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Chapter 1
 

The woman sat in her study looking at the screen on her laptop. She made a few more entries and stared once again. She was nothing if not meticulous in her recordkeeping. Everything balanced to the penny. Satisfied, she turned her attention to the yellow legal pad on her desk and picked up her mechanical pencil. It was the same one she’d bought herself when she was sixteen years old. It had been a part of her for over thirty years. She carefully wrote the heading To Do on the top of the page and underlined it twice. She had repeated this exact routine almost every afternoon of her life. 

Before entering the first item on her list, she picked up the lead crystal tumbler that held a generous amount of Famous Grouse. There were three ice cubes in the dark amber liquid. She placed her left index finger in the mixture and stirred in a circular motion exactly three times. After tapping her finger twice on the rim, she licked off the remaining Scotch. She slowly lifted the glass to her lips and took a healthy swallow. She breathed deeply and smiled before setting the tumbler back on its heavy square coaster. She didn’t even need to look when she put it exactly in the center. Some things just came naturally. 

The woman returned her attention to her list. She wrote Balance checkbook even though she had just completed that task. She added Set up meeting with Karl, Get birthday card for Susan, Organize bedroom closet and Go to grocery store. She crossed off the first item and took another drink, again placing the glass on the center of its coaster. What she really needed to do was to find two replacements for the two who’d been killed a couple months ago. But that wasn’t something she would put on her to-do list. She took another sip and leaned back in her tall, dark leather chair. Only a few minutes passed before she heard the front door open. 

A few months ago she would have assumed it was her girlfriend coming in, but things had changed. Her girlfriend of two years had packed her bags and moved to San Francisco with little warning. Her only explanation had been that she needed to find herself. She wasn’t the kind to chase after anyone, so she let her girlfriend go without an argument, but she’d kept her anger inside. The only thing she’d made sure of was that her girlfriend took nothing more than what she had arrived with. At least that memory usually made her happy. She was still smiling when her assistant came into the study. 

 

“Hey, boss,” Jan said, her voice deep and husky as usual. A voice, she knew, that earned its tone from many years of heavy drinking and smoking. “Can I get you anything?” 

The woman shook her head and gestured to one of the leather club chairs across from her desk. “Make yourself a drink, Jan. We’ve got a lot of ground to cover tonight.” She ran her fingers through her hair on the right side, three times. 

Jan mixed herself a rum and Coke, carefully replacing the bottles on the bar. She picked up the ashtray from the shelf below the bar. Even though her boss didn’t smoke, she didn’t mind if Jan did as long as she emptied the ashtray when she left. There was a metal can with a lid for just that purpose. Before sitting down she made sure there was a coaster on the end table, another one of her boss’s quirks. Satisfied, she sat down, crossed her legs and lit a cigarette. 

Jan had worked for the woman for over ten years now. She did a little bit of everything, and her best qualities were that she was smart, worked hard and kept her mouth shut. She wasn’t afraid to either break the law or someone’s jaw and for that she was paid handsomely. She also knew enough not to ever mention the somewhat obsessive traits her boss often displayed, like insisting on checking her bank balance at least ten times a day. She waited patiently for her boss to begin. 

“We need to find another judge,” the woman said, “and we need to figure out which lawyer can take over Butch’s job.” 

Jan nodded and took a sip of her drink. She knew no response was needed at this time. Her boss was just thinking out loud. The judge would be a tough call. They’d had Judge Smith on their payroll for years and things had been going smoothly until some crazed woman had killed both the judge and an attorney, Butch Henley. This had put a real crimp in their organization. 

“Judge Smith was an asshole, but we had him by the balls,” the woman said. “We still have Judge Carmen, but he’s only good for the small stuff. His appetite for young Asian girls is embarrassing for him, but not enough to push him. What about Judge Wilson? Did you get the video on him yet?” 

Jan smiled and set her drink on its coaster. She put out her cigarette and produced a DVD and a few photos from her old gray backpack and handed them to her boss. “We’ve got about two hours total on the DVD. I made a couple still photos from it.” He’d been using their services for about six months now. “He’s done a few things for us in court and there’s been no problem so far. He’s married and has two young boys of his own. In fact, they’re about the same age as the ones he asks for from us. He’s also active in his church and has the backing of the local Republican Party. I think he’s perfect.” 

