
She went ahead and unbuttoned her shirt. Then she moved around while looking in the mirror to make sure it wasn’t too revealing. It was close, but you couldn’t really see anything unless she bent down. She would remember that. The doorbell rang. She took a deep breath. Here I go. God, please let Boggs like what she sees. 

As always, Toni looked out the peephole before opening the door. It was a little distorted, but she could tell Boggs was wearing black jeans, a white T-shirt and a soft black leather jacket. She looked incredible to Toni and she found herself biting her lower lip in anticipation. She opened the door and looked into Boggs’s green eyes. 

Boggs started to take a step inside and froze. Her mouth opened, but no words came out. She just stood there staring at Toni. 

“Are you coming in?” Toni asked, thrilled at Boggs’s reaction. She’d noticed. 

Boggs blinked several times and then stepped inside. “Holy shit, Toni.” 

Toni kept her eyes locked on Boggs’s and took a small step toward her. “Do you like it?” she whispered. 

Boggs nodded several times. Then for the first time Toni saw Boggs’s gaze trail down to her chest. A smile formed on her lips. Toni saw Boggs swallow hard. Toni took Boggs’s hands in hers and pulled her closer. Not close enough to touch, but just close enough for Boggs to get a great view down her shirt. 
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Chapter 1 
 

The woman sat at her kitchen island, sipping coffee and planning her day. There was still so much left to do and just not enough hours in the day. Still, it would be worth the wait. She wanted everything to be perfect for the love of her life. She closed her eyes and imagined the two of them snuggled together on the couch watching their favorite movie. Or drinking coffee together in the kitchen while muffins baked in the oven. Or better yet, making love for hours on new silk sheets. 

She was so filled with excitement she could barely sit still. The time was almost right. As soon as she finished rehabbing the loft they could finally live together as a couple. She giggled at the thought of all the fun they would have and all the secrets they would share. Mmm. The woman of her dreams was smart, beautiful and kind. She was also extremely shy. In fact, she had never even voiced her love and admiration to the woman, but she didn’t need to. The woman knew. She had known from the first time they met and they actually shook hands. Her hand was so soft. She could tell by the look in her eyes that it was love at first sight. And that was good enough, at least for now. They didn’t need words. At least not yet. 

She looked at her watch. Time to go to work. She closed her eyes one more time and imagined kissing her lover good-bye before going to work. Mmm. Kissing her woman. Her Toni. She could hardly wait. 

 

Toni Barston pulled out the bottom drawer of her old gray metal desk, leaned back in her chair and propped up her feet. She closed her eyes for just a minute. She was having difficulty concentrating this afternoon, so she attempted to center herself and regain her focus. It didn’t work. 

She worked at the Metropolitan Prosecutor’s Office in Fairfield, Missouri. Fairfield was a growing city with a population of over one million. The city had its fair share of restaurants, minor league sports teams, museums and, of course, crime. On her desk in her small office was a photograph of her cat, Mr. Rupert. He had been with her longer than any human and seeing his face made her feel warm inside. She looked at the wall and smiled when she saw her law degree hanging there. She hadn’t decided to go to law school until she was thirty years old and she was still getting used to the idea of being an attorney. Her old job as a psychotherapist, however, seemed much less complicated at this moment. 

She looked back down at her desk. The number of cases stacked there was close to unmanageable and she was feeling a little overwhelmed. She had only been on the job eight months and was just beginning to get the hang of misdemeanor cases. Now she had her first felony trial coming up and she was a little nervous. It wouldn’t have been too bad if that was all she had to worry about, but, of course, this was the real world. She still had to contend with a variety of other cases in various stages, as well as life in general. 

She took a deep breath, yawned and stretched. This resulted in untucking her silk blouse from her slacks. Since she had kicked her shoes off an hour ago, she felt a bit disheveled, which made her smile in a completely different kind of way. Another reason she had difficulty concentrating was Victoria Boggsworth. Everyone called her Boggs and she was the best investigator in the prosecutor’s office. She was about five feet six and her light brown hair was short and stylish. She had beautiful green eyes, her voice deep and a little gravelly. At thirty-nine years old she was still turning heads. Boggs was also the star shortstop of the department’s softball team. And Toni was in lust. 

