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Heart’s Content

By Nicole Higginbotham-Hogue


Chapter One

Iris got out of bed, careful
not to disturb the naked woman still sleeping under the covers. She
took a good look at the woman, knowing it would be one of her last.
She had grown familiar with the rules of one-night stands. She no
longer tried to get to know the women and knew that they wouldn't
call back the next day. They were there for one thing. Of course,
there might be breakfast and a cordial goodbye, but that was
it.

Iris tiptoed out of the room
and went into the bathroom. She only had an hour or so before she
had to go to work, and she needed to get ready. Her boss, Parker,
was flexible with her hours, but she knew that the woman counted on
her. Iris put her hair up and debated taking a shower. No, she
decided. She would take one later. She went down the hallway and
back into her room, sticking her head in the closet to grab a
couple of garments. A nice skirt and button-down shirt should do it
for the day. She found a pair of fishnet stockings thrown across
her nightstand and began to get dressed.

“Hey, where are you going?”
a voice purred from behind her. She felt two strong arms pull her
close and run a trail down her breasts, her stomach, ending at a
now pulsating spot between her legs.

Iris turned around and gave
into the stronger woman. She would be delayed, but it would help
with the Monday blues. She felt her skin ripple with goosebumps as
the other woman worked her body. For a moment the world around her
was quiet, and then, she felt the strong release as her body gave
into her climax. Iris closed her eyes, feeling the serotonin pump
through her veins.

She didn't consider this a
romantic thrust, which meant that she knew reciprocation was
expected. Iris slowly guided herself to her knees, pulling the
boxers from around the other woman's waist. She trailed her lips
around her center, finally finding the spot that made the other
woman squirm with anticipation. Iris continued this process,
knowing with every touch that the woman was getting closer.
Finally, the woman arched and spasmed. Iris got up, wiping her lips
and kissed the woman on the cheek. “Breakfast?” she asked, but the
other woman was still trying to catch her breath.


Chapter Two

Parker ruffled her hair,
trying to wipe the horrific images of the photos that Thaddeus
Gifford was showing her out of her mind. Thaddeus and his wife,
Dolores, owned a farm in Kansas. They had driven all the way down
to Parker's Florida office after Thaddeus’s brother, Bill had been
found dead next to an oil crew member on their farm. Dolores said
that she had gone out that morning to feed the chickens, and the
two bodies were laying together propped up against their fence. She
said that she started screaming, and Thaddeus, who was still in the
house finishing his breakfast came out to see what all the fuss was
about. After he took in the scene, he called the police. They sent
out a forensic team and investigators, but the main suspects had
been narrowed down to Thaddeus, Dolores, and their farm
hands.

“I know that it ain't
pretty,” Dolores said to Parker. “But these are the photos that the
police took of Bill and that stingy oil worker. There must be
something in these photos. Do you see anything?”

“I need to know who did this
to my brother,” Thaddeus replied. “He was an upstanding man and had
no problems until this oil crew moved in. If people weren't so
hooked on money, this wouldn't have happened.”

“If you don't mind me
asking, how did you get these photos?” Parker asked the
couple.

“Well, we just borrowed
them. That's all,” Dolores replied. “Like that oil team did
borrowing our land without our permission.”

Parker knew that the couple
was angry and shook up. According to them, they were living fine
until Bill accidentally discovered that there was oil on the
outskirts of one of their farm fields. He tried to contact the
proper people, hoping to make some money for the farm, and instead
the government had taken over. They had a land surveyor come out,
and it was found that a majority of the oil was on the other side
of the Gifford’s farm, under a small lot that was recently
purchased by the state. Thaddeus protested, siding with his brother
in the argument that the Giffords should be the ones to profit from
the find, but after going to court, the judge refused to see it
that way. Thaddeus, Bill, and Dolores had been forced to watch as
an oil crew came in to profit on the oil that they had found. There
was a lot of tension between the Giffords and the oil crew, and
after Bill and one of the crew members showed up dead, fingers were
pointed in all directions, especially at Thaddeus and Dolores. The
couple had not known what to do. They had gotten so much taken away
from them that they certainly didn't want to be arrested for
committing a crime that they didn't commit. Dolores had called
around, when finally, she ended up with Kent Walker’s number. He
was an old family friend and a previous client of Parker’s, and he
recommended hiring Parker to find out who was responsible for the
deaths.

