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    For my wife Sharon, and my parents.


    


    You guys made it possible for me to pursue my dreams,


    and that is a debt that I'll never be able to repay.
  


  Author's Note (Second Edition)


  Hello, and welcome to Cindy's Story!



This book was written between books twenty and twenty-one of the Unseen Things series.  I had originally planned for Genesis to be the final book in the series, so I wanted to take a little time off from the series before I wrote it, just to give myself a chance to gather my thoughts on how I wanted the story to play out.

Cindy's Story was something that had originated in a chat I had going with someone online.  I told them I'd tell them a story just off the top of my head, and that story ended up becoming the first scene in Cindy's Story, albeit in a less refined form.  It came out so well that I copied it out of the chat and saved it in a separate document, so I could actually turn it into a full-on story at some point.  Well, I finally reached that point, and Cindy's Story was born.

One of the great things about it is that it was only ever written with the intention of it being a standalone novel, so it was nice for me to be able to put something out there that would introduce people to my writing, without them having to get involved in what, as of right now, is a twenty-two-book series.  This book was actually out of publication for quite some time, because I unpublished everything when I started on the second edition re-edits, and since the series obviously had to come first, this book ended up being the last of the books that I needed to republish.

One final note.  Throughout the book there are many scenes where the dialogue is very quick and snappy.  I wrote the funny parts of the story particularly in this style because I'm a huge fan of the classic Carole Lombard, William Powell film, My Man Godfrey.  Not only does that type of snappy dialogue work incredibly well for humor, but it's a hell of a lot of fun to write as well.

Anyway, that's it for now.  See ya next time.


- Duane L. Martin (May 2023)



  *   *   *


  The Unseen Things Series:

Book 1: Origins
Book 2: The Hunt
Book 3: Exploration
Book 4: Revenge
Book 5: Immortals
Book 6: Division
Book 7: Trackers
Book 8: Ghost Worlds
Book 9: Resurrection
Book 10: Encounters
Book 11: Resurgence
Book 12: Emissary
Book 13: Companions
Book 14: Conspiracy
Book 15: Infestation
Book 16: Transition
Book 17: Travelers
Book 18: Repercussions
Book 19: Reapers
Book 20: Invasion
Book 21: Genesis
Book 22: Aftermath


Other Books by Duane L. Martin

Cindy's Story

*   *   *

If you like this book and would like to keep up to date on what's happening with the Unseen Things series, or any of Duane L. Martin's other works, you can check out the following website:

Official Duane L. Martin / Unseen Things Series Homepage: http://www.duanelmartin.com


  Chapter 1


  "Cindy!  I thought I told you to mop up that milk!  Hurry the hell up and get it done already!" her boss yelled at her.  It seemed as though he was always yelling at her for one thing or another.  She hadn't been working there for too awful long, but she'd learned early on to just tune him out when he got like that.  Unfortunately, in spite of the small amount of tolerance she'd built up for dealing with his crap, on this particular day it seemed as though he was going out of his way to just wear away her last nerve.  She needed the job, because with a job comes money, a place to live, and food to eat, but she didn't need it that bad.  Convenience store jobs were a dime a dozen.  She knew that for a fact, because she'd been through four of them, including this one, in just in the past year alone.  In her mind it was never really her fault when she had to walk out of a job.  It always seemed like the root causes were things that she had no control over, though most often it would come down to two specific things.  Either the boss was a total douche, or they wanted her to work insane hours, and then fill in for people who called in sick on top of it.  One boss in particular had sexually harassed her by grabbing her ass one night while she was stocking the shelves.  The end result of that one was a black eye for him, and an unemployment check for her.





 This particular boss was a short, stocky guy with wavy brown hair, and glasses that always seemed to be crooked no matter how often he straightened them.  It was his uniform pants that really got her though.  She often laughed to herself at how high he wore them.  Every time she saw him, all she could think about was that old Nick at Nite commercial...The Pants That Ate Fred Mertz.

Unfortunately, he also had a case of little man syndrome.  Much like the mighty chihuahua, he'd bark, snarl, and growl at his subordinates to make up for his lack of height, and feelings of inferiority.  It was a shame, because this particular place was nicer than a lot of the other places she'd worked at.  If it wasn't for him, she might have been able to survive at this one for a while.  As it stood presently, all she really wanted to do was to shove a mop handle up his ass and use him to mop the floor.





 "Hey!  I'm talkin' to you.  Are you even listening?" he demanded.





 "I'll get to it Chuck!  Jeez, you asked me to stock the candy bars.  Make up your damn mind!" she said irritably.





 "Well, do the milk first.  We don't need any god damned lawsuits.  You know how people are nowadays.  They don't even hit the fucking floor before they got a lawyer on the phone."





 "Fine...," she said with a huff as she threw down the candy box she was holding and headed back to the janitor's closet to get the mop and bucket.





 As she approached the spill, she looked at her reflection in the glass door of the refrigerator she was standing next to.  She'd always been considered pretty, though she was never one of the hot girls who always seemed to have life handed to them on a silver platter.  She was taller than average, though not overly so, and she'd always been quite proud of the naturally athletic shape of her body.  Her below-shoulder length sandy blonde hair was looking particularly nice today as well...at least as far as she was concerned.  Not that anyone else would notice.  She'd been single for a while now, ever since her last boyfriend dumped her for some big breasted, redheaded slut-whore who worked at a sports bar downtown.





 She smiled to herself as the words slut-whore passed through her mind, but then she let out a heavy sigh as she started swirling the mop around in the spilled milk, which probably wouldn't have spilled at all if Chuck would have just taken it back from that homeless woman nicely instead of yelling at her and trying to grab her for the cops.  It broke her heart listening to the woman's three-year-old son cry as he chased them out of the store, screaming like a homicidal maniac at them all the way out past the gas pumps, and well into the parking lot.





 "God, he can be such an ass," she mumbled to herself as she picked up the mop, squeezed it out in the bucket and then placed it back in the spill.





 "Hurry up with that!" Chuck yelled in that grating, obnoxious voice of his.  Normally she'd have just blown him off, but that nerve he'd been working all day finally just snapped.





 "You know what Chuck?  Fuck you, that's what!  I'm done with this crap!  I quit!" she said, surprising even herself with the ferocity of her words as she threw the mop down and stormed toward the door.





 "What the hell are you talkin' about?  You can't quit in the middle of your shift!" Chuck shouted at her.





 "Watch me," she said, giving him a dirty look for just a moment before she threw the door open and walked out on yet another job.





 As she approached her car, she noticed the homeless woman holding a sign at a parking lot entrance down the street, while her child stood there holding onto her leg.  Without even thinking, she walked right back into the store.