Toni and Boggs had gotten close during a very strange investigation last fall. A serial killer had escaped from custody and Toni’s boss had assigned Boggs as a bodyguard. The two attempted to remain professional during this ordeal but failed miserably. They began dating shortly thereafter but the time they’d been able to spend together was not nearly enough for Toni. It was a difficult situation for her. Although she was by no means closeted, she was well aware of the homophobia within the good ol’ boys’ network of the legal world. She was also aware of the downside of dating someone you work with. Things could get messy and uncomfortable if the relationship went sour. But none of that mattered whenever she saw Boggs. She just couldn’t get enough of that woman. 

Toni shook her head and again tried to push the image of Boggs from her mind. She looked out her window to the parking lot. Nothing unusual. She’d been having a strange feeling the past couple weeks that someone was watching her. She never saw anyone but the feeling wouldn’t go away. Maybe she was just being paranoid, she told herself. But it isn’t paranoia if it’s true. Toni sighed and picked up the Johnson file from her desk. 

David Johnson was charged with home burglary and although it looked like a pretty good case, Toni didn’t feel right about it. Maybe she just had too many other things on her mind. 

She read over the police report again. One of the back windows of the house had been broken and the crime lab had found a piece of cloth on a broken shard of glass. There was also a blood drop on the windowsill, but the sample was too small to test for DNA. The burglar had ransacked the bedroom and study and had broken a lamp and a vase. Judging from the crime photos, the scene looked more like the work of an amateur rather than a professional burglar. The items taken included a Smith & Wesson .38 revolver, part of a coin collection, PlayStation 2, a DVD player and forty dollars in cash. The police report noted that a neighbor had seen a green Volkswagen Beetle in the driveway the night of the burglary and had remembered the personalized license plate. It said “GREEN.” The homeowners were away for the weekend and did not report the break-in until Sunday night. 

Toni reread one of the supplemental police reports. The suspect drove the car seen by the neighbors and when police went to his apartment to question him, they noticed a cut on his hand. He consented to a search of his upscale apartment and police found all of the items missing from the home. The twenty-one-year-old kid was arrested immediately but made no statement. His attorney bonded him out in record time. 

Although Toni had only been an assistant prosecuting attorney for a short time, something didn’t seem right about a run-of-the-mill burglar being bonded out so quickly. The process usually took a little longer. That had been a couple months ago and she still didn’t have a good feeling about the case. 

A week after David Johnson’s arrest, the preliminary hearing had been held in front of Associate Judge Linda Allen. Johnson’s attorney, Butch Henley, had filed a motion to suppress evidence based on involuntary consent to search his apartment. Judge Allen had quickly denied his motion and the hearing had continued. Toni brought in one of the homeowners to show that Johnson did not have permission to enter the home. She also questioned him regarding the value of the property taken to establish that it was well over five hundred dollars. This made the burglary a felony. 

Toni had put one of the police officers on the stand. Officer Kelly Hardson was new on the job, but she did fine. She quickly went through the process of identifying the owner of the Volkswagen, the questioning of David Johnson and his consent to search the apartment. Butch Henley asked only a few vague questions. At the end of the hearing Judge Allen found probable cause had been established and set the trial date. The trial would be in front of Circuit Judge Timothy Smith. Toni remembered that Butch Henley had smiled and winked at her after the hearing. It had made her uncomfortable. 

The trial was now only three days away. Toni had written her opening statement and taken notes from her witnesses. She felt her case would go well, but she wasn’t sure what to expect from Butch Henley. In the last few months she had learned that he was a high-powered defense attorney and that David Johnson was the son of a corporate bigwig in Fairfield. Her office had been willing to let Johnson plead to a lesser charge, but his attorney insisted on going to trial. Toni wasn’t sure whether he was just that cocky about his chances of getting an acquittal or if David’s father was trying to teach his son a lesson. Either way, Toni thought, the trial should only last a day. 

Toni closed the file and glanced at her watch. Almost three o’clock and that meant Boggs would be arriving any minute for their “meeting.” She pulled out her little mirror from her desk drawer and checked her hair. She retucked her blouse and slipped on her shoes. Good enough. She popped a mint in her mouth. 

