noah, “Stand and state, not guilty.”

Boroughs complies and retakes his seat.

“Your honor, Mr. Boroughs is a prominent dentist and member of this community, with no previous criminal activity, not even a parking ticket. The charges against my client are unfounded, and we request that bail be waived at this time and my client released on his own recognizance, which is completely within bounds in this situation.” The man’s hands animate with every word.

“Your Honor...” Calzina, quickly on her feet, “...late last evening, a second woman came forward and filed a similar complaint. We believe there could possibly be more and respectfully request no bail and that the defendant be remanded into custody. Thank you.”

“Mr. Boroughs is an upstanding citizen and long-time resident of Lakewood. He and his wife own a large home adjacent to Fox Hollow Country Club, a commercial dental office, and other properties in the Denver area. And is in the process of setting up a second dental location. His business employs many personnel who depend on him. He is certainly not a flight risk and only wants the opportunity to clear his name. It serves no benefit to keep Dr. Boroughs incarcerated.” Gross plops down. I swear the room shook like we were at the epicenter of a 7.2 earthquake. His one secure button pops and jettisons across the floor.

Judge West looks down, writing for quite a few seconds. He finally raises his eyes. “Bail set at ninety-five thousand dollars.” The adjudicator looks at his computer screen. “The preliminary hearing, set for ten days from now; Thursday the nineteenth at nine o’clock.” The gavel smacks its hardwood sound-block, and the judge stands.

“All rise!” the bailiff shouts.

Noah, again handcuffed, is taken out.

Scott swivels toward Skylar, his eyes freeze her in place until the courtroom empties.

“Do you have the money to pay a cash bond?” he questions in a low voice.

“Nobody keeps that much money on hand. I’ll need to shuffle some things around. How does it work?”

“You pay the court, and Noah will be freed until trial.” He adds, “Unless he becomes a flight risk, and the judge revokes the bail. Understood?” “We need to meet in my office and finalize our agreement.” He hands her his business card.

Skylar studies it, trying to place the address. Her eyes go up. “You’re taking our case?”

“Yes. Are you familiar with Sixteenth Street Mall?”

“I know the building.”

“Good, suite 320. I’ll see you there in a few minutes.”

“I need to see Noah first.”

“They won’t transport him until all the morning cases are heard. You can visit him after the lunch hour.”

Skylar looks away and spots Paula waiting patiently by the exit door. “I’ll see you at your office.” She goes straight to her friend. Before Wren moves, Skylar slides her arm into hers and pulls her onto a bench. Tears start falling.

“I’m so damn sorry, Sky.” Paula grabs her hand and holds it quietly, waiting.

After many minutes of sobbing, thinking, and sobbing more, I lay out my plans. “I have to go to Gross’ office. While I’m there, I’ll get the names of the two women and drop them off at your office. I’m hoping you can run background checks on them.” I think for many seconds, before, “I have to go to a bonding company and then the jail after one.”

“Sky, what do you think of Gross?”

“He came highly recommended by Sylvia Locus-Hayes.”

“I hope he does you right.” “Why the hell wouldn’t he change his name to Smith or Brown?”

We laugh and laugh for many minutes. “Call me, and I’ll get right on the women. Maybe we could get some lunch before you visit, Noah?”

“Sounds good, Paula. Uh, we’ll check on time when I stop by.” “OK, I better take off.”

Twenty minutes later, Skylar finds parking in the busy downtown region close to Gross’ building and walks to his office.

The lawyer is courteous, but all business. His round face doesn’t give away any thoughts or feelings. “Mrs. Boroughs, with a second woman coming forward, we could very well go to trial and need to start preparing our defense.”

“What can we possibly say?” I can’t fight back my tears.

“Skylar, let me worry about that. I must warn you, the press is going to have a field day, and it will get ugly. You need to be prepared for the fallout. People you thought were friends will turn against you. You’ll get blamed for your husband’s actions and not, uh, reporting his behavior yourself.”

“Reporting? I had no idea!” My face scrunches. “You think he did it?”

“I don’t know, and it does not concern me. My job is the best defense possible. We’ll get through this. Now we have some paperwork, and I’ll need a retainer. To start, I’ll need the check for ten thousand dollars.”

“How much do you think this, uh, whole mess, will cost?”

“It depends on how credible the victims are and how much evidence the prosecution has. A full-blown trial could cost upward of a quarter million dollars or more.”

After he covers the contract and expected expenses—a private investigator, expert witnesses, character witnesses, a paralegal, and other pertinent personnel—I write out the check. Scott thanks me and tries to reassure me. I cut him off and ask the names of the two women.

“Samantha Forthright is the first, and the second is anonymous at this time. We’ll know more after disclosure and discovery. Don’t contact Forthright or anyone connected to her family. I’ll need Noah’s files on her as soon as you can get it.”

“I understand.” Paula and I will run this woman’s background inside out.