 "Oh, changed your mind did you?  Well, it's too late.  You're fired!" Chuck said angrily.





 Without even a word to him, she headed straight back to the refrigerators, grabbed a jug of milk and then slammed the refrigerator door closed before she headed up to the front and threw a few dollars down on the counter.





 "You know what?  Keep the change...ass hole," she said as she walked out once again without another word.





 She knew Chuck would be watching her until she actually drove away, so before she got in the car she set the jug of milk on the roof and flipped him the bird for a good five seconds without even looking in his general direction.  Once she was sure he'd seen it, she grabbed the milk and climbed into her vehicle with a satisfied smile on her face.

Once she'd pulled out onto the street, she headed down to where the woman was standing and pulled into the parking lot.  As soon as she got herself turned around, she headed back out and slowly rolled to a stop right next to the woman and her child.





 "Here," she said as she handed her the jug through the passenger window.  "And here's twenty bucks.  Go and get yourselves some food."





 "You?  But why?" she asked in disbelief as she took both the milk and the money from Cindy's hand.





 "Because, you're having a hard enough time in life as it is without gettin' chased around by some convenience store jerk off with crooked glasses and high-water pants.  I'm really sorry you guys are in this situation.  I wish I could do more."





 "No...my god, this is more than generous.  Thank you so much.  I don't even know what to say," the woman said.  Cindy could see that she was starting to tear up, so...not wanting to embarrass her or anything in front of her child, she decided to make a hasty exit.





 "Good luck you guys.  I hope things get better for you," she said.





 "God bless you," the teary-eyed woman said as she pulled her child close and rubbed the back of his head gently.





 "Yeah well, if he ain't helping you, then he sure as hell ain't gonna help me," Cindy said.  "Anyway, you hang in there."





 "Thank you," the woman said just as a car pulled up behind Cindy's and honked the horn.  Her first inclination was to reach out the window and flip the guy the bird, but she had bigger things to worry about at the moment.





 Since there was really nothing left to say, she gave the mother a little wave, and then pulled out into traffic, heading back to an apartment that she might not have for much longer if she didn't figure out some way to pay the rent sooner rather than later.





 When she pulled up in front of her building, she saw the manager heading over to the dumpster to unload some trash.  She was twenty-four, and he was maybe forty or so but for some strange reason she always felt like they could be friends.  Like, actual friends, that would hang out and do fun stuff together.  It seemed like they were always on the verge of taking that step, but for whatever


  

  

  

  

  Chapter 16


  The trip home that evening went without incident, and after Cindy dropped Jenny off at Steve's place, she headed upstairs to her own apartment.  She was starving, and more than eager to see what Frank had made her for dinner.  As she passed by Mrs. Henderson's apartment, she took a cautious whiff of the air, and...there was nothing.  There was no smell of cat crap at all, but she could hear a soft crying from behind the door.  Her heart broke for the poor old woman, but she didn't really leave Steve with any choice.  She'd been told about keeping the cat box cleaned more than once, and she just hadn't done it.

It struck her as she stood there that it was sort of similar to what Frank had said earlier in the day about not being able to control what people do.  They'll do whatever they're going to do, and there's nothing you can do to change that.  Whatever happens, or whatever consequences they may face because of their actions, is something they just have to face up to.  She didn't clean her cat box, so she ended up having to get rid of most of her cats.  Truth be told, she had far more than the apartment rules allowed anyway, so Steve was already being extremely lenient with her by allowing her to keep them for as long as he did.

With a heavy sigh, she turned and walked over to her door, inserted the key, and opened it tentatively.  She could hear Frank in the kitchen, but it was the aroma that filled the apartment that sent her into an almost dreamlike state.

"Oh my god, that smells so freakin' amazing!" she said as she came in, set her bag down on the coffee table, and then headed into the kitchen.  Frank simply smiled and held up a spoon of pasta sauce for her to taste.

"Here.  Whatcha think?" he asked.  She blew on it a few times and then made eye contact with him while she wrapped her lips around the end of the spoon.  He was already feeling a bit anxious about the whole thing, and her making flirty gestures like that didn't exactly help the situation.  He'd never really been one to be nervous around other people, but this was the first time in his life that he had a real chance at having an actual relationship with someone, so tonight in particular was really important to him.

"Oh my god," she said as she closed her eyes and savored the taste.

"You like it?" he asked.

"I think it's probably just about the best thing I've ever put in my mouth.  Hell, it might even be better than your coffee," she said.

"Hey now, don't go knockin' the coffee," he said with a breathy laugh.  "We're having raviolis, garlic bread, and white corn with butter.  Hope that's ok."

"It's more than ok, believe me.  I'm absolutely starving," Cindy said as she hopped up and sat on the counter.

"So...how'd everything go tonight?" he asked.

"Good actually.  She learned a lot in her class, and the self-defense thing went ok.  She got to try fighting off an actual attack tonight instead of just doing the slow-motion run-throughs."

"How'd she do?" he asked as he opened the oven and pulled the bread out.

"She did ok.  Took her a few times to get it right, but then once she finally did she was doin' just fine with it," Cindy said.

"And how are you doing in there?"

"I'm doin' really good actually.  The instructor even told me it's a real pleasure to teach me, because I pick up on stuff so fast.  I was like, awwwww!"

"Can't say I'm surprised.  He'll say anything to keep a paying customer," Frank said with a snarky grin.

"Hey, you shut up!  I really am doing good in there!" she said as she reached out and smacked him on the arm.

"Haha, I know.  I call him every once in a while to keep track of your progress," he said as he grabbed the pot holders, picked up the pot with the raviolis, and then took it over to the sink to drain the water from them.

"You do?  I didn't know that."

"Of course I do.  I need to make sure you're prepared for anything while you're out there.  If you're not, then there's a good chance you're gonna get hurt someday, and I don't want that to happen," he said.  "Hey, can you cut the garlic bread for me?"

"Sure," she said as she hopped down and pulled a bread knife from the drawer.  "Frank..."

"Yeah?" he said as he brought the raviolis over and dumped them into the sauce.

"Before we go any further with this, I just wanna make sure you're really ok with it.  I know you said you didn't want to do it because of the problems it could cause with work and stuff, and I feel like I kinda just forced it on you even though you didn't want it.  I just wanna know that you're not doing this just so you don't hurt my feelings, or something like that."

"Ok, first off...," he said as he turned to face her so he could look into her eyes as he spoke.

"Yeah?" she asked.

"First off, I want you to forget about what Kayla said.  Yeah, I said that when she brought it up because I was trying to be a responsible adult, and a responsible employer.  I didn't want any complications to ruin what is likely gonna be a really great career for you, and I've invested way too much into you now to risk losing you as an employee."