The woman looked at the photos, frowned in disgust, then quickly pushed them back across her desk. Jan smiled, tucking them back inside her bag. 

“Okay. What about a replacement for Butch? Do you think Bill Hogan can handle things?” 

“I talked to Mike this morning and he thinks that Bill’s the best choice. He can handle the additional cases. Mike says we can pay him a little less if we give him a supply of ecstasy and GHB.” That was the popular date rape drug. 

Mike Johnson was a senior detective on the Fairfield Police Department in Missouri. Jan had worked with him off and on for almost twenty years and his take on people was rarely wrong. He was also the only one with the exception of her who knew who actually ran this organization. Jan knew her boss had always been very careful about that. 

The woman nodded. “Tell Mike to go ahead, but he needs to take things slowly. I want to be sure these guys are on board. And make sure you’ve got enough on both these guys to make them squirm if we need them to.” 

The woman turned to her laptop and typed in a few things. She was frowning as she emptied her glass. Jan quickly rose to refill the drink. She placed the fresh one back on its coaster and made sure it was centered. The woman nodded and looked at her glass. Jan had made sure it was filled exactly right. Out of habit the woman put her left index finger in the liquid and stirred three times. She tapped her finger twice on the rim and licked up the last drop. After a long swallow she replaced the glass on the coaster. 

“It’s going to take at least another couple months for us to get back up to speed,” she hissed. “All because of that psycho bitch.” 

Jan nodded but said nothing. She pulled out another cigarette, lit it and slowly exhaled the smoke. She’d seen her boss upset before, but this seemed more extreme than usual. Jan supposed it was because her girlfriend had left at about the same time as the murders. She tried to soothe her. “It shouldn’t be a problem, boss. Mike will get these guys up to speed in no time and we’ll be back as strong as ever. And if Davey can make us this new designer drug, we may have an even larger market.” 

The woman was adjusting items on her desk, apparently making sure each one was in its exact right place. “I know,” she responded with a sigh. 

Davey was the boss’s younger brother and at thirty-nine years old, he would rather play video games than work. He’d had a few jobs when he was younger, but his inability to work with others always resulted in him getting fired. The man was brilliant, Jan thought, and wrote his own computer games. He was also an excellent chemist and supplied the organization with all the drugs they needed. Even though he cooked, he never used. But as long as he could cook enough to meet the supply, his sister let him play as often as he liked. She paid him well and he always seemed content when Jan saw him. 

“Davey told me yesterday he’s just about got the formula right,” the boss said. “We should have some samples by the weekend. But that doesn’t help this situation. If that bitch hadn’t killed Judge Smith and Butch, we’d be ahead of the game. Where is she now? I want her dead.” 

The “psycho bitch” was actually a woman who’d been infatuated with Toni Barston, an assistant prosecuting attorney, several months ago. She’d killed Judge Smith and Butch, a lawyer, out of a distorted love for Toni. The two dead men had worked for the woman and their demise created a slump in her business. 

“She’s in a locked psych ward with twenty-four-hour guards. The cops are all over this. Mike told me that she also injured two women, one of them an assistant prosecuting attorney and the other an investigator. Apparently the psycho woman was in love with the attorney and was killing anyone who she thought this attorney didn’t like.” 

“So this psychotic bitch killed our guys because she wanted to get in the attorney’s pants? Who is this dyke lawyer?” 

“Her name is Toni Barston and she’s given us some trouble before.” 

“Find out everything you can about her. I don’t want her to give us any more shit.” The woman logged onto her bank account and dismissed Jan with a wave of her hand. 

Jan left, shaking her head. She assumed that the loss of the judge and attorney had finally affected the bottom line and that’s why her boss was concerned. Disgusted, she slammed her car door shut. I saw this coming the day they were killed. 



Chapter 2
 

Toni Barston sat at her desk in the Fairfield Metropolitan Prosecuting Attorney’s Office and looked at her pile of cases. She was glad to be back to work full time. She’d received a concussion and two broken fingers on her right hand from a crazed woman about two months ago. Her hand was basically healed, but it still gave her trouble every once in a while and her typing was dreadfully slow. She felt glad to just be alive. She was studying a preliminary file on a murder charge when she heard a knock on her door. 

