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Framed for a crime she didn’t commit by a group of corrupt cops that are out to ‘get her’, Kathy battles to retain her freedom.  She receives an unexpected bit of help from an Internal Affairs cop set on putting away all dirty cops.  Certain that Kathy has been targeted by this unscrupulous group, Special Agent Linda Miller helps Kathy and Portia prove Kathy’s innocence and in the process, finds herself attracted to Kathy.

Can feelings of gratitude and admiration turn to love for the widowed Kathy?  She can never reveal her full past to this cop she finds herself drawn to. Can Linda accept that there are parts of Kathy’s life she can never know about or will her investigative skills get in the way of their happiness?

Constant reminders of, and comparisons to, the woman she first loved make it hard for Kathy to commit herself fully to their budding romance.  How can Kathy move on when the past keeps sending reminders to let her know it isn’t done with her?

Watching her daughter slowly wither away was killing Kathy.  There was nothing they could do but watch the daily bags of medicine that were pumped into her chest through the catheter.  It was obvious these were only prolonging the inevitable though.

“Mom, isn’t there anything more we can do?” Kit asked during a visit.  Home from college, she could take on an elitist attitude sometimes due to her higher learning.

“They are doing everything they can to treat her, but the anomaly in her blood is causing this.  Without an exact match, there is nothing more they can do,” she answered wearily.  She was tired of dealing with Emily’s health issues, the family issues from her own arrest, Portia’s quest for vindication against the charges leveled against her, and the harassment of the L.A.P.D. that culminated in the killing of their dog.

It was the killing of Coco that concerned her the most as it affected the children so.  Emily was inconsolable and Sean was angry.  The depression that had gripped Emily while dealing with her illness and the loss of the family dog was affecting her treatment.  But having her oldest daughter question her was supremely pissing Kathy off.

“There has to be something–” Kit began, but Kathy interrupted her.

“You know how they were conceived,” she pointed out angrily.  “Whatever magic the doctors worked has backfired and Sean is also at risk.  Since Alice isn’t here to fix it, we will deal with it the best way the doctors know how.  I’m not a match, you’re not a match, and Sean isn’t a match.  The blood has to come from someone genetically related, and in a world with over seven billion people, the odds of a genetic match are infinitesimal,” she spouted at her now adult daughter.

Kit looked crushed, but she had asked the same question several times while home on vacation.  The family was a mess with the shooting death of Coco.  Finding out about her mom’s arrest, the other things going on with Emily’s health, and seeing Emily’s concentration camp appearance, had all scared her.  When she was away at college and didn’t see these things daily, she could ignore some of them.  “I’m sorry, Mom,” she said contritely.  She knew Kathy had a lot to cope with.  She had overheard Portia talking to Kathy about their defense for the drug trafficking charges, which were ridiculous since the medicine was clearly for her sister.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“It should be clear-cut.  Dr. Wilkerson will testify what is in those bags and what it is for,” Kathy argued with her attorney and friend.

“There is more here though, Kathy.  They can’t keep stopping you for traffic violations and not citing you, but the killing of Coco was some kind of warning,” Portia stated, trying to find a connection.

Kathy wasn’t about to connect the dots for her friend.  She didn’t want Portia to know she had killed a cop’s brother who had been blackmailing her.  It had been an accident—instinctual and in self-defense—but she had killed him nonetheless and the brother was sure of it.  He had no proof though, and he and his cronies on the L.A.P.D. had targeted her ever since.

They went over the case against her.  It really wasn’t much, but since she had been found with bags of fluid containing a mixture of narcotics, the district attorney was pursuing the premise of drug trafficking.  It was totally ridiculous since it was a week’s supply of medication that Kathy had just picked up from the clinic for Emily.  She needed two bags daily, one in the morning and one at night, to maintain her health, which was rapidly deteriorating despite the attempts to save her.

“And look at the evidence against the cops who shot Coco,” Portia continued.  “Something isn’t adding up and I’m betting there is a cover-up.”

Kathy didn’t respond.  She knew there was a cover-up and she knew the cause even though she would never admit it.  Internal Affairs was involved because they had raised such a stink about the killing of their amiable golden retriever.  The video of the officers coming on her property to shoot the dog and their subsequent lies, which were also captured on her phone, were damning to the L.A.P.D. and their reputation.  The news organizations were having a field day with it as Kathy had supplied them with the disks.  The nightly news was full of stories of police and their overzealous tactics.  This shooting of a family dog had even made national news.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Mrs. Weaver?  I’m Special Agent Miller,” the blonde introduced herself as Kathy came out of her offices later that week.  She had regular meetings with Andie, her accountant and friend and Portia, her lawyer and friend regarding the running of Weaver Investments and the vast fortune they were trying to untangle from Alice’s estate...both legal and not so legal.  Alice had a few pseudonyms and they had only just been able to untangle a couple of them and the monies hidden beneath them.  It had been just over a year and still they found surprises that were equal parts delightful and frustrating.  Alice had been an enigma and as they unraveled her empire, they marveled that she had managed all of this by herself.

Kathy looked at the woman, admiring her clean-cut suit, which was tailored to the woman’s physically fit body.  Her posture was that of someone in the military or someone into bodybuilding.  She wasn’t beautiful by most people’s standards, but she was striking in her bearing and took obvious pride in her appearance.  Her hair was cut short and clean, almost masculine, with blonde-feathered tips that were obviously touched up, but maybe not in the hot Southern California sun.  She was surprised to get ‘ambushed’ outside of her offices.  “Anything regarding the case is to go through my lawyer,” she began coldly as she tried to brush off the officer.

“I understand that.  I’m with Internal Affairs and this has nothing to do with your case against them, at least not completely,” she told her as she held up a badge.  It looked fancier than any of the L.A.P.D. badges Kathy had seen.  It was also gold in appearance while the ones she had seen had all been silver.  She knew that meant something, but didn’t know exactly what.  

“If this is about the case against your officers for harassment and killing my dog,” she began, but the woman held up her hand.

“I’m investigating all of those officers and I agree you have a case against them,” she told her, hoping to put her at ease, “however, it does not have anything to do with your case.  Rather, it’s about what I’m finding against these officers who have pulled you over and the ones who shot your dog,” she told her.

Kathy stood and stared at the woman.  The woman was taller than her by about two inches even though Kathy was wearing heels.  Why the woman would confide this with her, she didn’t understand.  Wouldn’t that jeopardize the case in her favor?  She had to know that anything she said to Kathy would be used against their officers since she would report it all to her lawyer.

The woman smiled at Kathy’s expression, realizing she was confused.  “Look, I’m not taking sides here, but I believe there is some type of corruption going on and you are the unlucky victim of what has been going on.  I’d like to get to the bottom of it and get these officers who are targeting you.  To me it seems they are targeting you and I’d like to know why?”