"But?"

"But...I've had more fun since you've been around than I've probably had in the last ten years combined.  I mean, it was fun needling you, and pissing you off and stuff, but it was also fun watching you grow, and getting to see how determined you were to learn everything so you could be the best that you could possibly be.  I mean, yeah...of course I had thoughts about you early on.  I am a guy after all.  Still, I kept it to myself, because it was the right thing to do...for both of us."

"So what changed?" she asked.

"You did.  See, I would have never initiated anything with you, simply because it wouldn't have been inappropriate.  You initiating it though suddenly made it all ok.  It had to have come from you if anything was ever gonna happen.  Otherwise, everything would have gone on just the way it had been, and that would have been fine too.  Still...I'm glad you did.  Just do me a favor and be patient with me, ok?  I'm sorta new to all this, and I'm probably gonna screw up and piss you off fairly regularly.  Try not to kill me with a bagel or anything when I do," he said, grinning at her in a rather sincere way that made her want to kiss him again.  So...that's exactly what she did.

"Don't worry," she said when she pulled back and smiled up at him.  "I'm sure I'll be a bitch pretty frequently too.  I know I already have been, and you've been pretty damn good about putting up with me.  I guess that means we'll be probably ok, since we already know we can put up with each other."

"Yeah, I guess so.  Anyway, we'd better eat before it gets cold.  Go have a seat, and I'll serve you," he said.  She turned to go, but then she stopped and turned back around to face him once again.

"Just one more thing...," she said.

"What?"

"Now that we're like...you know...dating and stuff..."

"No, I won't tell you what I do to the coffee," he said, anticipating what she was about to say.

"God, you're such an ass!" she said with a huff as she turned and made her way out to the dining table.

"Yeah, but you already knew that.  It's too late to complain about it now.  Besides, I told you already that that's something I want you to figure out on your own.  If you ever do happen to figure it out, I'll tell you.  Until then..."

"You're gonna bitch endlessly about my coffee," she finished for him.

"Yeah, pretty much.  Now, sit down and quit complaining.  You're about to have a foodgasm of epic proportions," he said as he filled their plates.

"Frank..."

"Yeah?"

"You uhhh..."

"What?"

"You wanna stay here tonight?  I mean, the food's probably gonna put you in a carb coma anyway, but...you know...I'd kinda like it if you stayed.  I mean, if you want to," she said nervously.

"You sure you want that?  I mean, I don't want you to feel like we're rushing anything," he said as he brought the plates over and set hers down in front of her before setting his own down on the opposite side of the table.

"I dunno.  I mean...I kinda like the idea of being your first, ya know?" she said, blushing a little as she said it.

"Yeah...I'd like that," he said.  She could see he was a little nervous about the idea, even though he was trying diligently to hide it from her.

"All right then.  Maybe you could join me in the shower after dinner, and then we'll go from there."

"Yeah, that'd be really nice," he said.

"Ok then.  Now...about this food," she said as she picked up a ravioli on her fork and popped the whole thing into her mouth.  As she sat there chewing, the only thing running through her head was that she actually did feel like she was about to have a food related orgasm.  After she swallowed, she let out a heavy sigh, and then wiped the corners of her mouth.  "You know, I think I'm gonna have to keep ya."

"It's that good, huh?" he asked with a knowing smile.

"Let's just say that I'm seriously considering taking the rest of these and dumping 'em all over the bed so we can have sex on 'em," she said just as he was drinking his wine.  Suddenly, he started coughing and looked rather pained as some of it shot out of his nose.  "Oh my god!  I'm so sorry!  Are you ok?"

"Jesus...don't say stuff like that while I'm drinking," he said, choking out the words painfully as he tried to clear his nose.

"I'm sorry," she said with an amused look.  "They really are that good though.  Where'd you learn how to cook like this?"

"My mom and my grandma," he said after he finally managed to breathe normally again.  "They were both great cooks.  Kayla and I spent a lot of time in the kitchen with them when we were kids."

"The coffee thing came from your grandma too, didn't it?" Cindy asked.

"Yeah.  She taught my mom, and my mom taught me."

"I'm so sorry I didn't get the chance to meet them," Cindy said.

"Me too.  They were both really special people, and I think they'd have really loved you.  Especially my grandma.  She had a temper like yours.  Always yellin' about something.  It was pretty hilarious actually, and to this day I'm convinced that half the time she was doing it, she was only doing it because she thought it was funny.  Anyway, I don't wanna talk about that now.  We're supposed to be having a nice dinner here," he said as he poked a ravioli with his fork and brought it to his mouth.

"Sorry.  I didn't mean to..."

"It's ok.  I just miss 'em, that's all.  We can talk about 'em some other time if you want.  I just really want tonight to be special for us."

"Me too, and it will be.  It already is," she said, smiling at him with just a hint of sadness in her eyes.  "All right, enough about that then.  Did you hear about Mrs. Henderson?"

"Yeah, Steve told me when I stopped by his apartment earlier.  Haven't seen him pissed off like that for a long time.  Not since his divorce really.  It took a while to calm him down."

"I heard her crying in her apartment when I walked by a bit ago.  Broke my heart to hear her like that," Cindy said.

"I know, I heard it too.  I don't know what else to do though.  Not only are people complaining, but she's creating a serious health hazard in there by not keeping it clean, and god knows how much damage those cats have done to the apartment.  Probably gonna have to remodel the whole thing after she's gone someday."

"Isn't there anything that can be done?" she asked.

"No, not really.  Steve said he'd help her to find good homes for 'em so they don't have to go to a shelter or anything like that.  The problem is that it's just too many animals for a woman her age to take care of, and what if she dies and no one finds out because of all that stench?  No one even wants to go in there because of that, so she could be lying in there dead for weeks on end, and those poor cats would all end up dead before anyone found out what happened."

"Yeah, you're right.  I didn't even think of that.  I just feel so bad for her," Cindy said with a heavy sigh.

"You know...this was supposed to be a romantic evening.  Kinda like a first date for us," he said.  "Do we really have to talk about all this depressing stuff?"

"No, we don't...and we're not gonna talk about it anymore.  I promise," she said, forcing a smile as she picked up another ravioli on her fork and popped it into her mouth.

"Good.  Now, after we finish dinner, I got a nice dessert for you too."

"Really?" she asked eagerly.  "What is it?"

"It's kinda like strawberry shortcake, only I cook down the strawberries with a liqueur so it's more like a lumpy sauce.  You soak the cake with it, and then drizzle it over the whipped cream on top as well."