“Hey, gorgeous,” Boggs said, poking her head inside. “Got a minute?” 

Toni grinned and motioned her inside. Victoria “Boggs” Boggsworth was one of the investigators at the prosecuting attorney’s office and there was no doubt she was the best. She was also Toni’s lover of almost eight months. Boggs was five-feet six-inches tall with an incredibly athletic body. Her hair was short and stylish, light brown with a few gray strands scattered about. At thirty-nine years old she could still turn heads, and her green eyes were the kind that made you look twice. Her voice was deep and a little gravelly. She could make Toni’s knees weak with just a few words. 

“Stop saying things like that. You know our rule—work is work. Okay?” 

Boggs grinned. “I know, but it’s true. You are gorgeous. But okay, I’ll try to contain myself. Unless, of course, you want me to close your door and then you can discipline me.” 

Toni rolled her eyes, but she was smiling. “Maybe later. What’s up?” 

“You got the Martin case, right?” 

“Yeah. I was just looking at it. The police report is pretty straightforward. Martin shot the victim, let’s see . . . Kevin Tucker, kicked him a few times while calling him a fag and then shot him again. He was sitting next to the body when the police arrived. The officer called it a ‘hate crime’ in his report.” Toni was slowly shaking her head. Sometimes she just couldn’t understand the stupidity of people. 

“Right,” Boggs said. “But I talked to a couple people this morning and something doesn’t sound right to me.” 

“You don’t think Martin is our guy?” Toni asked. 

“No, he’s our guy for sure.” Boggs stretched her legs out and leaned back in the chair. “But I don’t think it’s a hate crime. I talked to the neighbors and Martin’s sister. Martin’s son was gay and Martin was involved with PFLAG. And his son died two weeks ago from a drug overdose.” 

“Do we know anything about the victim?” 

“I’m looking into that. He’s got a few priors, mostly misdemeanor possession charges, but I’m going to ask around. Are you going to talk to Martin?” 

“He’s got a public defender,” Toni said as she looked at the file. “Jill Barger. I know her from law school. I’ll give her a call and see if I can set something up. If this isn’t a hate crime, it’ll take a lot of years off his sentence.” 

Boggs stood up to leave. “I’ll let you know what I find out, okay? And how about if I bring dinner over tonight? We can have a quick bite to eat, but then I’ve got to do some laundry. Someone kept me so busy over the weekend I never had a chance to wash clothes. I’m down to my ‘emergency’ underwear, for God’s sake.” 

Toni laughed. “That sounds wonderful, but why don’t you just bring your laundry over to my place? We can do it while we eat and then maybe watch a movie or something.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Hell, yes. Now go away so I can get some work done. And let me know if you find out anything new, okay?” 

Boggs crossed the tiny office, heading not for the door but straight toward Toni. She leaned down and kissed her passionately. Toni reacted immediately, putting her arms up around Boggs’s strong shoulders. She felt her entire body pulse. Boggs pulled away and winked at her before leaving. It took Toni several minutes to regain her focus. She sometimes had a difficult time after seeing Boggs because the thought of making love with her still drove her crazy. Working in the same office with someone you were in love with wasn’t easy. She shook off her thoughts of lust and put in a call to Jill, scheduling a meeting for later in the day. 

By the time Jill arrived, Toni had learned from Boggs that Kevin Tucker, the victim, might have had ties to a drug organization. Although he’d never been specifically linked, he’d been a person of interest. She also knew that Harold Martin had no criminal record and had been employed as a mechanic for thirty years. 

“Thanks for coming over, Jill,” Toni said as she ushered her into her office. “How’ve you been?” 

“Great.” Jill took a seat. “Hard to believe that we’ve been out of school for almost a year. Seems like I’ve been doing this forever. How about you?” 

“Swamped, just like you, I’m sure. But I love it. Did you get a chance to talk to Mr. Martin?” 

“Yes. I talked to him right after you called this morning. He’s pretty devastated by what he did and wants to get this resolved as soon as possible.” 

“Do you think he’ll talk to me? He may have some information.” 

“Yes,” Jill said. “In fact he wants to talk to you. I don’t know what information he may or may not have, but let’s set it up. Maybe we can work out some kind of plea agreement.” 