Kathy couldn’t agree more, but she wasn’t about to confess to this Internal Affairs officer that she had killed a man, that Detective Dewayne Leskowitz, the brother of the man she had killed, suspected she was guilty and had set his ‘friends’ on her.  She had been pulled over by those friends, harassed for driving violations that never materialized, and her dog had been shot and killed.  She was sure they had no evidence of her involvement with Leskowitz as no subpoena had ever been issued for her arrest.  If they had evidence, it would have been used against her long ago.  “What do you want from me?” she asked, suspiciously.

“I want to hear your side of things and not from the paperwork,” she gestured at a file under her arm.  “I want to hear your thoughts and feelings regarding this.  That doesn’t go in a report or a legal file.”

“I don’t think I should be talking to you without my attorney,” Kathy said honestly.  Although she wanted to believe this special agent, she knew it could be a trick to use what she said against her.

The agent nodded, “I’d like that opportunity.  Here is my card and I’ll make myself available whenever the two of you would like to meet.”

Kathy was surprised.  Most of the investigators had been rude to her and supportive of the cops.  They felt she was ‘guilty’ of trafficking the drugs and didn’t want to hear about the health of her daughter or what the drugs were for.  They dismissed the traffic stops as coincidence.  They tried to back up the story that the cops who shot her dog were looking for a missing child.  The fact that there had been no missing child and the cops were well beyond their jurisdiction didn’t seem to enter in the facts of the case.  This agent was different though.  Kathy looked at her again and was surprised to see a light of attraction in her lime green eyes.  She hadn’t recognized that in a woman in a long time.  The woman obviously knew she was a lesbian from reading the file folder where it had to have stated that she had been married to Alice Weaver, now deceased.  She didn’t trust her though, not an inch, despite her pleasant demeanor.  “I’ll let my lawyer know,” she told her dismissively.  The agent had to know that Portia was in the very office she had just left.

The woman smiled at her and nodded.  She understood.  At this point, she wouldn’t trust anyone involved in the L.A.P.D. either, but she was outside of the system and the sooner she and her attorney realized that, the better.  She was out to get the cops who were using the system for their own benefit, the good ole boys network at its finest, but she needed firsthand information from people like Kathy Weaver to make her case and get rid of them if they were dirty.  She did know a lot about Kathy Weaver from the files and from other data she had accumulated.  She was fabulously wealthy, a widow, and very attractive; her pictures hadn’t done her justice.  She also looked weary and vulnerable.  She raised the special agent’s protective instincts and that surprised her.  She found her attractive in her own way and not from her wealth or looks.  She had been raising her kids alone when all this shit came down on her and Agent Miller wanted to know who or why.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Kathy left the agent to go down in the elevator, but took the next one up.  The agent hadn’t gone down with her and now she was curious to see if she had gone in the offices of Weaver Investments.  When she went inside and saw the new receptionist that Andie had hired, she asked if a special agent had stopped in and was told no.  She proceeded to go to Portia’s office and knock.

“Come in?” Portia called and looked up from the paperwork she was going through.  She was trying to ascertain if it was a lead on another persona of Alice’s or another dead end.  They still hadn’t found all of Alice’s wealth, in its various names, and had no idea of the full extent of it.  She seriously doubted they ever would.  Alice had been good, too good to leave clues.  She looked up and was surprised to see Kathy there.  “I thought you left?” she asked.

“I did, but I got waylaid in the hallway outside the office,” Kathy told her.

“Press?” Portia asked, knowingly.  The release of those videos had caused a lot of embarrassment for the L.A.P.D. as questions were being asked that made them uncomfortable.

“No, a special agent,” Kathy responded as she handed her friend the card the woman had given her.

“What’d she say?” Portia asked as she gestured Kathy to a seat.

Kathy told her everything, including her suspicions it was a set up.  “Should we talk to her?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah.  Let’s find out what SHE knows,” Portia said gleefully.  

Kathy laughed at her friend.  Portia had subpoenaed the records of the police for the stops that Kathy had endured, but they were having difficulty ‘finding’ the information that Portia requested.  It was all very fishy.  “You think she really is from Internal Affairs?”

“I see no reason not to believe her credentials,” she answered, indicating the card.  “Let’s give her a call.”  She reached for her phone to call the number on the card.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Kathy was astounded.  That one meeting between Special Agent Miller, Portia, and herself netted a lot of information for all of them.  Portia had been given a hard time getting her subpoenas served on the officers who had stopped Kathy for no apparent reason and obtaining information regarding those stops, but right away Agent Miller had the officers served and the information to them.  Strangely, although her plate had been run on several occasions, no tickets had been issued.  The records showed only the inquiries then suddenly the arrest.  Kathy had given her all the information she had regarding the stops plus her impressions.  In addition, she gave her copies of the video the night Coco was shot.  

“Officer Ramirez, what was the reason you pulled over my client?” Portia asked as they all sat in the small room.  They weren’t in a courtroom.  They had been assigned to a room where the judge, the court reporter, the assistant district attorney, Portia, and Kathy could ask questions and discuss the case against Kathy to determine if there was enough evidence to go to court before a jury.  Los Angeles courtrooms were overflowing with cases and this meeting, or set of meetings if required, would determine if another judge and a jury needed to be set up for a trial.

Officer Ramirez looked distinctly uncomfortable and squirmed in his seat.  “I pulled her over because I believed she had been speeding,” he said lamely, but none of them were convinced at his tone.

“Why was the camera on your unit turned off?” the assistant district attorney, a woman by the name of Lenora Quinn asked.

“Ms. Quinn, I believe it’s my turn to ask questions,” Portia interjected, glancing between Lenora and the acting judge.

“Yes, Ms. Quinn, you’ve presented your case and it is the defense’s turn to ask questions,” the judge admonished.

She flushed as she nodded, but sighed.  This was a bullshit case and she didn’t understand why it was being pushed through.  She was puzzled as to why Detective Leskowitz had made a brief appearance, why he was here at all, but he had disappeared as soon as the defense attorney and her client appeared.

“Ms. Spiros,” the judge gave Portia the go-ahead on her questioning.  

Kathy sighed quietly.  This had been monotonous and the charges against her sounded dire.  The prosecution had been allowed to lay out their case against her first and it sounded like she was guilty.  Portia had just started tearing apart their proof.

“Officer Ramirez, why was the camera on your unit turned off?” Portia repeated the assistant district attorney’s question.  

Kathy nearly laughed at this strategy, but Portia had warned her to have her game face on at all times as the judge would be watching.

One by one, Officer Ramirez, Officer Rogers, and then Officer Green were subjected to similar questions.  They had presented their case with the prosecution, but after Portia finished with them they sounded like fools.

“Did you ask to see the prescription for the bags of medicine my client was carrying?” Portia asked Officer Green.

“No, ma’am,” she admitted.