"Oh my god, that sounds so good!  Hey, you think we'll have any extra whipped cream left over?" she asked.

"Probably.  I brought a big tub of it.  I thought about making it from scratch, but I didn't know how much time I'd have, so I just picked up some at the store.  Why do you ask?"

"Oh...no reason really.  I just thought maybe we could have some fun with it after.  You know...like, fun fun," she said, shooting him a sultry look that sent a nervous chill down his spine.

"Be gentle with me," he said meekly.

"There ain't gonna be anything gentle about it.  Since this is your first time, I want you to remember every last bit of it," she said firmly.  "Now, finish your food so we can get to it already."

"Yes ma'am.  Right away ma'am," he said, smiling brightly as he picked up his garlic bread and took a bite of it.

*   *   *

"So?  how was dinner last night?" Jenny asked the next morning when Cindy stopped by Steve's place to pick her up.  Before Cindy could answer, Frank came walking by on his way out to his car.

"Morning Jen," he said with a bright smile.

"Uhhh...morning?" she said awkwardly.  Suddenly, he grabbed Cindy, kissed her passionately, and then let go of her as he continued on out to his car.

"See ya out there," he called back over his shoulder.

"Be there as soon as I can.  I'll stop and grab us some drinks and snacks on the way," she called back to him as she turned to look at Jenny with a huge smile on her face.

"You slut!  You dirty slut!" Jenny said excitedly.

"Well, not that dirty.  We did shower before we did it...and then after...and after...and after...," Cindy said, her smile growing wider by the second.

"Three times?" Jenny asked with a surprised laugh.  "Are you serious?"

"Oh my god, it was so amazing Jen.  What he lacked in experience, he sure as hell made up for in general knowledge.  I guess all that porn he's been watching all these years was sorta like going to sex college or something."

"Lacked in experience?  What do you mean?"

"It was his first time, so I really wanted to make it special for him.  I think I'm the one that's gonna remember it though.  My god Jens...it was just so amazing.  You really have no idea," Cindy said breathlessly.

"How is he that old and yet that was his first time?" Jenny asked.

"Kayla...," Cindy said with a sudden frown.

"Oh my god, really?"

"Yeah...really.  He tried a couple of times in the past with different girls, but as soon as they met her they bolted," Cindy explained.  "He finally just gave up on having any sort of a meaningful relationship with anyone."

"Oh that poor guy!  He must have been so lonely," Jenny said as she looked out toward the parking lot and watched him drive away.

"I know, right?  It's horrible."

"Well, at least you won't pull that on him.  I'm so happy for you guys.  I really am."

"Thanks, and yeah, there's no way in hell I'd ever pull something like that on him.  If I ever leave, it's gonna be because we broke up for relationship reasons, not because of her.  I don't think that'll happen though.  I've seen a whole different side of him the last couple of days.  I used to think he just enjoyed being a dick, but he's not like that at all.  He's actually really sweet and considerate," she said with a lovesick sigh.  "Anyway, you ready to go?"

"Yep, let's do it.  Oh, just let me go say goodbye to Steve real quick.  He's in the shower," Jenny said as she ran back into the apartment.  A few moments later she stepped out the door and pulled it closed behind her.  "Ok, let's go."

"Hey, I might have to have Steve pick you up today if that's ok.  We got that stakeout we're doin', so we can't really leave until the doctor gets home," Cindy explained.

"Oh, ok.  No problem.  I think he'd prefer that anyway considering how he was feeling yesterday."

"Well, don't say anything to him yet.  I'll give him a call if I need him to go pick you up.  If not, I'll be there at the usual time.  Either way, one of us will be there.  I just don't want you to be late for your gun class.  That's really important, especially with everything that's been going on," Cindy said.

"Yeah, I know.  I gotta get the paperwork filled out for the restraining order too.  God, I wish he'd just go away.  Wouldn't break my heart if he'd just fucking overdose and be done with it to be honest," she said irritably.

"Well, at least that'd solve the problem," Cindy said.  "Believe me, I want him gone as bad as you do.  In any case, I'm sure it'll all be over one way or another soon enough."

"I sure hope so," Jenny said as Cindy took her by the hand, and then walked with her out to the parking lot.

*   *   *

At around nine-thirty that morning, Cindy pulled up behind where Frank's car was parked on a cross street that had a clear view of the gate and the driveway of the doctor's residence.  She grabbed a couple of bags from the seat next to her and over went to join him.

"Hey.  Anything happen yet?" she asked as she climbed into the passenger seat.

"Nope, not a thing.  He left just a few minutes after I got here, so it hasn't been too awful long yet," Frank said.

"Ok, so I got us some lemon Vitamin Waters to drink, and some bagels since we didn't have time for breakfast," she said, smiling at him knowingly.

"Now now, we can't talk about that at work, remember?" he said as he raised his camera and zoomed in on the driveway.

"Yeah, I know.  Anyway, I got some flavored bagels.  Figured it'd be better to eat 'em dry so we don't have to futz around with the cream cheese and make a mess," she explained.

"No coffee, huh?"

"I got something even better," she said as she held up a package of caffeine pills to show him.  "Less going in means we can sit here longer without it coming back out.  Know what I mean?"

"That's actually a really good idea," he said as he set the camera back down in his lap and took the bagel she was holding out for him.  "Thanks, that was nice of you to stop for us."

"My pleasure, believe me.  I sat through one of these once already, so I'm well aware of how bad it sucks.  It's nice to have some comfort food with you while you're doing it," she said as she pulled out a bagel for herself, and then handed him one of the bottles she had in the other bag.

"You know...," Frank started to say just as his cell phone rang.  When he looked down at the display, he rolled his eyes so hard that Cindy couldn't help but laugh.

"Kayla?" she asked.

"Worse...," he said, curling his lip in irritation.  "Here, I'll put it on speaker so you can get a little taste."

"Oh, fun...," she said with an amused look as he tapped the screen to answer the call.

"Hey Rodney, how's tricks?" he asked, trying to stifle a laugh that was being egged on by the look on Cindy's face.

"Who's this?" Rodney asked.

"It's Frank, your parole officer.  What can I do for you?"

"Oh, shit," Rodney said, and then a split second later the call ended.  As soon as it did, Cindy burst out laughing.

"You see that shit?  That's what I had to deal with the other night, and that's absolutely nothing compared to what I went through."

"Oh my god, what a fucking moron!" she managed to choke out, after which she opened up her bottle of water and took a sip of it to help calm herself down.

"Hey now...that's an insult to morons," he said, looking highly amused.  Suddenly, the phone rang again.  "Oh my god!  Seriously?"