“Okay.” Toni looked at her calendar. “Are you free in the morning?” 

“Nine o’clock would be good for me,” Jill said after checking in her day planner. 

“Perfect. I’ll have Mr. Martin brought over here at nine.” 

After chatting a few more minutes about classmates they both knew, Jill left. Toni finished up some last-minute work and headed home. 

She kicked off her shoes the moment she walked inside her townhouse. She absolutely detested wearing high heels. She got away with wearing flats most days, but when she had a scheduled motion hearing or trial, she almost always wore a skirt and heels. Today she was definitely rethinking that mindset. Her feet were killing her. She was leaning against the wall, rubbing her foot, when Mr. Rupert appeared. He pushed his twenty pounds of fur against her leg and meowed loudly. 

“Hiya, buddy. Are you starving to death?” She scratched his head before he darted off to the kitchen. She left her shoes and briefcase by the front door and followed him. He was already sitting on the countertop, waiting for her to get his food. She put half a can of wet food on a plate in front of him. “Yummy, salmon with garden greens. Your favorite.” 

She laughed as he basically inhaled the food. She refilled his dry food bowl and got him fresh water. By the time she finished, he was washing his face. She put the plate in the dishwasher. 

“You know you really shouldn’t eat that fast, Mr. Rupert.” 

He burped in response and Toni laughed out loud. She loved that cat. He’d been with her longer than any human and was her confidant. He comforted her when she was down and cuddled her when she was happy. He seemed to love her unconditionally and she felt the same way about him. She rubbed his huge head, retrieved her shoes and headed upstairs to change. She carefully hung up her gray skirt and blazer and tossed her white silk blouse in the pile to go to the cleaners. As she peeled off her pantyhose, she wondered for the hundredth time who in the hell had invented those torture devices. She pulled on a pair of old baggy shorts and a T-shirt and went to the bathroom to wash her face. Mr. Rupert was sitting on the counter. She leaned closer to the mirror. 

“See? Another gray hair,” she said as she plucked it from her head and showed it to Mr. Rupert. “I swear if I keep this up I’m going to be bald.” 

She ran her fingers through her short, light brown hair. She’d gotten it cut a few months ago, and although it had taken some getting used to, she now loved the look. It still looked professional for work, but with a little gel it could look downright sexy. She pulled up her shirt and looked at herself in the mirror. At thirty-five years old, she didn’t look too bad. She could probably stand to lose a few pounds and tone up, but it wasn’t awful. She smiled at her reflection, gave Mr. Rupert a kiss and went to her desk in the corner of her bedroom. 

She sat down and pulled her laptop computer closer. She checked her e-mail and responded to a few of them. One was from her favorite aunt, Aunt Doozie, who lived in San Diego. She’d married Toni’s uncle when Toni was three years old, and she’d adored her from that moment on. She’d always treated Toni as a real person and not just another kid. Doozie wasn’t her real name, just a nickname Toni had given her thirty years ago and it’d stuck. Toni didn’t get to see her very often, so every month or so they talked online, using their webcams. It wasn’t as good as being together, but it was much better than the phone. 

While she was reading another e-mail, she heard the familiar ding of her webcam, which was built into her laptop. A message appeared on her screen announcing that Aunt Doozie was calling. She clicked on the “accept” button and her aunt’s face filled the screen. 

“Hiya, Aunt Doozie!” Toni said, grinning broadly. 

“Hi, sweetie.” 

Toni noticed that she was wearing an old T-shirt and had a blue bandana on her head. “What are you doing?” 

“I’m taking a break from cleaning the house.” Aunt Doozie was laughing and pointing to her head. “Can’t you tell? I’m a mess. I’ve just been thinking about you all day and I wanted to say hi.” 

“Well, it’s a wonderful surprise,” Toni said. “When are you coming out for a visit?” 

“We’ve decided to come in for the Fourth of July. I just made the reservations. We’ll come in the Saturday before and leave a week later. Make sure you block out some time, okay? And I want to meet that girlfriend of yours.” 

“That would be great, Aunt Doozie.” She smiled, realizing how lucky she was to have family who were so open to her being gay. Her parents had accepted her lifestyle almost immediately. They had treated she and her ex as a couple. Her aunt was also very accepting and would ask questions about stereotypes and the daily struggles. Yes, I’m lucky, she thought, all the way around. 