“I’d like to submit this affidavit of Dr. Wilkerson who is willing to appear here and testify,” Portia said, handing the judge the paperwork.

After Portia finished questioning Officer Green, Kathy was thrilled to see this snide cop not only look like a fool, but sound like one.  She had treated her rudely and deserved it.  She especially liked when Portia brought up how the cuffs had chafed her wrists and asked if it was deliberate.  While the A.D.A. objected, at least it made the cop squirm.  Kathy wasn’t too perturbed when she received glares from these three officers after Portia got done with them.

Somehow, somewhere, Portia had found the bystander who had filmed the entire stop and arrest of Kathy and the officer’s behavior.  It helped that she got a clear recording of, “Got the rich bitch,” that Officer Green muttered to another officer.  That was well after the female officer tried to give chase with a clear, “Hey, give me that!” heard before the recording got bouncy and distorted from the bystander’s escape.  They had returned to the scene though and stood behind the crowd to get the second recording that destroyed the case against Kathy.

“I don’t know why this has occurred, but I see no reason for this to continue.  Mrs. Weaver...” the judged hesitated only briefly over Kathy’s name.  It had been obvious he didn’t quite approve of her former marriage to a woman, but as Alice was dead, it was now okay.  “Mrs. Weaver has obviously been the victim of some unsubstantiated traffic stops.  That your cameras had all been conveniently turned off is unprofessional,” he looked at the three officers now sitting in the room with them.  “I’m going to make sure this officer,” he made a hand sweep to Special Agent Linda Miller who had also been called in, “investigates your behavior fully,” he said with finality.  “Mrs. Weaver, you are free to go.  I do not see probable cause here for the traffic stops and you certainly weren’t trafficking in narcotics.”  He sounded angry at the waste of his time.  “Case dismissed!” he pounded his gavel on the table.

“Your Honor, what about the men who shot and killed my client’s dog?” Portia quickly interjected, wanting to get it on record.  “I was going to call them in...” she began, but the judge waved her to silence.

“That’s a case for a different court.  I’ve seen all I need to see here,” he dismissed it and got up.  They all rose out of respect for the judge as he hurried out of the room.

“So, I’m free to go?” Kathy asked Portia, bewildered.  It had all seemed too quick although it had been months in the planning.

“Yes, the judge sees no reason to pursue this, so you are free to go,” Portia told her with a smile and a hug.

“What about the other two...” Kathy began, but Portia silenced her as she glanced at the other officers now glaring at her and heading out of the room.  Only Linda Miller remained.

“I’ll make sure they take this off your record,” she told her courteously as she smiled at Kathy and ignored Portia who looked between the two women speculatively.  She wasn’t stupid.  Each time they had met, Linda looked at Kathy hopefully.

“Thank you.  You don’t mind if I follow up on that?” Portia asked, firmly.  The woman might be helping them out due to a crush on Kathy, but it was her job to make sure her client and friend was taken care of.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Linda provided them with more help that allowed them to win the lawsuit against the L.A.P.D. and the two officers.  It settled out of court a mere month later.  Kathy publically donated her winnings to the local shelters and the resulting termination of the two officers from the force satisfied her.

“Why would you do all this?” Kathy asked Agent Miller at one of the many meetings they attended together.  Portia was with them each and every time.

“I want to get rid of dirty cops and somewhere, somehow, you pissed off someone in this group,” she indicated the file folder they had gone over of the cops who had stopped Kathy.  “One of them thought you needed to be taught a lesson and catching you transporting your daughter’s meds must have seemed like a coup.”

Kathy couldn’t agree more, but she was grateful as time went on and the blonde cop took it upon herself to take their side and argue against her own.  Internal Affairs officers weren’t well-liked and Kathy could understand that, but Linda Miller had proven to be more than fair.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Kathy, this is Sara Penn.  She’s the one who gave me the recording from her phone,” Portia introduced her the next day in the office.

“Oh, I have to thank you for that,” Kathy said sincerely as she held out her hand to shake the petite woman’s hand.  “If there is anything I can do for you, please let me know,” she offered.

“Actually...” the woman began, looking distinctly uncomfortable and looking to Portia for help.

“Sara is on disability and could use some hours.  I told her we would be happy to hire her as a file clerk,” Portia quickly interjected to avoid the awkward situation.  “We can give her a set number of hours that won’t screw up her disability checks, but will provide her with some additional income.”

“That’s a wonderful idea,” Kathy said with a smile directed at the woman.

“I thought so too.  In fact, Sara, Andie is waiting for you in there,” Portia pointed at Andie’s office, “to fill out the necessary paperwork.”

“Thank you so much,” the woman said with a pathetically grateful smile as she headed for the door, closing it gently behind her.

“Make sure you don’t let her have her phone on while working,” Kathy said, only half kidding.

“Oh, didn’t you know?  It’s company policy now that employee cell phones are to be left in their lockers,” Portia said with a conspiratorial grin.

Kathy shared a laugh with her lawyer and friend.  They both knew she was referencing the receptionist they had to fire and now their helpful new employee.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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The stress of losing Coco and seeing her mom deal with the L.A.P.D. was wearing on Emily’s system and the medications were no longer doing what they should for her young body.  She ended up in the hospital under Dr. Wilkerson’s care for a week here and there.  It caused some sleepless nights for Kathy.  One morning when she was sitting in the cafeteria while Emily finally got some drug-induced, but restless sleep, Kathy looked up and was surprised to see Linda Miller looking at her.

“What are you doing here?” she asked, surprised, as she gripped her coffee.

“I was worried about you driving yourself home after this,” she gestured to include the hospital.

Kathy blinked.  Her friends, including Portia and Andie, worried too, but to have someone else, someone she had admired and who had helped her case so much, worry about her too, this pleased her.  She looked at the agent again in pleasure, giving her a small smile.

“How was her night?” she asked even though she had flashed her badge at the desk to get some of the information she already knew.

“Restless.  She’s been having a lot of trouble sleeping with everything going on.  She misses Coco, and while I hope to have another dog someday, I don’t think now is the time.  It’s just too soon,” Kathy said wearily.  Her worry over Emily was such, she really didn’t care about a new dog.

“Take it slow,” Linda advised as she sat down across from Kathy.

They spent the early morning hours chatting away and getting to know each other.  Kathy learned how Linda had come up through the force over the years until she had been tapped for Internal Affairs.  Linda learned about her friendship with Alice’s sister Connie and her subsequent marriage to Alice.

Linda sensed there was a lot Kathy wasn’t telling her about her marriage, but she put it down to the nervousness of meeting someone new.  Kathy sounded in awe of her dead wife.  The way she described how Alice had saved her was almost worshipful.  Linda took that differently than the literal way Kathy meant it, but the love and adoration were obvious and she was almost jealous of the dead woman.  Alice had been one lucky woman to have someone who loved her so much.