Two minutes later Boggs appeared at her door. She was carrying a stack of files and she winked at Toni before sitting in the only available chair in her small office. “Hey, Toni.” She smiled. “I want to get through these cases pretty quick. I’ve got a hot date tonight.” 

Toni blushed. They were going out to dinner tonight. “I’ll see what I can do. I’d hate to interfere with your love life.” 

It took over an hour to go through the pending files and decide what action needed to be taken on each case. Toni was usually all business during the workday, but it was sometimes difficult to remain professional with Boggs in the room. She closed the last file and looked into those sexy green eyes. Boggs winked at her again. 

“Stop that,” Toni said. “We have a deal, remember? Work is work.” 

“What did I do?” Boggs leaned back in her chair and grinned. Her dark blue blazer fell open and Toni could see she was wearing her gun in a shoulder harness today. Even though Boggs was wearing a white blouse, pressed khakis and loafers, Toni was imagining her with much less. She could almost feel Boggs’s powerful arms holding her. Undressing her. Making love to her. Toni blinked away the image and saw that Boggs was still grinning. 

“You’re making this very difficult,” Toni stammered. “Stop looking like, well, like that!” 

Boggs straightened up in the chair. “Okay, okay. I know. No fooling around at work. Why don’t you go to the bathroom and pull yourself together while I look over the Johnson file. I know you’re a little nervous about the trial.” 

Toni smiled and nodded. “Be back in a sec. Thanks.” She handed Boggs the file on her way out. 

Toni glanced in the mirror and shook her head. Her face was flushed. She checked the stalls and thankfully she was alone. God. That woman can get me hot with just a look. I’m a mess. Thank goodness the day was almost over. 

Toni was patting her neck and face with a wet paper towel when she heard the bathroom door open and close. She was barely able to turn before Boggs’s arms were around her, pulling her close. 

“Are you crazy?” Toni gasped. “What if someone walks in?” 

Boggs pulled her back toward the door. “If someone tries to come in, the door will bump into me.” 

She pulled Toni close and kissed her. Toni could feel her knees go weak. 

“If someone comes in, just head for one of the stalls and I’ll go out,” Boggs whispered in her ear. 

Toni could only nod. The feeling of Boggs’s breath in her ear had almost sent her through the ceiling. Her entire body hungered for Boggs as she wrapped her arms around her. She felt Boggs’s hands slide down her back and her body shift as her leg pushed between Toni’s. The kiss began slow but grew more passionate quickly. Toni forgot about her work-only rule and pulled Boggs closer. Her breathing quickened and her heart was pounding. She wanted more of Boggs. Much more. Boggs’s hand had just slipped inside Toni’s blouse when the sound of the doorknob turning acted like a small explosion between the two, sending Boggs backward toward the door. Toni quickly spun around and was closing a stall door just as one of the secretaries, Cindy Brown, opened the bathroom door. It opened only partway, bumping into Boggs. 

“Oh, sorry,” Cindy said as she realized she had bumped Boggs. 

“That’s okay,” Boggs said as she left the bathroom. “No harm.” 

Boggs was sitting in Toni’s office when Toni appeared five minutes later, her face still warm. She sat at her desk. “What the hell were you thinking? We almost got caught.” 

“You drive me crazy,” Boggs murmured. “And we didn’t get caught. Hey, what took you so long to come back?” 

Toni rolled her eyes. “Cindy wouldn’t shut up. I walked out of the stall as soon as you left and washed my hands. She was fixing her hair in front of the mirror and she just started talking. I didn’t want to be rude, but I swear she’s in the bathroom constantly. At least seventy-five percent of the time I go in, she shows up and she always wants to talk. I don’t know about you, but I don’t like to chat in a public restroom.”


“What do you like to do?” 

“Jeez, Boggs,” Toni said, blushing. “Get the hell out of here. I need to go over a couple things before I go home. I’ve got a date tonight too and I need time to get ready.” 

Boggs grinned. “Do you want to go back to The Cat’s Meow?” It was a new gay bar in town. They had gone to the grand opening a few weeks ago. The food was typical bar food, but it was good and not very expensive. 