"Answer it!  Answer it!" Cindy said eagerly.  She was smiling so wide that her cheeks hurt, but she couldn't wait to hear what was coming next.

"Ok...shhhhhhh.  Here goes," Frank said as he answered the phone.  "Hey Rodney.  How's tricks?"

"Whoa!!!  Deja vu man!" Rodney said.  Even though she'd never seen him, Cindy could totally picture the look on his face, and the whole thing suddenly got way funnier than it already was.

"Nah man, it's Frank.  Who's Deja Vu?  She a stripper down at that club on Overland?" Frank asked.

"Frank?"

"Yeah, Frank.  What do you want Rodney?" he asked flatly.

"Whoa, what a coincidence man!  My parole officer's name is Frank!" Rodney said.  Suddenly, Cindy snorted hard, and then burst out laughing once again.  So much so that she grabbed Frank's shirt sleeve and started yanking on it while she gasped for breath.

"Stop it, would ya?" Frank said as he tried to stifle his own laughter.

"Who's that?" Rodney asked.

"It's Deja," Cindy choked out.  "Deja Vu.  Frank's just giving me a ride to work at the strip club."

"Oh...heh heh...cool," Rodney said.

"Did you want something Rodney or did you just miss the sweet, dulcet sounds of my voice?" Frank asked.

"Dul...what?"

"Don't worry about it.  What do you want Rodney?"

"Oh man, a pizza would be awesome.  You got any pizza Frankie?" he asked stupidly.  At this point, Cindy was literally pressed back against the seat, shaking with laughter, and totally unable to speak.  Frank looked at her and just shook his head with a huge smile on his face.

"Yeah, I do actually.  It's got double cheese, pepperoni, salami, and black olives.  Yum yum!" Frank said.

"Frank..."

"Rodney?"

"I lost my tooth again."

"Where'd you lose it this time?" Frank asked.

"I think it's in my ear, but I can't get it out," he said.  Suddenly, Cindy opened the car door, breathlessly rolled out onto the sidewalk, and then pushed it closed again.

"Rodney..."

"Yeah Frank?"

"Why the fuck is your tooth in your ear?" he asked.

"Well, I didn't wanna lose it again, so I figured if I put it in there, then I'd know where it was when I wanted it," Rodney explained.

"But now you can't get it back out..."

"My friend Sally tried to get it out for me."

"She did?" Frank asked.  "I'm guessing by our conversation that it didn't go so well."

"She blew in my other ear, but the tooth didn't come shootin' out like we thought it would," Rodney explained as the door suddenly opened and Cindy crawled back into the car.  Frank covered the microphone on the phone for a second so he could fill her in.

"Remember the other day when I told you about Rodney and the missing tooth?" he asked.

"Oh my god, yeah," she said with a disgusted look.

"Well, now he's got it stuck in his ear.  At least he thinks he does."

"Frank?  Where'd ya go Frank?" Rodney asked.

"In his ear?" she asked.

"Had his friend Sally blow into the other ear, trying to shoot it back out," he said with a ridiculously amused look.  She just sat there staring at him in stunned silence for a second, and then she burst out into yet another fit of choking laughter.

"Frankie?  Where'd ya go Frankie?" Rodney asked again.

"I just crawled into your other ear Rodney.  You're hearing me in your head now.  Just hold still.  I'm gonna crawl through and see if I can push the tooth out the other side."

"Oh, ok.  Good luck."

"Hey...Rodney?" Frank said.

"Yeah?"

"You ever hear of a Q-Tip?  Seriously, you need to clean your ears once in a while.  No wonder it got stuck," Frank said.  Suddenly, the car door opened, and Cindy disappeared again out onto the sidewalk.

"Didn't Sally do that?  She was chewing on something after she tried to blow in there," Rodney said.

"Oh my god Rodney, seriously?  What the fuck man?" Frank said with a disgusted look.

"What the fuck what?"

"Never mind, I think I see it.  I'm gonna need some help though.  You ready pal?"

"Anything you say Frankie."

"Ok now, listen very carefully.  I want you to..."

"Are you gonna bring me a pizza?" Rodney asked.

"Come on Rodney, I need you to focus now, ok?  Forget about the pizza.  I want you to lean over sideways so the ear with the tooth in it is facing the ground, ok?"

"Ok Frankie.  Now what," he asked.  Suddenly there was a thump, a loud grunt, and a banging noise, followed by a rustling sound.

"Rodney?"

"Yeah Frank?"

"You fell over and dropped the phone, didn't you?" he asked.

"Yeah."

"Ok, while you're down there, grab the back of the ear with the tooth in it and start yanking it up and down really fast," Frank instructed him as Cindy got back into the car and pulled the door shut once again.  Her mascara was running down her face where the tears had run, so Frank quickly reached over and dropped the passenger side visor so she could see what she looked like in the mirror on the other side.

"Awww shit," she said as she grabbed a napkin from the bag and started wiping her face with it.

"Hey, Frank!  Guess what!" Rodney said excitedly.

"What Rodney?" he asked.

"I found my tooth!  It wasn't in my ear after all!"

"I know I'm gonna regret asking this, but where was it?" Frank asked.

"It was in my nose the whole time!  Duh!" Rodney said happily.

"God damn it Rodney," Cindy said as she burst out laughing once again.

"Hey, who's that?" Rodney asked.

"It's the stripper, remember?  The one with the pizza," Frank reminded him.

"Oh, right!  What stripper?"

"Rodney, did you actually want something, or was this just a social call, because if that's all it is, then I really don't have time at the moment to..."

"Social call...social call...," Rodney said, interrupting him.  "Wanted...what?  What did I want?" Rodney asked.

"You tell me.  You were the one that called," Frank said.

"What did I want?" Rodney asked himself again.

"Maybe you wanted pizza?" Cindy suggested.  Frank quickly threw her a dirty look.

"Don't distract him!  We'll never get anything out of..."

"Mmmm, pizza," Rodney said just before he made a sound that sounded distinctly like he was sucking the drool back into his mouth.

"Now see what you did?" Frank asked.

"Sorry," Cindy said, shrugging at him comically.

"Rodney, what the fuck do you want!  Focus for a second and tell me already!" Frank said firmly.

"I want...pizza!"

"Oh, mother fucker...," Frank grumbled.

"No, that wasn't it," Rodney said.  "Tooth?  No, that wasn't it either.  Oh!  I know what it was!  I totally got it now!"

"Awesome!  Wonderful!  Stupendous!  What was it?" Frank asked with mock excitement.

"What was what?" Rodney asked.  Frank suddenly growled and started choking the phone as Cindy burst into yet another fit of laughter.