“I know you are going through a lot right now, but how would you feel if I asked you out on date?” she finally worked up the courage to ask.  There, her interest was out and in the open, obvious for Kathy to see if it hadn’t been before.

Kathy wasn’t surprised by the invitation, but as she had never dated a woman besides Alice, she still blushed.  She had been aware of Linda’s interest from day one, but with all her help through the chaos of dealing with the L.A.P.D., she had shrugged it off.  Portia had even mentioned it teasingly once, but when Kathy blew it off she had ceased talking about it even though she could see the interest of the blonde cop.  “I’d like that,” she said demurely through her blush.

“Where would you like to go?” Linda asked her, finding the blush becoming.

Kathy shrugged.  It had been so long since anyone asked her out.  Alice had been dead over a year and they had been estranged for months before that, so she didn’t know what to say.  “You asked, you choose,” she said, glancing down at her fingers which had started to worry a napkin, ripping it slightly as she fidgeted.  She glanced at the wedding band and engagement ring she still wore.

“Do you like oriental food?” Linda asked, trying to be charming, but she could sense that Kathy was uneasy and didn’t want to put her on the spot.

“I do,” Kathy said flicking her eyes up to look in the green eyes of the cop.  She had such a commanding presence; it was really reassuring.  She glanced at her narrow lips and wondered briefly what it would be like to kiss them before looking down at the napkin again.

“Good, we could go out to dinner and a movie, if that’s okay?” Linda asked, reaching out to touch Kathy’s hand and settle its nervous ripping.

Kathy was startled at the touch and glanced up.  She nodded and then heard, “Mrs. Weaver?”  Looking up, she saw a nurse was looking for her in the cafeteria.

“Yes?” she answered, rising and forgetting that Linda was there.

“Emily has woken up and is looking for you,” the nurse told her with a smile.  Some parents just left their kids and visited during visiting hours, but not this mom.  There was a bed set up in her daughter’s private room just for the mom.  

“Thank you,” Kathy said gratefully and then remembering Linda and her invitation, she turned back to find the blonde standing and waiting patiently.  “Friday?” she asked, to confirm the invitation.

“Friday, it is.  I’ll pick you up at seven?” Linda said gratefully.  She had been worried about asking Kathy out, but hopeful.

As Kathy went to leave to follow the nurse, she turned back a moment to smile at the blonde and say, “Thank you,” before she turned again and left the cafeteria.

Linda smiled at her back and watched her walk away.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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As she turned into the drive and the gate opened before her Grand Marquis, she realized her car, much less herself, was hopelessly outclassed in this Palos Verdes neighborhood.  She had seen nothing but high-end sports cars and sedans.  She briefly thought of canceling the date, but she had been attracted to Kathy Weaver from their first meeting and that didn’t happen often.  While she had known of Kathy’s wealth, she hadn’t really thought about it, even after seeing her driving a Porsche.  Seeing her home though, it began to sink in how truly wealthy Kathy was.  She knew from the files that it had been her wife’s wealth that enabled them to live here, but details on Alice Weaver were sketchy at best.  Hearing Kathy talk about her, she must have been a saint.

She parked at the bottom of a lovely set of stone steps that led up to the beautiful front door.  She could see attractive lights illuminating the pathway as well as certain spots around the property.  It was a lovely...and expensive setting.  She swallowed a few times to control her nervousness.

“Hi,” a thin, young girl answered the door.  She was abnormally thin with deep dark circles under her strangely cat-like eyes and a pallor that wasn’t natural at all.  She looked like Kathy with her brown-colored eyes and yet she did not.  Linda wondered if she was Alice’s child instead of Kathy’s biological daughter.  It wasn’t unheard of for a wife to carry her partner’s egg in the lesbian community.

“Hi, I’m here to see your mother?” she hoped she didn’t sound like a dunce, but the kid unnerved her.

“Yes, my mom is still getting ready.  Won’t you come in?” she said politely.

Linda smiled and stepped into the foyer.  This led to a long, wide hall with an absolutely gorgeous living room off of it with views that included the grounds and the ocean that could still be seen in the twilight.  

“Would you like a drink?” the teen offered with a grin.  She could see the woman admiring their house and she was proud of the house.  She always had been as it was the only home she really remembered except for the time they spent on Mom’s island.

Linda looked down at the teen in surprise at being offered a drink, but seeing the grin thought perhaps she was just repeating something she had seen on TV and returning the grin, she declined.

Just then Kathy came down the stairs, putting in an earring and smiling at their guest.  “Hi, sorry to keep you waiting,” she said in a rush as she pulled a sweater wrap over her shoulders.  She was wearing a nice little dress, nothing too fancy, just right for going out.

Linda was stunned at how nice Kathy looked and thought perhaps her own pantsuit wasn’t fancy enough when she saw the expensive look of Kathy’s dress.  She smiled in return at the sight of the pretty brunette.

“Linda, did you meet my daughter Emily?” Kathy asked with a grin.

“I just got here,” she said as she glanced at the obviously ill teen.

“Yeah, Mom.  I just offered her a drink,” Emily said with a cheeky grin.

“A drink, eh?  What if she had said yes, then what would you have done?” Kathy asked with a knowing smirk.

“Then I would have asked Mrs. Fernandez how to make it,” the confident teen answered with a laugh that Kathy shared.

Linda could see they had an easy and affectionate relationship as Kathy gave the teen a sideways hug.

“Linda Miller, this is my daughter Emily,” Kathy introduced them.

“How do you do, Ms. Miller,” Emily said formally as she held out her thin hand.

Linda was almost afraid to take the hand from the obviously ill teen, but her smile was genuine in her decimated face.  The bones stuck out garishly on her young face, the teeth seemed prominent in her smile...like a horse’s.  She ignored it all though as she shook her hand politely and said, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Emily.”

Emily smiled as she dismissed herself and said, “Have a good time.”  She quickly left the room, but peeked around from the stairway.

Kathy smiled at the agent, almost shyly.

“You look nice,” they both said at the same time and then laughed.

“Shall we go?” Linda asked, wanting to begin the date.  Meeting the daughter and being in this expensive and sophisticated house was beginning to make her sweat.

“Sure, let’s,” Kathy replied as she walked across the foyer to grab a purse that was on a table there.

Linda opened the door for her and watched her walk down the steps, nearly stumbling as she followed down them.  She quickly opened the door to her car to tuck Kathy in, smelling her delicious perfume, before shutting the door, nearly on her own hand.  She swore at herself for her clumsiness as she hurried around the vehicle to get in.

Taking Kathy to Chinatown, they had a delicious meal where they sampled many dishes and shared various delicacies. 

“I don’t think I want goat,” Kathy stated firmly upon seeing a skinless head at one end of the counter.

“I’ll pass on that one too,” Linda said in agreement.  It was a gross sight.