Parker was intrigued at
first. She had just gotten done with a case in South America, and
she had been busy with cases after working the Walker case. But she
had never worked a case this serious since she opened the agency.
She knew that there were legal hoops that she would have to jump
through, but she figured that she would handle that when it
came.

“We’re counting on you to
find out who killed Bill,” Thaddeus told her. “We can pay your
travel expenses if you take on the case.”

“Well, I’m going to have to
ask my partner, but I think that it is doable,” Parker replied. “I
will be requesting travel for both my partner and assistant
though.”

“We can take care of that,”
Dolores said. “Just make sure that you get who did
this.”


Chapter Three

“We have a case,” Parker
said, walking into the house.

Kay watched as her wife put down her
briefcase and wandered around the kitchen in search for food. They
had been married for a couple of months, and Kay was happier and
more content than she could ever remember. “Where are we going?”
Kay asked, flipping a couple of chicken breasts on the
stove.

“Kansas,” Parker said with a
smile. “Our new clients, the Giffords, want us to investigate a
death.”

“That’s definitely different
than any other case that we have had,” Kay said. They had
investigated missing maps and missing purses, but they had never
worked on a case involving death. “Isn’t that something that the
police should be doing? That’s what they get paid for. Why would
someone hire us for that?”

“Thaddeus Gifford’s brother
was found dead next to an oil worker on his farm,” Parker replied.
“The couple thinks that someone is setting them up. When the police
investigated, they narrowed the suspect list down to the Giffords
and the farm hands, leaving out any other possible
threat.”

“Why would they do that?”
Kay asked, confused.

“I guess I should explain
the whole case first,” Parker said, picking peas out of the
vegetable dish that Kay had made while she talked. “Dolores
Gifford, the wife, found her brother-in-law dead next to an oil
worker last Wednesday. The brother-in-law, Bill, had found oil on
the property months ago, but after he tried to apply for a permit
to drill it, the state stepped in and did a land survey, showing
that the land belonged to them. The state then hired a team of oil
workers to harvest the oil, leaving the Giffords high and dry. The
Giffords had a lot of resentment and anger towards the state after
that, especially the oil workers. The money that could have been
made from that product was taken from them, and they didn’t think
that the tactics that the state used in getting the product were
honorable.”

“So, what would have
happened for Bill and the oil worker both to be dead?” Kay
questioned, taking the chicken off the pan. “You would think that
both the state workers and the Giffords would be investigated. What
makes the police think that it was the Gifford’s’
doing?”

“That’s the irony in the
case,” Parker told her. “None of the state workers were
investigated at all. The police mainly focused on the Giffords. I
feel like this has something to do with money.”

“It sounds a little
one-sided to me,” Kay said. She took down a couple of plates and
put the chicken and vegetables on them. “I feel like we are going
to have to ask a lot more questions, but are you sure that we won’t
get in trouble for interfering in an investigation?”

“We’re not interfering with
an investigation,” Parker replied with a smile. “We are working our
own case.”

“Are you sure this is
legal?” Kay asked, shaking her head at her spunky wife.

“Sure,” Parker said. “We
just need to do the proper paperwork. We have to be certified in
that state, so I sent in our information today. We had to get a
surety bond and a license to carry also, so I had Iris take care of
that.”

“I hope you know what you
are doing, Parker Avery,” Kay replied, looking across the dining
room table at her wife. “I take one day off, and already it sounds
like we are in trouble.”

“We’re not in trouble,
baby,” Parker said, sneaking across the table to get a kiss. “We
are about to embark on an adventure.”

“I don’t know,” Kay
commented. “But you better have bail if we end up in jail. I can
deal with a lot of things, but I don’t want to be stuck in some
stinky cell.”

“Don’t worry baby. If that
happens, I’ll be sitting right next to you.”