"RODNEY, GOD DAMN IT!!!  WHAT DID YOU WANT???" Frank shouted into the phone.

"Oh!  I know what it was.  You were lookin' for a coke dealer that might have had a new customer or somethin', right?" Rodney asked.  Suddenly, both Frank and Cindy fell silent and looked at each other seriously.

"Yeah, I was.  You got somethin' for me on that?"

"Word on the street is that a dealer over in the Bench area got aced last night by a customer.  Took his whole stash, and all the cash he had," Rodney said.

"You know anything else about it?" Frank asked.

"Nah, sorry man.  That's all I got.  Figured you'd wanna know."

"You know what, that was actually really helpful.  Thanks man."

"No problem.  If I hear anything else, I'll let you know."

"All right, thanks.  I really appreciate it.  See ya later," Frank said.

"See ya," Rodney said just as Frank ended the call and set his phone down on his lap next to the camera.  "Now, you see what I gotta deal with?"

"Oh my god!" Cindy said as she held her stomach.  "I can't even begin to imagine what it's like in person."

"Basically the same, only with the addition of that oh so pungent smell of old socks, bad breath, and armpit stank."

"Oh my god!  Ewww!" she said, looking utterly disgusted by the thought of it.

"Still...that was a good bit of information he shared with us.  Do me a favor."

"Anything," Cindy said eagerly.

"See if there's anything in the local news about the murder and where it happened.  Get me an address if you can."

"Ok, hang on.  I'll take a look," she said as she grabbed her phone.  After about five minutes of checking various news sites, she finally found a story about the murder.  "Here, read this.  It says where it happened in the second paragraph there.  You think he might still be in the area?"

"No, he wouldn't hang out after he'd just killed someone.  He'll be lying low some...," Frank said, but then his brow furrowed and he trailed off.

"What?  What is it?" she asked.

"No.  No way...," he said.

"What?"

"Ok, listen to me.  I want you to do me a favor, ok?  This is really important," he said with a sudden seriousness.

"Ok, what is it?"

"Give me your keys.  I need to use your car.  You can stay with mine since everything's here that you'll need."

"Ok," she said as she retrieved her keys from her bag and handed them to him.  "What's goin' on?"

"I'm not sure yet.  I need to check on something.  You stay here, and if you see anyone come to visit, you check it out and notate everything.  The time, license number, the make of the vehicle, a physical description of whoever it is, etcetera.  Gather every bit of information you can, including how long they were here.  I gotta go," he said as he leaned over, gave her a quick kiss and then exited the vehicle without another word.  Before she knew what was happening, he was in her car and pulling out onto the street.

*   *   *

That evening, Cindy came back to the office and found Frank sitting there with his feet up on his desk, staring at his laptop screen.  She set down the camera bag and the case that housed the long-range listening device before she sat down at her desk.

"Hey, what's goin' on?" she asked, looking at him curiously.

"Oh...nothin'.  He said, smiling to himself.  "What about you?  Anything happen today?"

"Yeah, a guy came to the house."

"And?"

"I got a bunch of pictures, then I figured I might as well try to find out what was goin' on, so I scaled the fence again and got some shots through the window with my cell," she explained.

"And?" he asked again.

"He was her yoga instructor.  That's all they did was yoga.  When it was all over and he was gettin' ready to leave, I bailed back over the fence and got back in the car before anyone spotted me.  There wasn't anything else for the whole rest of the day."

"I didn't figure there would be, which is why I called the doctor and asked him to come by with the cameras as soon as he could get them without her seeing him," Frank said.

"Why were you so sure?" she asked with a confused look.

"Just wait until he gets here.  All shall be made clear in due time," he said with a smug look.  "Oh, and I asked Steve and Jenny to come over too."

"How come?" she asked.

"That will also be made clear in due time."

"Uhhh...ok."

"I'm like, extra handsome when I'm being all mysterious, ain't I?" he asked.

"If you say so.  I don't know what the big secret is though," she said with a shrug.

"Ah, but you will!  Isn't the suspense just delicious?"

"Yummy yum yum yum," she said with a mock excitement that he found highly amusing.

"Come on, I'll make us a snack while we wait," he said as he stood up and headed for the door.

"Frank, what's goin' on?" she asked.

"You know, some days it just pays to get out of bed.  Today was one of those days."

"Well, that's as clear as mud."

"Yes, it is...isn't it?" he asked with a breathy laugh.

*   *   *

At eight-thirty the doctor showed up at the door, cameras in hand.  He seemed to be in his usual foul mood, so Frank dispensed with the pleasantries and led him back to the office where Cindy was waiting to give him her report.

"So?  What did you find out?" the doctor asked impatiently.

"Tell him Cindy," Frank said with a smug grin.

"At one-thirty this afternoon, a man showed up at your house in a dark gray sedan.  He was about five-foot ten and had dark curly hair...probably of Latin descent."

"I knew it!" he exclaimed.

"Let her finish," Frank said flatly.  The doctor gave him a dirty look, but then turned his attention back to Cindy, who was now walking over with the camera.  Showing him the display, she cycled through a few pictures, and then she set the camera down on Frank's desk and showed him the pictures she'd taken with her cell phone.

"What is this?" he asked irritably.

"He's her yoga instructor.  Didn't you know she was taking yoga?" Cindy asked.

"No, I didn't.  Why the hell would I know that?"

"Uhhh...because she's your wife," Cindy said in an overtly snarky tone.

"Cindy...that'll be all.  Thank you," Frank said, giving her a warning look that sent her skulking back to her desk.

"So that's all you found?  What the hell am I paying you for then?" the doctor demanded.

"No, that's not all we found.  We also found a stain on the bedsheets in the master bedroom," Frank said as he brought up the pictures on his laptop of the stain they'd found glowing in the light so the doctor could see them.  "We tested the stain and it tested positive for semen.  That's why I wanted to get a DNA sample from you, so we could prove it wasn't yours."

"We can do that right now.  You got a test kit handy?" he asked.

"Oh, I don't think that'll be necessary," Frank said.

"What?  Why not?"

"Because we both know that semen on the bed sheets isn't yours...don't we?" he asked smugly.

"I don't know anything of the sort!" the doctor grumbled.

"Oh, well now...that's pretty strange considering the fact that you're the one that placed it there."

"What???" the doctor and Cindy both said at the exact same time.  Frank glanced over at Cindy and shot her a quick grin before he turned his attention back to the doctor.

"This is ridiculous!  Who the hell do you think you are making an accusation like that?" the doctor demanded as he got to his feet and attempted to stare Frank down threateningly.