The food they did have was delicious and they enjoyed chatting over it.  Even the movie they finally went to was fantastic.  Linda was pleased that Kathy liked Star Wars.  She hadn’t been certain when she chose a science fiction adventure film for their date, but Kathy got it and they discussed past movies they had both seen.

“Oh, the kids made sure I’m well versed on these,” Kathy explained when Linda marveled over her knowledge.  “I’m a secret Trekkie too,” she confessed with a laugh and Linda joined in.

“Oh, wow.  Do you wear the ears occasionally?” Linda teased.

“You’ll never know,” Kathy teased in return.

“You know, I’m a fairly good detective,” Linda laughed.  She had thoroughly enjoyed this date and hoped Kathy would like to have another.  She drove them slowly towards Palos Verdes as she drove Kathy home and they chatted.  They had a lot in common.

As she walked her to the front door, she wondered if she would get a goodnight kiss, but wasn’t really surprised when she didn’t.  From what she had gleaned, Kathy was fairly shy and Alice was a hard act to follow.  She was pleased though, they had a second date and even talked about a third.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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The second date involved the kids.  Emily was pathetically eager to please, but Sean was a bit cold at first at the thought of his mother dating again.  He was surly and unpleasant until Kathy pulled him aside and gave him a good talking-to.  They enjoyed themselves at the Santa Monica Pier, going on rides and while Linda was concerned about doing too much with Emily, the rest of them seemed to ignore her symptoms and relative weakness.  And yet Kathy pretended to get tired out and sit down occasionally, which Linda noted, allowed Emily to take a break from their activities and the rides.

Linda got the feeling someone was watching them at one point, but when her keen eye looked around, she saw no one.  She didn’t mention it to Kathy as they didn’t talk about her job.  The recent unpleasantness Kathy had gone through was something they no longer discussed and part of that was Linda’s job and the fact she was a cop.  Still, because she was a cop, she couldn’t turn it off and her instincts told her they were being watched.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Kathy, the IRS is asking questions about Alice’s previous two-year tax returns based on what we filed this year,” Andie’s accountant voice droned on in the meeting they were having to go over the investments they handled.

Kathy wasn’t as uptight these days about the investments.  The fear of going to jail or being stopped had lifted since she had met Linda Miller and dating her had provided Kathy with hope for the future and a possible relationship.  Having another adult to talk to was a blessing and while she could never tell Linda everything, at least she could talk to her on a level that she couldn’t with her kids or her employees...even employees who had been lifelong friends such as Andie and Portia.  She realized she needed this outside stimulation and finding someone who was interested in her on so many levels, as Linda obviously was, was flattering for her ego, which had really needed some bolstering.

“You have the paperwork Alice filed...” she began, to show she was listening to her friend.

Andie launched into a long and boring tirade about the legal ramifications of what Alice had filed versus what they had filed and how much money she had hidden over the years—from what they could find and what they only surmised.  Kathy’s eyes glazed over at some point.

“I trust you can handle it,” she said vaguely to hide the fact that she just didn’t care.  Alice had left them well-provided for.  The various trusts were intact and the monies they were now finding could be explained, albeit with a bit of finesse that would be barely legal.  Alice’s investments, while legal, had been under various names and they were still mired deep in finding out where all the money came from.

Andie could and would handle it.  She relished the challenge it presented, finding the depths that Alice had gone to hide her monies astonishing and thrilling.  The intrigue alone fascinated her as she saw through the legal loopholes Alice had manipulated so her vast fortune wasn’t taxed to death.  If she could only be as good and thorough as Alice and save Kathy from a major audit...

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Mrs. Weaver, I have another treatment I’m considering here.  It’s a last-ditch effort and I don’t want to get your hopes up,” Dr. Wilkerson told her sadly.  Neither of them had high hopes, Emily was failing and the second hospital stay had only confirmed what they already knew, she was dying.

“Do whatever you can to save her,” Kathy said resignedly.  She saw what Emily looked like and while she never showed how depressed she was over the state of her daughter, she couldn’t help but see what other people saw.  She herself was the victim of looks of utter contempt for the daughter that looked anorexic or bulimic and was slowly starving to death.  While Emily had a healthy appetite, nothing stayed inside for long.  She often complained of the liquid diarrhea she experienced and was exasperated by the twice daily doses of drugs she got in her I.V.  She was literally wasting away and there really was nothing anyone could do.

Dr. Wilkerson adjusted the bags of fluids that included a cocktail of drugs designed to help Emily overcome the blood disease she was combatting.  The teen’s bouncy attitude was a good sign, but he worried that she would become depressed as she had during the horrific death of her beloved dog.  She talked about getting another dog and repeatedly gave broad hints to her mother, who hadn’t given consent for the desired dog yet.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Officer Michaels died last night,” Linda told Kathy as they ate on the patio after they had fried up some burgers on the grill.

“Who?” Kathy asked with a frown, trying to remember if it was a friend of Linda’s she had failed to remember.  The name sounded vaguely familiar for some reason.

“The officer that killed Coco,” Linda whispered while she looked over her shoulder where the children had gone inside to do the dishes.

“Oh,” Kathy answered wondering how she felt about that.  While the officer had lost his job for gunning down the defenseless dog and Kathy had received a good settlement, she hadn’t thought about him since.  She sat there, her hamburger largely uneaten in comparison to the ones her children had inhaled quickly enough to warrant them taking their dishes into the kitchen already.  “How?” she asked, belatedly, as she thought over how she might feel about his death and really wasn’t happy about it or sad.

“They are investigating, but it may be a suicide,” she said quietly and then stopped when Emily came out to get the utensils from the grill.

“Do we have any marshmallows?” Emily asked as she showed the graham crackers and chocolate she had brought out.

“I think in that cupboard by the fridge,” Kathy smiled at the idea of s’mores for dessert and her daughter still acting younger than her teen years.

The girl hurried inside with the utensils to look for the missing marshmallows.

The adults shared a smile over her exuberance which, despite her illness, was typical of someone her age.

They ate s’mores over a movie in the family room.  Linda admired this room with its big screen TV and its seemingly endless DVDs lining the shelves along the walls.  It was comfortable and perfect for the small family to watch anything on the TV.  She could imagine baseball, basketball, or football games and had discussed the latter with Sean who was an avid Green Bay Packer fan while Linda still supported the St. Louis Rams, which had once been in Los Angeles.  At least it gave them a starting point of conversation, and while Sean wasn’t sure about his mom dating again, he could at least make friends with Linda who was trying.

After the kids had gone to bed, they sat there and watched the news with Kathy leaning against Linda’s shoulder.  While they had kissed a few times, they hadn’t gone much further.  The first kiss had been after their second date.  It was just a peck on the mouth and Kathy had worried that Linda would think she was a prude since she hadn’t deepened it.  On their third date, their second kiss had been much better, but even that had gone slowly.  