“Perfect, sweetie,” her aunt continued. “Is there anything I can bring you from here?” 

“Nope, just you.” 

“Okay, gotta run. Love you.” With that the screen went black. 

Just then, the doorbell rang. She ran downstairs, looked out the peephole and saw a distorted view of Boggs holding a large brown bag of take-out, a duffle bag slung over her shoulder. She let her in, put the bags on the table and then wrapped her arms around her. Even after eight months of dating, she still felt the thrill and excitement of just holding her close. Mr. Rupert joined in by rubbing against Boggs’s leg. 

“This is a great welcome,” Boggs said after she kissed Toni and scratched Mr. Rupert’s head. “I’ll never get tired of this.” 

“I hope not.” Toni took the food into the kitchen. “I’ve kinda got a crush on you, in case you hadn’t noticed.” 

Boggs joined her and they effortlessly moved about gathering plates, forks and napkins and opening the containers of Chinese food. Toni gathered the extra packs of soy sauce and sweet and sour and tossed them in a drawer. 

Boggs was shaking her head. “Why do you save those? We never use them.” 

Toni shrugged. “You never know. Anyway, Vicky always uses a ton of soy sauce. I don’t know how she eats her food with that much.” 

She got wine while Boggs took their plates to the living room and set them on the coffee table. 

“Oh, Aunt Doozie is coming in for the Fourth,” Toni said from the kitchen. “She’s anxious to meet you.” 

Boggs grinned. “Well, since I survived meeting your parents, I guess I’ll be okay. You’ve talked about her so much, I’m even kind of excited to meet her.” 

“She’s wonderful.” Toni took a sip of her wine, an excellent Riesling. 

“Hey, is it okay if I throw in a load of clothes before we eat?” Boggs asked as she picked up her duffle bag. “I’ve got a load of lights and one of darks.” 

“Absolutely,” Toni said as she brought in the wine. “In fact, I think I have a few things upstairs in the hamper. If you don’t mind, I’ll put them in with your stuff.” 

“Great,” Boggs said. “And I think we need to talk after dinner, okay?” She took her duffle to the small laundry room off the kitchen. 

“Sure. We’ll talk after dinner.” Toni felt her heart beat faster as she climbed the stairs. Oh, my God. Talk? She willed herself to be calm. Boggs had broken off their relationship a few months ago because she was afraid to commit. It was devastating and the thought of losing her now made it hard to even breathe. She loved Boggs more than she had loved anyone in her life. Her hands were shaking as she gathered the few items from the hamper. She took a deep breath. It’s okay. It’s okay. She went back downstairs and tried to smile. 

Boggs had separated her laundry and put the lights in the washer. Toni handed her a few T-shirts and a pair of socks. She apparently wasn’t able to hide the look of doom on her face. 

“Babe? Are you okay?” Boggs gently touched her arm. 

“Um, sure.” Toni could hear her voice squeak and felt her arms shake. “You wanted to talk?” Tears began to well up in her eyes, even though she was pleading with herself to remain calm. 

“Oh, babe, I love you.” Boggs wrapped her arms around her. “It’s nothing like that. Come on, let’s go sit down.” She led Toni back to the living room and they sat side by side on the old green sectional couch that curved around two sides of the room. Toni pulled her legs up and wrapped her arms around them. She was ready for the blow to come. We need to talk? That was never good, she thought. 

“I love you, babe,” Boggs repeated as she reached out to touch Toni’s arm. “It’s just that I want, um, to . . .” 

Toni could feel her insides tremble. Shit. See other people? She couldn’t handle seeing her with someone else. She took a deep breath and smiled weakly. “Go ahead, hon. Just say what you want.” 

Boggs took a healthy swallow of wine and cleared her throat. “I, um, I want us to live together.” 

“What?” Toni blinked several times. She wasn’t sure she heard that right. 

“I want us to live together,” Boggs repeated. “If, well, if you want to. I mean you don’t have to. I just thought, well, I—I don’t know.” Boggs looked down at her glass of wine and took another gulp. 

“You want to live together?” Toni asked. It wasn’t quite sinking in. 