Toni nodded. 

Boggs stood and leaned over Toni’s desk. She was only inches away. “I’ll pick you up at seven,” she whispered. She left without saying anything else. 

Toni pulled out her mirror. Her face was still flushed and her body still tingled as she thought about that kiss. Damn that woman. She checked her schedule and the docket for tomorrow. Everything was in order. She looked out her window and again felt as though someone was watching her. She shrugged off the feeling and began packing up her briefcase. She wasn’t going to get anything more done tonight. Might as well go home. She passed the bathroom and smiled. For as long as I live I’ll never be able to go into that bathroom and not remember that moment. As she walked through the offices at Metro she noticed that all the secretaries were gone. I must not be the only one getting out of here a bit early.




Chapter 2 
 

The woman sat in her 2004 black Suzuki Grand Vitara, a small SUV, and lit another cigarette as she looked at her watch. It was four forty-five and Toni should be leaving the building soon. She was parked at a meter only a half block from the Metro building. She knew that Toni would leave the garage parking lot and turn south on 12th Street. She took another drag. There’s nothing like a cigarette to help clear your mind. 

She was on her second cigarette when she saw Toni’s car pull out of the garage and turn right. She started her car and eased out into the traffic, keeping one or two cars between her and Toni. She knew Toni was a careful driver and rarely drove fast. This made following her even easier. She was only one car back when Toni stopped at the light on Hudson. She could see Toni glance in the rearview mirror and then run her fingers through her hair. She wished it were her fingers in Toni’s hair. Hmm. It wouldn’t be long, now. Then they could be together. 

The light turned green and Toni eased across the intersection. At the same time a little blue pickup truck was speeding down Hudson toward the intersection. The driver obviously was trying to make the light, but it had already turned red. He was heading straight into Toni. Her heart pounded. No! Not my Toni. God, please, no. 

Toni reacted quickly. She floored it, probably knowing that slamming on the brakes would leave her in the path of the truck. She made it through the intersection and pulled over to the right. The truck barely missed the back end of her car, but it clipped the Impala behind her. The truck spun around twice and slid into a light pole. 

The woman took a drag off her cigarette and slowly drove around the Impala and through the intersection. She passed by Toni without looking at her and then pulled over to the side of the road. Several other cars were doing the same thing. She watched in her rearview mirror as Toni spoke on her cell phone. She was probably calling the police. Toni then got out of her car and talked to the old man driving the Impala. Both seemed to be fine. The old man was smiling and pointing to the front end of his car. It looked like a minor scratch in the old, heavy steel bumper. The driver of the truck, a young guy wearing faded jeans and a torn sweatshirt, was inspecting his damage and cussing up a storm. 

Sirens could already be heard. The woman longed to run to Toni and cradle her in her arms, but this was neither the time nor the place. It would cause too much of a scene. She had to wait until the moment was right. She had waited this long. She could wait just a little longer. There were just a few things left to do. Watching Toni in her mirror, she felt her heart beat faster. 

She stayed in her car as the police cars arrived. She was parked just a few feet in front of Toni’s car and had her window rolled down. She was able to hear most of the conversation. One of the officers was standing behind Toni’s car taking down her statement when the truck driver approached them. 

“That crazy bitch almost hit me,” he screamed. “Goddamn woman drivers.” 

Another officer pulled him away as Toni explained to the first officer what happened. “My light turned green and I started across the intersection,” she said. 

The woman smiled to herself. Toni always seemed so calm in situations like this. Clearly she was a little shaken, but not angry or aggressive. That’s my woman. She was amazed at Toni’s control. She herself had a difficult time sitting in her vehicle when she’d seen the truck driver come over to Toni. But she knew she really shouldn’t interfere. At least not yet. 

Toni continued to explain the situation to the officer. The old man from the Impala came over and told the same story. Apparently several other motorists who had stopped all said the same thing. The truck driver clearly ran a red light. He continued to scream at Toni from across the intersection and it appeared he only quieted down when the police threatened to arrest him. How dare anyone talk to my woman like that? Son of a bitch. 