Chapter Four

Iris walked into Chaos, spitting out
her gum before she walked through the door. She had spent a long
night at the office, getting the paperwork ready for the trip to
Kansas, and she needed time to relax and unwind before she headed
into the foreign territory filled with corn and cows. Her days were
usually filled with fun and excitement, but her nights were lonely
unless she found someone to share them with. It was a pattern that
she had gotten used to, and she knew the consequences of occupying
her lonely mind.

Iris scanned the small bar, looking for
somewhere to sit. The place was packed due to a drag show, and she
knew that it would be difficult to find a seat. Grabbing a drink
from the bar, she walked through the crowd of people, and found a
table in the back of the showroom with only two people sitting
there. Iris made her way to the small table, smiling at the two
women that occupied that area. “Do you mind if I sit with you?” she
asked, pulling out her most flirtatious smile.

“Go ahead,” the women said
in unison.

Iris looked at the stage. The show was
supposed to start about ten minutes ago, but like always, the show
was late. She took a couple of sips from her drink, taking in the
two ladies at her table. One was a small-framed woman with a shaved
head and an assortment of tattoos. Not her type. The other woman
had short, curly hair and freckles. She seemed calmer and more
confident than her friend, and Iris could see by the way her shirt
hugged her arms that she must be built. “Are you two together?” she
questioned, hoping not to offend the other women.

“No,” the skinny one
answered. “Just friends.”

“I’m Iris,” she said,
holding out her hand. “And you are?”

“Butch,” the skinny one
answered.

“I can see that,” Iris said,
finding the irony in her response. “And who is your
friend?”

“She’s shy,” Butch
replied.

“You guys sure have
interesting names,” Iris remarked.

“No, she means that she
thinks that I am shy,” the woman with the freckles replied. “My
name is Tai.”

“Oh, I see,” Iris blushed.
“Sorry, I thought that you meant…”

“No harm, no foul,” Tai
laughed. “I see where you could have misunderstood.”

Iris took in the smile of the woman
across from her and decided to move closer to her. “So, tell me
about yourself,” Iris said, whispering in the woman’s
ear.

“I’m going to find Erin,”
Butch said, eyeing the two of them and walking away.

“Did I do something to piss
her off?” Iris questioned, put off by the sudden exit.

“No,” Tai said. “She’s just
jealous.”

Iris cuddled close to the other woman,
noticing that the show had started, and most of the other people in
the room had their eyes at the stage. “Do you care to do something
else, or were you interested in seeing the show?”

“Depends on what you had in
mind,” Tai answered, looking her dead in the eye.

“Fun,” Iris replied. “I
thought maybe we could go back to my place and put on a show of our
own.”

“Why wait?” Tai questioned.
“There’s a bathroom right there, and I’m sure that no one is
waiting in line to go in there when all of the excitement is out
here.”

Iris wasn’t much for quickies, but it
didn’t seem that the woman wanted to leave the location. “Okay,”
she said, finishing her drink and following the other woman. It
wasn’t the ideal plan for the evening, but she knew that after a
couple more drinks, the excitement of the night would put her right
to sleep.


Chapter Five

Cam walked down to the morgue,
preparing herself for the desolate visual of death. She hated going
down there, but she knew that the forensic team would be working on
the two bodies recovered from the Gifford’s’ property. She opened
the door and found Val and Ash working on the bodies. “Anything?”
she asked, knowing that they had been working for days and still
hadn’t turned up with anything useful.

“Well, we already know that
the cause of death was a bullet,” Val said. “One victim had an
entry wound in the parietal bone and an exit wound in the occipital
bone. That makes me think that there was a struggle. The other man
was shot in the chest and died of asphyxiation due to choking on
his own blood.”

“Did you find any evidence
of a struggle? Which man are we talking about?” Cam
asked.

“Bill Gifford was the victim
that seemed to fight back,” Val said. “There is more evidence
supporting this, but it makes me wonder why the other man was so
easily shot. It is almost as if the other man knew the
shooter.”

“There were particles under
the nails of Bill Gifford,” Ash replied. “After analyzing them, I
found out that they were pieces of leather, usually found in
farming gloves.”

“That would explain why
there weren’t any fingerprints,” Cam replied. “Did you find the
murder weapon?”

“I had a team check the
area, and one of my team found
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