Linda had allowed Kathy to set the pace of their romance.  She let Kathy know she was interested, wanted a relationship with her, but didn’t want to rush her.  She understood how hard it must be to move on after the death of a spouse and while she herself had many relationships, she had never lost someone that important to her.  Her cop instincts told her there was a lot more about Alice Weaver than she had heard, but what she had dug up on her showed her to be a model citizen and loving wife.  The few newspaper articles on her even showed her to be the saint she heard in the children’s voices.  Even the time Kathy had been ‘away,’ which they had yet to discuss, she hadn’t dated from what she could find out, and her devotion to her wife had been unquestioned.  Alice Weaver’s shoes were a bit big to fill, but Linda wanted to find out if she could fill them, if she could have a relationship with Kathy.  She desperately wanted to make love to her, but only when Kathy was ready for that next step.

“Well, I should probably get going,” she said, exaggerating a stretch.

Kathy admired the clean, physically fit, muscular lines of her companion as she stretched.  She covered her own yawn.  The day had been full with trips to the clinic for Emily, homeschooling her as she wasn’t strong enough to go to school any longer, and then culminating with the barbeque and movies.  They always watched a double feature, something they had started with Alice long ago and continued to this day.  “Oh, too bad,” she said with genuine regret.  She enjoyed chatting with Linda.  She was smart, had a dry sense of sarcastic humor, and always tried to make Kathy feel good.  She was self-effacing and thought of others before herself.

“You want me to stay?” she grinned, knowing the answer before she asked the question.  She couldn’t help but hope that someday Kathy would ask her to accompany her to her bedroom, which she had seen when given a tour of the house.  It was plain and ordinary, but with luxurious furnishings and the expense of quality pieces.  The bathroom was to die for and she hoped to share it with Kathy someday.

“I’d love to, but how would I explain to the kids when you were here over pancakes in the morning?” she teased, looking down to where they were holding hands.

Linda loved the shy side of Kathy, but it didn’t stop her from wishing she would be a bit bolder.  She had this fantasy of Kathy straddling her that...she stopped herself before she became aroused.  Many times, she had gone home to fantasize about making love to Kathy, but she never mentioned it, preferring to take it slow and steady as Kathy seemed a bit skittish.  Even holding hands was a step that had taken a while.  “Pancakes?  I may have to camp out here on the couch...” she told her as she got up slowly and drew her up beside her.  Their height difference was more evident tonight as Linda was wearing boots that gave her another two inches in height and Kathy was barefooted.

Kathy stared at the chest before her.  She desperately wanted to take it further, but wasn’t sure how to proceed.  She felt foolish and anxious.  Whenever Linda felt bold enough to take their relationship a tiny step further, she eagerly anticipated more, but her natural shyness and her loyalty to Alice’s memory had stopped her from going too far...yet.

Linda leaned down to give Kathy a kiss.  It wasn’t a chaste kiss either.  Her lips searched and found the same response she had gotten on several occasions.  Her tongue intertwined with Kathy’s and for a moment she lost control as she deepened the kiss and shared the passion that was flaring between them.  She could feel her body come alive despite her attempts to keep it chaste and when the kisses finally ended, both breathing hard from the effects, they just leaned their foreheads together as they caught their breath.  Linda nearly groaned in frustration at the attempts to get her body under control.  She wanted this woman desperately.

“I’d better go,” she whispered, her breath tickling across Kathy’s face.

She smelled of a mint she must have slipped in and Kathy had enjoyed her kisses.  She too wanted to take this further, but just lacked the confidence she once had with Alice.  She missed Alice so, but she had been dead over a year and it was time to move on.  She walked Linda to the front door before giving her one more chaste kiss goodnight and closing the door.  She watched her drive down the drive and out the gate before locking up and setting the alarms.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“I saw someone today that looked just like Alice.  In fact, I thought it was her doppelganger,” Portia mentioned as they went over some small details.

“Oh yeah, I’ve had that happen too,” Kathy answered as she read through some paperwork.  “We want to expand this,” she pointed out a detail Portia hadn’t known she wanted to work on.  “I want another row put in over here,” she showed her on the blueprint of the storage facility they owned in Las Vegas.  She recalled that Alice had said she was going to Las Vegas a couple of times over the years.

“Oh, and a bill came in,” Andie said, holding out an envelope that was forwarded from a post office box they had discovered of Alice’s.  “It’s for a storage unit facility up in Sacramento,” she said with a tone of question.

“Do we own it?” Kathy asked as she reached for the bill and opened it.

“No.  Apparently, Alice rented it.  She used another name, but the bill came through the P.O. box.”

Kathy read through the bill quickly and saw it was for a large unit, but it was a standard yearly bill and she couldn’t tell from the bill what was in it or what it was for.  She was curious and decided to take a road trip; she needed to get away anyway.  She felt confident about doing things like this since weird properties had come up from time to time as they sorted through Alice’s holdings.  “I’ll take care of it,” she told her friends, not telling them her plans.

Dr. Wilkerson wanted to keep Emily overnight for one of his trials and this was the perfect opportunity for Kathy to take her road trip.  Sean stayed over at a friend’s house and she gave Mrs. Fernandez and Nan the night off as well.  She would have the house completely to herself, but she wouldn’t be there as she drove the Porsche north along Interstate 5.

She drove to Sacramento, but she was too late to enter the unit even though it was open twenty-four hours.  She wasn’t sure how much light she would need to see inside the unit and while she had purchased bolt cutters to cut the lock, she wondered why Alice had needed a storage unit in Sacramento when they lived in Southern California.  She shook her head, the mysteries about Alice never ceased.

She checked into a Motel 6 and immediately regretted it; it wasn’t very clean compared to others in the chain she had visited in the past.  It was a converted motel and slapping the Motel 6 logo on it really hadn’t sufficed.  It needed a total overhaul, but she was irritable about the trip, worried about Emily, and she had told her first lie to her girlfriend to get away for a couple of days on ‘business.’  It had been a white lie, but it was still a lie and for that she was feeling guilty.  

Linda was nice, she was honest, and she was someone she could see a future with, but she didn’t share anything regarding Alice.  She couldn’t afford to have someone with Linda’s background asking too many questions.  She worried that somehow Linda would inadvertently stumble upon some evidence that would tell her that Alice Weaver had been a serial killer and on occasion, Kathy had been her accomplice.  In fact, she worried that Linda might figure out she had killed recently.  It was self-defense, but still, she had murdered the locksmith who had been blackmailing her.