Other drivers who had stopped were beginning to leave so the woman started her SUV and drove off. She didn’t want to be noticed, but she hated leaving Toni. She turned on one of the first side streets so she could turn around in someone’s driveway. She had to wait almost a full minute for traffic to clear. By the time she got back to 12th Street, she couldn’t see Toni’s car. Damn it. She’s gone. She lit another cigarette and waited, not sure of what she wanted to do. Two minutes later the blue truck drove past her. She took another drag and pulled into traffic behind him. Maybe this was her lucky night after all. 



Chapter 3 
 

By the time Toni arrived at her townhouse she had calmed down from her near accident. She opened her door and was greeted by Mr. Rupert. Twenty pounds of fur pushed against her leg and he meowed loudly. 

“Hiya, buddy. You won’t believe what happened on the way home.” 

Toni scratched his head just before he bolted toward the kitchen in anticipation of dinner. She scooped up the mail from the floor by the mail slot and put it and her briefcase on the dining room table. She headed to the kitchen, leaving her shoes by the table, and filled Mr. Rupert’s bowl with half a can of wet food. He had finished eating it before she had put the remainder in the refrigerator. He was washing his face when she turned around. 

“You know, Mr. Rupert,” she said, looking at his huge face, “maybe I should cut back a bit on the food. You seem to be filling out a little.” 

Mr. Rupert seemed offended by her suggestion. He stopped washing and stared at her. Then he cocked his head and meowed. He was too cute for his own good. 

“You’re right,” she answered. “You look fabulous. Let’s read the mail.” 

Toni skimmed the day’s mail and tossed most of it in the trash. She gave Mr. Rupert a credit card offer that was addressed to him and he happily began chewing on it. This was the second one he’d received. She wondered where these companies got their information. The only mail she kept was the Land’s End catalog and a psych journal. I wonder why I got this. My subscription ended over a year ago. She put it back on the table, grabbed her shoes and headed upstairs. 

Toni’s townhouse wasn’t too big, but it was just right for her and Mr. Rupert. The bottom floor had a large living room/dining room area with a galley-type kitchen. It was a corner unit so she only had neighbors on one side. The place was furnished in what Toni’s friends called “garage sale/dorm room” décor. In the living room a large, old dark green sectional couch curved around one corner. The opposite wall held a floor-to-ceiling bookcase made of cinder blocks and boards. It held her television and stereo along with a few photos and books. The dining room table was in a corner by a window. Its main purpose was to hold Toni’s briefcase and mail. She almost always ate while sitting on the couch. 

Upstairs was Toni’s bedroom and bath, separated by a huge walk-in closet. Toni’s queen-size waterbed took up half of her room. She had a small desk in the corner with her laptop computer and several books scattered about. There was also an overstuffed chair and ottoman in the far corner. This was one of her favorite places to read. 

Toni carefully took off her blazer and hung it in her closet. Then she stripped off her remaining clothes and tossed them in two piles. One was for the dry cleaner and the other for the hamper. She hated taking clothes to the dry cleaner and had promised herself to only buy washable clothing from now on. That wasn’t easy and washable suits were out of the question. Still, the cost was getting out of control. Oh, well. That’s the price you pay for buying suits. Too bad I can’t wear jeans and a T-shirt every day. 

In the bathroom she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. She thought she still looked decent at thirty-four, but she could use a bit of toning. She really needed to find some time to work out. She leaned closer to the mirror to inspect her hair. It was almost shoulder-length and she had been contemplating a shorter style. Maybe this weekend I’ll take the plunge. She looked again and noticed one white hair nestled within her brown waves and promptly yanked it out. Mr. Rupert was sitting on the counter looking at her in the mirror. 

“See this?” she said to him, holding the single hair in front of his face. “With all the stress I’ve been through in the last few years, my hair should be all white. Thank God for good genes.” 

Mr. Rupert looked at the hair closely then rubbed against her arm. 

“Thank you, buddy,” she said, knowing he didn’t care what she looked like. “I love you, too.” She rubbed his head and decided not to dwell on her looks. She jumped in the shower. 

By the time Boggs arrived at seven, Toni had showered, dressed, looked through her catalog, skimmed most of the psych journal and drunk a glass of wine. When the doorbell rang, she looked out the peephole and opened the front door. 