“Well, um, yes. But that’s okay if you don’t want to. I understand, I mean . . . it’s not like I’m the best catch out there.” Boggs was stammering now and wouldn’t look at her. 

Suddenly she got it. She took the glass from Boggs’s hand and set it on the coffee table. She cupped Boggs’s face in her hands and kissed her gently, pulling away with a huge smile on her face. 

“I’d love to live with you, honey. Oh, my God! I’d love to.” Toni grabbed her again and hugged her fiercely. “And you’re the best catch for me. I love you.” 

Boggs hugged her, then pulled away. “Are you sure? I mean this is a big step, you know.” 

“I’m positive,” Toni said as she lifted her glass of wine. “A toast, to us.” 

Boggs returned the gesture. “I guess I could have started the conversation a little better.” She shrugged. “I’ve been wanting to ask you for a couple months now, but I was, well, nervous, I guess.” She took another gulp of wine. 

“I was a little nervous myself,” Toni admitted. “I thought maybe you were going to break up with me.” 

“Hell, no.” Boggs kissed her on the cheek. “Not on your life.” 

“So, what do we do now? Do you want to move in here?” 

“What if we got our own place?” Boggs said as she picked up her plate of food. “Not yours and not mine, but ours.” She took a bite of beef with broccoli. 

“Okay, that sounds good. I’ve been here almost two years and my lease will be up on June thirtieth. That’s only three and a half weeks away. Do you think we could find another apartment that quick? Of course I might be able to do an extra month without signing a new lease.” Toni was tapping her finger against her wineglass, calculating. 

“I’m on a month-to-month right now, so that won’t be a problem,” Boggs said, between bites. “But I wasn’t thinking of an apartment.” 

“A house?” Toni laughed. “Well, I hate to disappoint you, but all lawyers aren’t rich. And I still have my student loans. I don’t think I could afford a house.” 

“I was actually thinking about a loft. Down in the warehouse district. They’re rehabbing old places into three-level homes. Big and open.” 

Toni finished off her egg roll. “Wow. I’d love to live in a place down there, but I don’t think I have enough money to even go there. There’s the down payment and everything else.” Her heart sank at the realization. 

“I looked at some of the properties a few months ago.” Boggs stole a piece of chicken off Toni’s plate and grinned. “There are some really good deals. A few need work, but they’re still affordable.” 

“I remember you mentioning that when we were looking for that crazy woman. I didn’t know you were serious. Well, I’d love to do it, really. But I’m not sure I could afford much more than I pay now for rent. And my savings account is pathetic. How much money are we talking here?” 

Toni got another bottle of wine from the kitchen. She returned with Mr. Rupert following her and refilled their glasses. He sat on the coffee table, staring at Boggs’s plate. 

“I’m done, buddy. Go ahead.” He helped himself to some rice. Boggs took a sip of her wine. “Before we get into specifics,” she said, still grinning, “how do you feel about doing some renovations?” 

“I don’t know how good I’d be,” Toni said, suddenly excited at the prospect, “but I’m willing to give it a try. I can paint and I know how to tile. And I know a little about electric.” 

“Perfect.” Boggs chuckled. “This is going to be great. I’ve done some drywalling before and I’ve installed a garbage disposal. The rest we’ll figure out as we go. Let’s do it.” 

Toni was tingling with excitement. Even though she had lived with her ex for several years, it never felt like this before. She could hardly contain herself. But the logical side of her quickly returned. “Oh, Boggs. How in the hell are we going to afford a loft? Like I said, I’ve got virtually no savings to speak of. I want to make this work, but it may take a little time. It doesn’t matter to me where we live, as long as we’re together.” 

Boggs leaned back on the couch. The look on her face seemed very serious. Toni wondered what she was thinking, but before she could ask, Boggs spoke. “So it wouldn’t matter to you what the place looked like as long as we’re together?” 

“Of course not.” Toni said, a little puzzled. “We could live here until we saved enough money. Or maybe even find a cheaper place. As long as I’m with you, and I have indoor plumbing, I’m fine.” 

Boggs laughed. “So indoor plumbing is your only condition?” 

“That and you. Mr. Rupert and I aren’t fussy.” 

Again Boggs took on a serious look. “So, you’re willing to spend your life with me? Even if I told you that I’m pretty much capped off, salarywise? Even if I never made a ton of money?” 