She should break it off with Linda.  She was a cop and loyal to her duties, even if it meant going after dirty cops as she had on Kathy’s behalf.  Even now she knew that Detective Leskowitz was still under suspicion of using his position to target Kathy.  Although all charges had been dropped against Kathy, she knew, and he had suspicions, that Kathy had killed his brother.  Only the fact that Kathy was now dating the investigator who had stopped all those cops from targeting her, kept Kathy from being targeted once again.  If Detective Leskowitz had his way, Kathy would be behind bars where he could have her victimized for the crime he was certain she was guilty of.  With no other suspects and knowing his brother had been blackmailing her, he was certain she had killed him.  Having Linda around kept the others at bay, but that wasn’t why Kathy was dating her.  How often did hot-looking women hit on her and want to date her?  She hadn’t noticed anyone since Alice, and even before that she had never even looked.  Alice had been a once in a lifetime woman and her death had devastated Kathy and her family.  Most of all, dealing with the guilt of not making up to Alice for their estrangement had really been hard.  Linda was like a breath of fresh air: no secrets, no hidden bodies.

As she tried to sleep in the barely acceptable hotel room, she thought over what she might find in the storage unit the next day.  She really hoped there would be no dead bodies to contend with.  Alice had kept her secrets very close to the vest.  It could be anything, but she had never been sloppy enough to leave a dead body where someone could trace it to her.  Although the name hadn’t been in Alice’s own, the post office box had yielded a new name that led to this place.

Wearing gloves, Kathy cut the lock first thing in the morning.  She braced herself to open the garage-like door, unsure what she would find.  She was astonished to find a sedan...and nothing else.  The keys were in the ignition and while it didn’t want to start at first, or on the second try either, it finally did start up and Kathy left it running as she stood outside the unit to see what else she could see.  Nothing else was stored here except for the sedan.  She wondered what she should do with it.  She could get the vehicle sold for cash with a fake signature on the bill of sale, but the plates were expired and she wondered why Alice had kept the vehicle here.  She finally shut it off after it had run for half an hour, enough time to charge the battery a little and to really think about what she wanted to do.  She closed the garage door of the unit and locked it with a lock of her own she had brought along.

“Hey,” someone called as she pushed the lock closed, causing her to jump a foot.  It had been early enough that she hadn’t seen anyone around.  She looked up and around to see a man on a golf cart coming down the aisle where the storage unit was located.

“Hi,” she answered, giving a little wave to act casual, something Alice had taught her long ago.

“I haven’t seen you here before,” he commented, curious as he looked her over and then noticed the Porsche she was driving and gave a visible gawk at it.

“No, I was just checking on our unit and came to pay the bill,” she told him honestly.  She knew she wouldn’t be memorable after that car, but he would always remember the car.

“Oh, good.  I have some mail for this unit too,” he told her, remembering it.

“Mail?” she asked curiously.

“Yeah, sometimes people have mail forwarded to their storage unit,” he told her as he admired the white Porsche and basically ignored her.

“Oh, good.  Let’s go get the mail and I’ll pay the bill,” she told him.

The mention of getting money for rent seemed to snap him out of his stupor.  It was a close thing, but he was nearly drooling over the car.

Kathy followed the golf cart to the office and paid cash for the year’s rent on the unit.  She wasn’t stupid enough to write a check and tie herself to Alice’s hidey-hole, whatever name she used.  She thanked him for the mail, but didn’t open any of it.  Apparently, it was bills or statements from some place in Oregon and seeing the Portland postmark, she began to get a premonition.  She opened it as soon as she was in the privacy of the dark-tinted windows of the Porsche.  It was for another storage unit, actually two units outside of Portland.  She wondered if that had anything to do with the time when she was kept up there.  The thought of going up there made her want to shake, but she bravely swallowed her fears.  That was long ago and Alice and she had taken care of things regarding what had happened to her there.  Alice had killed everyone involved and Kathy had killed some of the last few herself.  It was over.  It was in the past.  Yet now it was coming back to haunt her as she held the bill for more storage units.

As she drove away from the facility in Sacramento, she debated about turning north or south onto the 5 Freeway, but decided she might as well get it over with and turned the Porsche north towards Portland.  She got on the phone to ask the doctor to keep Emily one more night, Sean’s friend’s parents to keep him one more night, and to give her housekeeper and nanny one more unexpected night off as she drove along.  She never noticed the car following far behind her, keeping her in sight and yet staying out of her sight.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Portland confused her and without the GPS in the Porsche, she would have been hopelessly lost.  The facility on the bill was amazingly similar to the one in Sacramento and she could only think they didn’t vary the designs of these places too much for simplicity sake.  Her lock cutter came into use once again, this time on two locks.  It took longer to cut these as Alice had used a heavy-duty lock on them.  This made her wonder even more what was inside that Alice had kept at these facilities.  The first one looked like a workshop of some sort with tools and electronics.  Kathy had no idea what they were used for.  The second yielded a Jeep that had seen some action based on the dirt still caked on its tires and the scratches on the body.  It too had the key in the ignition and she released the brake to start it up.  It took several tries as it had obviously not been started in years.  She was seriously considering calling the auto club to get a jump start when it turned over.  She pulled it out and kept it running for a while.  She went through the second unit to look at the things Alice had stored there, not comprehending what they were for.  It was a real puzzlement.  After a good half hour where she pressed the gas pedal to race the engine a few times, she drove the Jeep back in the garage and shut it off.  It would need a good tune-up if she was going to keep it.  She liked the Jeep, but realized if Alice was storing it here there was a good reason and she should probably sell it.

Being this close to Portland, she suspected Alice had used the Jeep to help facilitate her release years ago.  There was no reason to keep the Jeep or the sedan down in Sacramento.  It was just another one of the many puzzlements she had found surrounding Alice.  Alice had so many secrets, so many hidey-holes.  Even the house in the valley hadn’t yielded much but some personal files and family pictures Kathy had taken home.  The workout basement she had left alone for now.  It wasn’t like she needed the money from the sale of the place.  But these storage units puzzled her and she couldn’t help but instinctively know that Alice had used them for her, to help Kathy somehow.  She could stop paying the storage bills and let the facilities confiscate and sell off the items, but she didn’t want to do that.  Even though everything was under a fake name, Alice had kept them for a reason so she hesitated to do something like that.  She ended up paying the bill, again using cash to avoid anyone tracing it to her back in Southern California.

As she sat in a coffee shop, she thought back over the years and the possibility that not only the storage units here in Portland, but the one in Sacramento were somehow linked to her own incarceration on the estate of Alex ‘The Flybird’ Johansen.  Remembering him, she shuddered.  Alice had killed him, his employees, and everyone she could find that was involved in his white slavery operation...at least Kathy suspected she had.  She had been lost in her own misery of knowing she had been repeatedly raped over time while she was gone from her wife and thought to be dead.  Alice had been very patient in waiting for her to come back from the brink of insanity.  Thinking back on the time they had spent on Alice’s island, she had to remember how loving her wife had been.  She hadn’t deserved the estrangement Kathy had decreed.  Sick of the fact that her wife was a killer, she had wanted her to stop, but found she couldn’t.  The people she had murdered had needed it, had forced her to do it, but it didn’t prevent her from wanting Alice to stop.  Alice had tried to please her, but Kathy was essentially trying to change who Alice had been, not something easily done.  Alice had missed her and had been coming back to work things out, if what Simone had told her had been true.  It was too late though, as she had been killed at a party just a day or so before she would have come home to Kathy and the kids.  That too had been odd though.  There was no body to bury, and why had the yacht they were on been blown up?

