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Chapter One: Morning Rush
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“Do you see anyone inside?” Detective Reisen inquires.

“Five guys playing cards,” Detective Dewalt whispers.

“Where is our target?”

Detective Dewalt peers closer, “Losing, harshly.”

Against a brick building, Detectives Reisen, and Dewalt are prepared to execute a search warrant. Bushes and shrubbery around the house keep them shielded from the street. Both detectives are unseen by any watchful eyes.

“Are you ready to save the taxpayers money?”

“Only if your nutty idea works,” Detective Dewalt says.

Detective Reisen knocks, “Vance Magowski, we have legal authorization to search your premises. Please, conduct yourself in a properly manner and come outside with your hands up.”

Hearing no response, they kick open the door. Four men stand up with weapons drawn. Before they can fire off a shot, Detectives Reisen, and Dewalt fill the aggressors full of hot smoking lead.

Doors swing open as Detectives Reisen and Dewalt haul in Vance Magowski, for fingerprinting at the precinct. One of the largest kingpins in Chicago has been caught in a large-scale drug trafficking scheme—the biggest bust by Progressive Task Force 12-Z, or any department this year.

Curtains with navy blue drapes capture cool air inside. Sunshine beams down as morning arrives.

“Whoa! We are running late!” Detective Reisen shouts.

“One minute! One more minute!” Bonnie yells.

Our flight departs in less than an hour. Nothing pauses Bonnie while watering flowers. Wishing for a way to freeze time frames. Nothing goes the right way when you have zero time to waste.

“A woman must be proper,” she maintains.

“I don’t remember a day when you weren’t.”

Fetching our belongings while our love is revolving. Driving a short distance without counting minutes. Long narrow lines of people standing at a distance. Waves blasting off rocks that are durable, and rigid. What started in the kitchen is fully baked into a vision. A day producing beautiful weather promotes hope. No room for a mope or a passenger boat.

“Good morning! My name is Charlene, representing Big Nebula Airlines! I will be overjoyed to assist you today with your flying needs.”

“We have two tickets for Tampa Bay, Florida,” Detective Reisen announces.

Detective Reisen sets both tickets on the desk in front of Charlene.

“This will only take a few moments,” she reassures.

Charlene checks each ticket into the computer system. Detective Reisen and Bonnie absorb the room’s ambiance.

“Here you are,” Charlene begins.

Passing the tickets back to us, “Flight 201 is your dream getaway! Thank you both for flying with Big Nebula Airlines! Please, enjoy your flight!”

“Thank you,” Detective Reisen replies.

“We appreciate you,” Bonnie chimes in.

Picking up our pace after checking out of baggage claim. Off in the distance could be rain. Carrying a load of luggage as we board the plane. Escorting Bonnie to her seat before storing our suitcases overhead. Wouldn’t be surprised if I head back to bed, and then wake up to clonk my head.

“Won’t take long until we land. I am going to get some quick shut-eye.”

“Do you believe former Mayor Riley is getting any shut-eye?” Bonnie inquires.

“Heard she hired an expensive attorney,” Reisen replies.

“Will that be enough to save her skin?” Bonnie probes.

“I wouldn’t be shocked. Don’t lose any sleep over it.”

Kissing Bonnie before curling up against the window. Snug as a bug until I nod off into a dream world. Not too long has gone by before feeling a tap on my arm. Bonnie acts as an alarm from time to time.

“Are we in Tampa Bay?”

“If not, this simulation is lifelike,” she quips.

“Anything is better than the simulation we left.”

Bonnie slips in a kiss as I rise to grab our luggage. All that lay on my mind is purchasing grub. Moshing through the airport lobby.

“Are you hungry?”

“Starving!” Bonnie shouts.

“This is uplifting news. I was prepared to eat for you.”

“We could wait, and eat on the cruise,” she contends.

“I will walk the plank before boarding a ship hungry.”

“How dramatic,” she scoffs. “You were certainly rushing me. Your appetite remains a mystery!”

“Stick around, my appetite has a story of its own.”

“You are the one that’s stuck,” Bonnie relishes.

Grabbing my hand as we move step-by-step. Reaching the counter of a dive restaurant named Curly’s Fryer. Glossing over the menu as I sense Bonnie following suit.

At the service counter is a man with an old-school paper boat hat on.

“Hey, I’m Curly. Are you ready to order?”

“Tenderloin! Make it extra crispy with the works.”

“Chili cheese dog and a half-pound of French fries.”

“Sure, is a boatload of French fries,” Detective Reisen says.

“Covered in extra goodness for you, and I.”

“Coming right up. Do you want any drinks?” Curly asks.

“You are a mind reader.” Glancing at Bonnie and giving her a peck on the lips. “Two medium-size fountain drinks to go with our order, please,” Detective Reisen responds.

“Two big drinks coming at you!” Curly blurts.

Dropping one tenderloin, and a humongous basket of French fries into the deep fryer. Curly begins making Bonnie’s chili cheese dog. Curly’s Dive Restaurant has a nostalgic vibe.

“We need a vacation more often,” Detective Reisen suggests.

Leaning in fast before kissing Bonnie gently on the neck—while taking in her aroma. Apple Orchard scents, with subtle hints of Wildflowers, overpower burgers, and onions.

“Are you dining inside, or do I bag it?” Curly asks.

Snatching me from my rather wild fantasies.