Toni looked at Boggs in disbelief. The thought of having tons of money had never occurred to her. “Money’s not important, hon. I mean, don’t get me wrong. I wouldn’t turn it down, but as long as we have enough to pay our bills, I’m fine. It’s not like I’m going to become a millionaire working as an assistant prosecuting attorney. It’s far more important to me to be happy and enjoy life, and that doesn’t take money. It takes love.” 

“That’s exactly how I feel.” Boggs appeared to relax. “I love what I’m doing and I love you. That’s all that matters.” 

“I agree.” Toni chuckled. “So I guess we’ve determined we’re not in this for each other’s money, ’cause you’re sure as hell not looking at a rich woman here.” 

“Now that that’s settled, do you want to look at some lofts this weekend? I know a realtor and I’m sure if I call her tomorrow, she can set something up for Saturday.” 

“I’d love to, but we still don’t have enough for a down payment.” 

“Maybe it won’t be as much as we think.” Boggs shrugged. “And we can at least get an idea of what’s available. It’ll be fun. What do you think?” 

“I guess so. What the heck. Let’s do it.” Toni felt the tingle of excitement again. It might take a while to save the down payment, but it would be fun to look. And as long as she was with Boggs, it didn’t matter how long it took. 

“And we’ll need to talk about furniture, babe.” Boggs was shaking her head. “Do you think you could part with your waterbed?” 

“Hey, I thought you loved my waterbed.” Toni couldn’t help but laugh. She knew the bed was old and she was probably the only one left in the state who still had one. 

“I love you in your waterbed.” Boggs said, “but, if you really love it, I guess we could bring it with us.” 

“I think I’m ready for a change,” Toni confessed. “I think a new home for us deserves a new bed.” 

They spent the rest of the evening discussing what furniture they would keep from each household and what new things they might need. By the time they went to bed that night, Toni was feeling more content and in love than she had ever felt before. 



Chapter 3
 

Toni arrived at work Friday morning still feeling excited at the prospect of living with Boggs. It took some effort to focus on her work. She had several things to do before she met with Jill and Mr. Martin. 

By eleven o’clock she was back in her office, calling Boggs. “Do you think you could call Vicky and the three of us could meet? I think there’s more than meets the eye on the Martin case.” 

“Sure,” Boggs said. “I’ll give her a call and get back to you.” 

Vicky Carter was a senior detective on the Fairfield Police Department. She was also a good friend who had helped in both the serial killer case last fall and the crazed stalker woman a couple months ago. Two hours later the three women were sitting at a back table in Phil’s Deli. 

After they had gotten their food, Toni filled them in. “There’s no question that Martin killed Kevin Tucker last week, but it wasn’t a hate crime. Martin told me that Tucker had given his son the drugs that killed him. They met at a gay club. From what Martin was able to figure out from his son’s e-mails, Tucker gave him some free samples. He said he didn’t think his son usually used drugs, but he apparently trusted this Tucker guy. Then he died. I asked for the tox reports and Martin gave his consent.” 

“That fits the MO I’ve heard on the street,” Vicky said, taking a bite of her sandwich. “Free samples at some of the clubs to get people hooked. But we’ve never been able to finger anyone. Are you thinking this could get us close to the head honcho?” 

“It’s a place to start,” Toni said with a shrug. “And I want to get as much info as I can from Martin. He’s going to give us his son’s computer.” 

“What are you recommending for him?” Boggs asked. “I’ve talked to some of his family and friends. The guy is devastated by what he did.” 

“I know.” Toni snatched a chip from Boggs’s plate. “I have to run it by Anne, but I’m thinking voluntary manslaughter.” Anne Mulhoney was the prosecuting attorney and would have the final say on any plea offer. 

“Under the circumstances, I think Anne would go for that.” Vicky pushed her plate away. “I’ll start looking into it as soon as I get back to the office. I need something solid to sink my teeth into. I’ve hit dead ends on Butch and the judge.” 

“Are you still working on that?” Toni knew that Anne Mulhoney had asked Vicky to look into the dealings of both Judge Smith and the defense lawyer, Butch Henley. When they’d been killed two months ago, Anne felt they had both been involved in bribery or something more, but there wasn’t any hard evidence. 

“I’ve
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