“Do you know a bond agent?”

“Of course not! Why would I?”

“There is good company just down the street that I can recommend.”

Skylar stands on the sidewalk, reading the window sign; Bail Bonds Today’s, when she’s interrupted, “Hello, Skylar.”

I regain my composure and turn. A light shines in my eyes. A microphone cast into my face. “Do you remember me? Ella Timmins, KNDS Denver. Can I ask you a question about your husband?”

“I thought you were Arts & Entertainment?”

“I’ve been in the newsroom for a couple of years now. When did you learn about Noah’s behavior?”

“What the hell? Leave me alone!” Skylar rushes into the bonding company.

“Is Mr. Hall available?”

The woman picks up the line. “There is someone to see you.” She puts her hand over the receiver and asks Sky’s name. “Mrs. Boroughs.” “Yes.” “Alright.” “Please have a seat. He’ll be right with you.”

A few moments after, “Mrs. Boroughs, please follow me.”

The secretary leads Skylar into a back office. After quick introductions, Edgar Hall asks what he can do for me.

“I need to post bond for my husband.”

“We can help with that. How much is his bail?”

“Ninety-five thousand.”

Hall’s eyes enlarge, but he overlooks commenting. “Our fee is ten percent. Non-refundable. We accept cash, credit card, or money order.”

“That seems excessive.”

“Normal fees range from ten to twenty percent. You’re on the low end.”

“How long does it take?”

“We can post today, and he should be released shortly after.”

Skylar pulls an AMX card from her purse and lays it on Hall’s desk. In return, the man pulls a contract from his drawer and slides it towards Sky. “We just need your signature.” They spend a few minutes going over details and Skylar signs.

“Let me go run your card. I’ll be right back.”

At Denver Central Police Station, Mrs. Boroughs goes directly up to Wren’s office. She passes a couple of officers she knows along the way, but most personnel are unfamiliar with her. She doesn’t speak to or acknowledge anyone and receives the same cold shoulder.

Paula’s door is open, but Sky closes it after entering.

“Everything go well?”

“No. I’m pissed—this is a lot more expensive than I anticipated.”

“Everything always is. Did you post the damn bail?”

“Yes. Noah will be released later today. I have the name of the first complainant, Samantha Forthright.”

“Let’s type in her damn name and see what the hell pops up, then we get out of here for a bite.”
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Dentist Noah Boroughs sits in the back of the police transfer van with half a dozen other inmates, all ankle-shackled and handcuffed. A large, burly man with a badly pocked face is next to him. The monster studies his neatly groomed mate and asks, “What’s you do, man?”

Noah, deep in thought with a wrinkled forehead, does not realize the giant is talking to him and doesn’t answer until he almost gets his shoulder dislodged. “What the hell?”

“I’m talking to, man. What you in for?”

After studying the brute’s marred face, the dentist mumbles, “A misunderstanding.”

The group erupts. Someone yells, “Yeah, me too.” Another, “None of us did nothing, man.” And a third, “I didn’t, but the bastard police caught me, anyway.” The fun goes on until a guard screams, “Shut up!” The rest of the trip back to the Jefferson County Detention Center is silent.

Parking in the fortified sallyport, the van door swings open. Boroughs’ expressionless face looks over the four rifle-carrying guards. Two more appear coming through the door, and the man in charge yells, “Disembark one at a time, and form a single line four feet apart!”

Sitting closest to the open door, Boroughs struggles over the thick diamond-plate bumper and hobbles toward the lead officer. “Stop right here.” Noah continues to clank along to the exact spot pointed out.

When the line gets formed, with all uniforms in place—one in front, one on each side, and the remaining three in the rear positions—the inmates follow the lead officer through the building to the cell quadrant on the first floor. From there, officers disperse the prisoners to each assigned cement cubical.

“Hold up, Tobias, Boroughs! We’re housing you together.”

Noah and his new bunkmate, the pocked-face brute, are led to a cell neither man had previously been held. One uniform removes their shackles and steps into the hallway, slamming the heavy steel door behind him. He orders Pock-face to the bars and instructs him to turn around and slip his hands through the four-inch slot. The brute has to bend his knees before scrunching forward away from the slot. It’s difficult for him to comply with the order before a guard removes the cuffs. “Step back. Boroughs, your turn.”

As Noah moves past the incorrigible inmate, he gets jostled so hard in the shoulder that he falls to the floor. “On your feet, Boroughs, and get to the door!”

Once the officers stride away, the larger man exhibits a toothless grin. “I got bottom.”

“Take whatever bunk you want. I won’t be here long.”

“So?”

“So, what?”

“So, why are you here, man?”

“I told you. It’s all a misunderstanding.” Noah is not willing to discuss his problems.

“Cut the shit, man. What did they charge you with?”

The dentist stares at his toothless bunkmate. Finally, lying, “They’re trying to pin obstruction on me. It’s all about money. I have more
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