“No, sir. Taking the food to go,” Detective Reisen requests.

A professional cooking our food means each bite must be delectable. Paying for our meals with fresh greenbacks. Grabbing napkins, and sauces out of a small dish.

“Order up!” Curly shouts.

Passing us our food with a sigh of relief. Both bags smell better than any meal deal in weeks. Sneaking in a few bites while heading for the exit. The beef is delicious and labeled nutritious. Made with love, and fresh lettuce.

Stepping outside and hailing a taxi. Couldn’t have gone better than how I first pictured it. Fitting our luggage in the trunk. Bonnie situates herself inside of the cab.

“We are heading for a cruise,” Reisen proclaims.

In the driver’s seat is a man sporting blue glasses. Thick brown bushy eyebrows quenching above. A doughy face, and a round body. Listening to oldies radio, the song is called, ‘Oh, My Lordy.’

“Call me, Amsted. The entrance to the ports is blocked for a few hours due to construction.”

“Bring us closer than here, please,” Reisen decides.

Sensing Bonnie stare without hearing a sound.

“How do you plan on getting us there?”

“Working on it. When we are closer, I will know.”
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Chapter Two: Steep Sharp Hearts

[image: ]


Detective Reisen, and Bonnie make headway as their relationship makes waves. Lightning strikes far out over the bay. Intense winds back in Chicago obliterate the fray. The stage feels set for passion and excitement. Trusting in an alternative way. An appointment awaits at a port out of the way. Hard to say, what is more important at the present moment. Won’t make a difference if Detective Reisen is timely and focused down by the ocean.

“Do you mind if we finish our food back here?”

Amsted glares at Detective Reisen through the rear-view mirror before a smirk appears.

“I don’t mind, as long as you don’t spill all over the place.”

“Thank you, kindly. We promise not to make a mess,” Bonnie replies.

Nearing the port—noticing a traffic jam. Seeing the cruise ship dead ahead, “Pull over on the shoulder up ahead.”

“Is your plan cooking?” Bonnie inquires.

“Let’s hope I don’t burn the main course.”

Amsted parks in a neatly tucked away available spot.

“Here you are good, sir,” Detective Reisen states.

Paying the cab fare and leaving a hefty tip.

“Thank you, friend. Take excellent care of yourselves,” Amsted encourages.

“We will. Thank you for the lift,” Bonnie replies.

“I will grab our luggage, sweetheart,” Reisen suggests.

Sliding around the taxicab. Opening Bonnie’s door and helping her out. Amsted presses a button to open the trunk.

“Shut the trunk when you are done, please.”

Empty our luggage on the sidewalk. Mainly the many belongings of Bonnie.

“Thank, God, you packed light.”

“I see the cruise ship. How do you see us boarding?”

The cruise ship’s entrance is layered by a tall fence, with a few mossy knolls on the other side. A sidewalk stops at the end of the road where a traffic jam holds up everyone’s day. There is no way around this mess. A theory could hypothetically become a test. If succeeding proves anything then failing is worth a chance.

Climbing on top of a concrete ledge. Carefully dropping our belongings over the fence.

“Some master plan,” Bonnie gripes.

“Wait until you see the grand finale!”

Tossing over the last bit of luggage before hurling himself over the fence. Splat! Landing square in the mud.

“This is a mess! We are unorganized!” Bonnie howls.

Detective Reisen pulls himself out of the muck.

“No foul play suspected,” he says, before falling back in.

“You cannot expect me to climb over. Do you really?”

“Don’t be afraid. I will guide you down once you climb up. Can’t have both of us putting on sludge monster costumes.”

Bonnie climbs up the fence. Detective Reisen helps her down to the other side. They kiss for a few moments. Collecting their gear, and quickly reorganizing. Even in humiliating moments, Bonnie shows candor and unlimited composure.

Walking down a narrow path between a retention pond, and a gated fence.

“What are you getting into?” Bonnie inquires.

“What holds something together, but keeps someone out?”

“I don’t understand your riddle.”

Past the muddy patch is a gate leading out.

“A latch!”

“Way too early for this type of behavior from you!”

Bonnie pulls her suitcase on wheels out of the thick grass. Trekking toward the cruise ship step for step. Dragging important belongings along the asphalt. Any other item rests around their backs and sides.

“How did all of these folks find a way here without falling in the mud?”

Bonnie points, “Maybe, a different sidewalk.”

People congregate around displays containing tourist information. Other folks board the cruise ship with no hesitation. A band is playing charming tunes as people take pictures near them. Overtaken by good music, the atmosphere is amazing.

A few odd couples fill in along concrete slab benches. Absorbing a glorious view anyone would be blessed to see. An encapsulating purple, fluorescent skyline, with orange shading above. Clouds glide swiftly, changing colors, and shifting. A road to paradise has never felt so tempting.

Workers are passing out pamphlets and checking documentation. Tickets in the air waving of those who are staging. Detective Reisen notices a distinguished gentleman who might be Captain of this incredible vessel. Stepping forward prepared for a maritime adventure.

“I am Captain Lockney of the S.S. Marinara. How are ... wow! Appears someone dived in before leaving port.”

His sudden disposition is humoring.

“Ready to leave mud, and filth behind, Captain Lockney.”

They shake hands.

“Might need hot water to pry those stains out
























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SMOKE

ON THE CRUISE
PRESTON

OLSON





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