"Well, let's see here.  I think I'm a private investigator that you hired so that you could plant some evidence for me to find, which you could then use in court against your wife," Frank said flatly.  "I mean, for a doctor, you're really not all that bright, are you?"

"Ok, I've had about enough of this.  I'm leaving," he said as he turned toward the door.  Before he took a step though, Frank went on with his explanation.

"See...the lights showed us this stain that you see here in the pictures.  This stain was still semi-wet, which meant that it was likely left at some point in the morning after she'd gotten up.  Now I honestly doubt that she'd have had someone come over right after you left to throw her a quickie, especially when she had plans to go out with her friend in the afternoon.  After all, morning sex takes a lot out of you," he said, shooting another grin over in Cindy's direction.  She smiled back at him knowingly, but the doctor was in no mood to smile at the moment.  In fact, the more Frank spoke, the angrier he got.

"You just wait until my lawyer gets done with you.  These unfounded allegations are..."

"Perfectly founded," Frank said, quickly interrupting him.

"And how do you figure that?" the doctor asked.

"Look again at the picture.  That nice little blob of light there, taken from a variety of angles.  Isn't it funny how it's just a blob, all laid out in one spot like that?"

"So what?"

"So doctor, I don't know how you have sex, but when your average guy has sex and they pull out, all that goo that comes shootin' out tends to get spread all over the place, especially when it's smeared around by two writhing bodies in their post coital bliss.  Even if they were careful not to touch it after, it still would be far more spread out and spattered than this.  No doctor, this was poured onto the bed, probably from a small vial or something of the sort.  Anyone schooled in basic forensics would come to the same conclusion," Frank said flatly, and right then he knew he'd hit pay dirt, because all the color suddenly drained from the doctor's face.  "And...let me see...you work in a hospital, don't you?  I'll bet it wouldn't be all that hard to acquire a semen sample when one works in a hospital environment, now, would it?  I mean, not for a doctor of your obvious stature.  Now, if you'd care to sit down, I've got your bill all prepared.  We'll just get your account settled up, and then you can be on your way.  Oh, and I don't suppose we'll need to mention this to anyone.  You know...client confidentiality and all.  However, if you choose not to pay your bill, then I suppose we wouldn't be able to consider you a client anymore, and then...well..."

"Fine, give it to me.  I'll write you a check," the doctor grumbled as he sat back down and stared daggers through Frank.  Cindy wanted so bad to let out a cheer and to run over to give Frank a great big hug, but somehow she managed to contain her glee...just barely.  The doctor finished writing the check, and then he picked it up and threw it at Frank's chest.  Frank didn't even bother to try to catch it, or to pick it up, which infuriated the doctor even more.

"Thank you doctor.  That concludes our business, and I'll officially consider you a paying client, which means the records of this case will be kept confidential.  It was a pleasure doing business with you," Frank said smugly as the doctor got to his feet.  He looked like he was about to say something extremely rude and cutting, but Frank cut him off before he could get it out.  "I assume you know where the door is.  Good evening, Doctor."

The doctor looked over at Cindy angrily, but she just smiled, made a little nod toward the door, and said good night to him as well.  Without another word, he stormed out of the office and left through the front door, slamming it behind him as he went.

"Oh my god, that was amazing!" Cindy squealed as she got up and ran over to throw her arms around him.  "Did you know all this time?"

"Yeah, I did actually.  I could tell he was desperate to get something on her, even if he had to plant the evidence," Frank explained.  "He knew we were gonna be in there setting up the cameras and checkin' the place for evidence after she left that day, so he planted the semen on the bed for us to find without his wife's knowledge, and then he headed off to work, waiting for us to provide him with the evidence he needed to make his case in the divorce settlement.  To be honest, I knew there'd be something in there, but I didn't expect him to actually steal a semen sample from the hospital.  That was sorta above and beyond."

"I guess I got a lot to learn, huh?  I would have never even thought of that.  I just sorta took it at face value.  You know, there's semen on the bed, so it must be from a lover or whatever," Cindy said.

"Well, that's all part of learning, and gaining experience through doing the job.  Now the next time something like this comes up, you'll know to be thinking about whether evidence you found was left naturally, or whether it was planted there.  If you ever come across something you're not sure about on an investigation, just run it by me, and we'll see if we can figure it out together," he said.

"But if we keep it a secret that he was planting evidence to screw over his wife, isn't he just gonna find some other way to do it?  She's gonna get screwed over anyway by that ass hole."

"No, she's not actually," he said, growing more and more smug with each passing second.

"How can you be so sure?"

"You remember that little errand I went on after our first meeting with the doctor?" he asked.

"Yeah, what about it?"

"Well, I had a bad feeling about him from the get go, so I followed him...and you'll never guess what I found," he said as he closed the picture of the semen stain, and then brought up another picture for her to see.

"Oh my god, he's the one cheating on her!" she said as she stared wide-eyed at the photo on the screen.

"Yep.  That's why he was so desperate to get something on his wife.  He wants to divorce her and screw her over on the alimony before she finds out about his affair.  I got lots of pictures of these two together," he said as he closed that one and brought up another one of them kissing.

"So you knew before we even went into the house that we weren't gonna find anything," Cindy said.

"Yep."

"Then why'd we do it?" she asked.  Frank held up the check and smiled at her.

"Never be afraid to milk an ass hole for money.  He got screwed, we got a check, and you got experience.  It's a triple win as far as I'm concerned."

"But what about his wife?" she asked.

"She'll be receiving these pictures in the mail, probably tomorrow at some point, from an anonymous friend, along with a note detailing where they were taken, and at what time.  After that, she can do what she pleases with them, though I'm sure that whatever she does with them will probably involve a lawyer, a divorce, and a big fat alimony settlement," he said.

"My god...I don't even know what to say here.  I just...sex...  I want sex, right now.  Right here on the desk.  Wherever, I don't care," she said with breathless excitement.

"Well, I'm afraid that's gonna have to wait, because as soon as Steve and Jenny get here, you're probably gonna use up all your orgasms for the day," he said, still smiling at her smugly.  "Although...if you think you can manage an extra one after that, I'll happily accept it."

"What's going on with Steve and Jenny?" Cindy asked just as the doorbell rang.

"Ahhh...well, maybe you should go let 'em in.  Then we can all find out together.  Hell, we might just end up having a little orgy afterward."

"Ok, hang on.  I'll be right back," she said as the doorbell rang once again.  A few moments later she came walking back in with Steve and Jenny.  Frank motioned for them to sit down in the two chairs in front of his desk, and then he asked Cindy to pull one up as well so she could sit next to them.

"So, what's this all about?" Steve asked after she was settled.  "Why the big mystery on the phone?"