For now, she decided to keep the two storage units and the post office box they had inadvertently found.  Alice had so many entanglements that she, and only she, kept track of in her head.  Unwinding it all had proven difficult, if not impossible.  It wasn’t that Kathy needed or even wanted all the money and property they kept finding.  She’d prefer to have Alice back taking care of her and the family, but since she was gone, they had no choice but to try to untangle the mess that was left.

As she turned the Porsche onto the freeway heading south towards California, she never saw the car that had followed her all the way up from Palos Verdes to Sacramento and then to Portland.  She didn’t see it now either.

On her way home, she decided to head west towards Stanford to visit Kit.  The surprise visit was wonderful for them both and as Kit gave her a tour of the university, she ‘thought’ she saw a woman that bore a striking resemblance to Alice, but with much shorter hair.  After all her thoughts in the car about Alice though, she was certain she was just conjuring up her dead wife.  She shrugged it off as a coincidence and enjoyed her visit with her daughter.

“How is Emily doing?” Kit wondered as they ate dinner before Kathy had to head home to resume her life.

Kathy shrugged, “The doctors are trying a new procedure to see if it will help.  That’s where she is now, at the clinic,” she told her.

“Isn’t there anything we can do?” Kit asked, despairing over the imminent death of her sister.  She had looked up the blood diseases in the school’s extensive library, but nothing covered the unique set of circumstances that surrounded her sister’s birth and her subsequent health issues.  Some came close and she had inundated the clinic’s email with her ideas, but nothing had proved helpful.

Kathy shook her head as she smiled and said, “Pray.  I guess all we can do is pray.”  That they hadn’t been religious in years didn’t help things.

“I bet if Alice was here she’d fix it,” Kit said wryly.  Alice had been a hero.  While a strict parent, she had kept the family together and going after Kathy’s own supposed death, which had really been a kidnapping.  Kit didn’t know all the details, but Alice had been wonderful as a surrogate parent to her.  They all missed her.

“If Alice were here, we could get a transfusion for Emily and solve the dilemma we find ourselves in,” Kathy said succinctly.  All this talk about Alice after her trip and thoughts about her dead wife was unsettling her and bringing back some of the guilt over their estrangement.

“Yeah,” Kit subsided, knowing when not to push it.  She knew her mother loved Alice until the very end.  She decided to change the subject.  “So, who is this Agent Miller you’ve been seeing?”

Kathy smiled.  She knew her daughter so well.  After all, it had been just the two of them for many years before Alice came into the picture.  She also knew of Emily’s enthusiasm for Linda Miller coming into their lives and knew she would have told her sister everything.  Sean wasn’t as enthused, but was coming around.

Her remaining drive home was a long eight hours, but it gave her plenty of time to think.  She didn’t know why she was so reluctant to take her relationship with Linda to the next level.  She enjoyed her company, she had a good time with her, but she would never be able to tell her everything about her past and this saddened her.  She realized there would always be parts of her life that she would never be able to share with another living human being, and the dead one wasn’t coming back to share anything with her.  She sighed repeatedly as this trip conjured up memories better left buried, if she had a body to bury.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Hey, I tried to reach you,” Linda said in a bright and chipper voice as Kathy answered the phone.

“Oh, I’m sorry.  I had to go on a last-minute business trip,” Kathy said apologetically.  She cringed realizing she hadn’t phoned Linda to tell her she was going out of town, just that she had ‘business’ to attend to.

“More things from your wife’s estate?” Linda asked, knowingly.  Kathy had relayed the enormous amount of work Alice had left behind, necessitating the hiring of two of her closest friends to handle it for her.

“Yeah, surprise after surprise seems to come up,” Kathy said vaguely without going into detail.

“You would think after all this time you would have found all the surprises,” she said astutely.

“You would think,” Kathy repeated dryly.  She didn’t want to talk about her ex-wife with her current girlfriend.  “So, what have you been up to?” she asked at the exact moment Linda asked, “So where did you go?”  They both laughed into the phone.  Kathy chose not to answer Linda’s question as she repeated her own to deliberately change the subject.

“I’ve been pretty busy here at work,” Linda said carefully and wondered if she should relay the information she had.  Deciding it wouldn’t hurt, she added, “Officer McGuiness seems to be missing.”

Kathy knew the name sounded familiar, but couldn’t figure out who it was.  She didn’t want to sound stupid or uncaring, but she ended up doing both by asking, “Who?”

Linda sighed.  Kathy was a lovely woman, but she had dismissed the bad things the officers had done to her and her family as soon as it was settled.  She understood her life centered around her children, but forgetting the officers’ names was a bit sad, as though they never mattered.  “The second officer involved in Coco’s death,” she prompted to remind her.

“Oh, no.  What happened?” Kathy asked, immediately feeling stupid for her own forgetfulness.  She had a lot on her mind though, and this was out of the blue.

“He was reported missing about three days ago,” Linda told her and then realized that was when Kathy had been unavailable when she tried to call her.  Her eyes narrowed as she contemplated the coincidence of that timing.

“Who reported him missing?” Kathy asked, trying to sound as though she cared.  She didn’t, but her girlfriend didn’t need to know that.  If she had had her way, she would have taken care of those killers in grand Alice fashion.  She didn’t have it in her though.  While she had been angry, mad even, she didn’t kill indiscriminately.  But she couldn’t be sorry that the first guy had committed suicide or that the second guy was missing.

“His wife,” she was told and Linda dismissed her slight suspicion.  She was too into her job sometimes, thinking everyone could be a suspect.  They soon changed the subject and made plans to go out for pizza the following night.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“I’m sorry, but we have to keep trying,” Dr. Wilkerson told Kathy as he withdrew some blood from Emily, making her squirm.  Needles hurt at the best of times, but with no body fat to cushion the feeling of them poking into her young body, they seemed excruciating.  She was tired, very, very tired of it all.  Some of the drugs they gave her made her itch, others made her sleepy, and others made her nauseous, but the doctor assured her this latest batch might really do something.  She somehow doubted it.  They told her that every time they came up with a new batch.  She saw what she looked like in the mirror and despite their positive attitudes, she knew there was no hope, but she’d humor them for the sake of her mother who looked terrible from lack of sleep over worrying.

“You said this new batch has something extra?” Kathy confirmed, remembering he had said something similar about the last batch of meds.

“Yes.  We have to keep trying
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