"I have a little surprise for you both, courtesy of a guy who quite literally probably only has about two working brain cells left," Frank said with an amused look.

"Oh god, you guys gotta meet Rodney at some point.  I literally hurt I was laughing so hard today.  The guy's a total burnout," Cindy said with a highly amused look.

"So what's that's got to do with us?" Jenny asked.

"You remember how I went to ask him about some local coke dealers, to see if there was any chance that we could track Stuart down that way?" Frank asked.

"Yeah, you said he came up empty," Steve said.

"He did, more or less.  He told me about The White Lady, but that's all I got out of him.  So anyway, all of a sudden this morning he calls me while we're on our stakeout, and tells us that the word on the street was that a local dealer ended up dead.  Someone killed 'em and took their stash, and all their money.  Someone who was very likely named Stuart."

"Oh my god," Jenny gasped with a horrified look.

"Anyway, I had Cindy look it up on the local news outlets to see where it happened, just so I could get an idea of where he's been hangin' out.  Plus, I got in touch with the cops and let 'em know what my suspicions were about who the murderer was.  I suggested that they compare the prints on the stolen car to the prints they found at the scene, and it turns out they were a match.  Now the cops are falling all over themselves trying to find him.  All we gotta do is ride it out and protect Jenny until they do, and then, when they do finally manage to track him down, he's gonna be goin' up the river for a really long stretch," Frank said.

"Oh my god, that's awesome!  I can't believe it's finally gonna be over!" Jenny said, leaning into Steve as he put his arm around her.

"But wait!  There's more!" Frank said comically.

"More?  What else is there?" Cindy asked.

"Oh, you're gonna love this," he said as he clicked the mouse a few times and brought up a GPS screen.  "See this?"

"What is it?" Steve asked.

"After your divorce, I put a GPS tracker in your ex-wife's car so I could keep tabs on her," Frank said.

"You what?" Steve asked as he pulled his arm back and leaned forward to stare at the screen.

"I've been watchin' that bitch for ages, trying to figure out what she's been up to.  When I saw the address where the murder took place this morning, I recognized it.  That's why I had to bail on the stakeout.  I needed to come back here to see if I was right, and I was.  It was one of the houses that your ex has been going to every so often."

"So she's been using coke?" Steve asked.

"Here, check this out," he said as he brought up an article on one of the local news sites, and then turned his laptop so the three of them could read it.  It was a story about the bust of a huge cocaine ring in the local area.  "As soon as I saw where it happened, everything suddenly fell into place.  I reported it all to the cops, including the addresses of all the stops she'd been making.  Bro...it was her.  She was the drug mule known as The White Lady.  I didn't really put any of it together when Rodney mentioned the name, but now it all makes sense.  She was picking up the drugs in that classy hair salon that they were using to launder the money, and then delivering it to the local dealers.  If you'll notice there in the article, she rolled over on the kingpin of the local operation.  I think you'll recognize the name."

"Oh my god!  Stan Collins?" Steve said in a state of absolute shock.

"Who's Stan Collins?" Jenny asked.

"He was my lawyer!  He's the one my wife slept with that screwed me over in the divorce," he said as he continued to read the article.  "Sorry, I'm just havin' a hard time processing this.  I mean, you knew her Frank.  Even with what she did to me, I would have never guessed that she'd have done anything like this.  I mean, this is just..."

"I know Stevie.  I don't know how he managed to get her into it.  Maybe it was the money, or maybe he got her using the product.  Could be she just started sleeping with him, and then he just eased her into it.  Who knows?  All that matters is that she finally got what was coming to her, and so did that crooked ass lawyer of yours," Frank said, looking as though he was about to have a smugness overload.

"Tell you what.  Why don't you guys go out and have a nice dinner or something to celebrate," Cindy suggested.  Steve didn't seem to hear her though.  He sat there in silence for a moment, and then he stood up, walked around the desk, grabbed Frank by the arm, and then pulled him up out of his chair and into an embrace that damn near crushed the life out of him.

"Thanks Frankie," he said with a shaky voice as he patted his brother's back a few times in rapid succession.

"Uhhh...Steve?  Don't break him, huh?  That's my job now," Cindy said with a sleazy grin.

"Oh, right," he said as he backed away.  "Jenny told me about you two gettin' together.  I was really happy to hear it.  You tell Kayla yet?"

"God no!  Are you kidding me?" Frank said with a horrified look.

"Well, she's gonna find out eventually.  Want me to tell her, so I can take the brunt of it?"

"Would ya?" Frank asked, looking at him hopefully.

"Yeah, no problem.  I mean, it's the least I can do after everything you've done for me," he said as Jenny got up and took him by the arm.

"Come on sweetie, let's do like she said and go have a nice dinner to celebrate.  I think they probably wanna be alone."

"Yeah, sounds good.  You two have fun, and thanks again.  If there's ever anything I can do for you...," Steve said as Jenny dragged him away.

"Just deal with Kayla for me.  That'll be thanks enough," Frank said with a breathy laugh.

"See ya guys!  Thanks for everything," Jenny said as the pair left the office.  A few moments later the front door closed, and Cindy stood there looking at Frank with a great big smile on her face.

"What?" he asked.

"Nothing.  You're just really amazing, that's all," she said as she walked around behind his desk and took him by the hand.

"Lotta people tell me that," he said with a silly grin.

"Oh, come on now.  I'm being serious here.  I mean...you...this job...it's the best thing that's ever happened to me," she said sincerely.

"You know, you still have a lot to learn, but I happen to think we make one hell of a team," he said.

"Yeah, we do.  So...can we consider the office closed for the day now, or do you wanna show off some more?"

"Oh, well...I think closing up for the day is definitely a good idea," he said as he took her in his arms, looked into her eyes and then smiled at her in a way that just melted her soul.  "So...you got any left, or did you use 'em all up on that last bit?"

"Well it just so happens that I've got a whole bucket full of 'em just waiting for you mister," she said as she smiled at him sweetly.  "Wanna hit the showers and have a little fun?"

"You know I do," he said.  "Oh...and by the way.  If Kayla asks, just tell her I gave you lots of diseases.  It'll make her happy."

"You know...she's not gonna leave us alone when she finds out we're together," Cindy said.

"I know, but you know what?"

"What?" Cindy asked.

"For once, I don't even care.  Come on, let's go get in the shower.  We do need to get some sleep tonight though.  I got a new client coming in tomorrow at nine a.m. sharp, and I want you to work that one by yourself.  It's a fairly easy case, but you'll get some good experience out of it."

"What is it?"

"You really wanna talk about that now?" he asked.

"No, not really," she said with a seductive look as she took him by the hand and led him out of the office.
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