Boggs stepped inside and wrapped her arms around Toni’s waist. “I missed you,” she said, nuzzling her neck. “I’ve been ready for an hour.” 

“You should have come over earlier,” Toni replied. “After I showered I just sat here and read.” 

Boggs grinned. “Maybe I should have been here for the shower. We could’ve gotten a head start.” 

Toni laughed. “Don’t tempt me. But I’m afraid I’m too hungry to be very focused. I skipped lunch. How about a quick dinner then coming back here for, um, dessert?” 

Boggs agreed and she drove them to The Cat’s Meow. The bartender smiled and nodded at Toni as they headed past the bar. The bartender was about 5’8”, lean, and looked to be in her late twenties. She had short, wavy light brown hair that looked like it had never seen a comb. She was wearing black jeans and a tight black leather vest with no shirt. Her breasts were barely covered. There was a barbed-wire tattoo around her right bicep. 

Toni and Boggs spotted an open table near the pool tables and they grabbed it. A woman with a variety of piercings took their order and brought their drinks. Toni’s glass of wine was much fuller than Boggs’s glass. Boggs pointed out the obvious disparity but the waitress only shrugged and left. 

“I think the bartender likes you,” Boggs said. 

Toni shook her head. “That’s Bert. I chatted with her for a while when we came to the grand opening. She’s nice. Don’t you remember? She used to work at Gertrude’s Garage.” 

“Bert, huh? She looks pretty rough.” Boggs leaned back to see the bartender in the next room. 

“Oh, she’s a real sweetheart underneath,” Toni said. “Not like some people I’ve run into. Listen to this.” She drank her wine and told Boggs about her adventure on the way home. “The guy was such an asshole. I mean, his light turned red before he even made it to the intersection.” She shook her head. “Then he had the nerve of accusing me of trying to hit him!” 

“Did the cops arrest him?” Boggs asked. 

“I don’t think so. I saw one writing him a ticket. There wasn’t any damage to the old guy’s car, just a huge dent in the side of the truck.” Toni sighed. “I guess I’m just thankful something worse didn’t happen, you know?” 

Boggs reached across the table and took Toni’s hand in hers. Toni could feel the warmth of her hand but it was the warmth in her eyes that filled her entire body. They ordered burgers and chatted throughout dinner. 

It was only after the last french fry disappeared that Toni mentioned the near accident again. “I just can’t believe that guy.” 

“Well, I’m glad you’re okay,” Boggs said. Her gaze lingered for another minute. “Let’s get out of here,” she said, glancing at the check. 

Toni felt the shift in Boggs from genuine caring and concern to genuine lust. Both emotions felt good. She tossed a twenty-dollar bill on the table next to Boggs’s and grabbed her jacket. They were back inside her townhouse in less than fifteen minutes. 

“Want something to drink?” Toni asked. 

“Water would be good.” 

Toni opened the fridge and pulled out two bottles of water. One plain and one lemon-flavored for her. She tossed the bottle to Boggs, who was leaning against the wall in the kitchen. Toni struggled to twist off the cap. “Damn it. What do they do? Glue these damn things shut?” 

Boggs took the bottle from her. In one easy movement she removed the cap and handed the bottle back to Toni. 

“Thanks,” she said a little sheepishly. “I guess I’m a little on edge tonight.” 

She leaned against Boggs and snuggled against her neck. The feel of Boggs’s arms around her made her sigh and relax just a bit. Even though Boggs probably would have preferred to head up to the bedroom, she guided Toni over to the couch. 

“Let’s just sit for a bit, okay? You’ve had a long day.” 

Toni nodded and curled up next to her on the couch. Mr. Rupert joined them and Toni absently began petting the huge cat. He kept pushing his head against Toni’s leg and purred so loudly that both Toni and Boggs looked at him and laughed. 

“Well, he’s happy and content,” Boggs said. 

“That’s my boy. He likes it when I’m home with him.” 

The three of them sat quietly for a few minutes until Boggs said, “Are you okay? You seem a little preoccupied or something.” 

Toni sighed. “I’m sorry. I guess I am. It’s stupid, really.” 

“What?” 

“Well, I know this sounds really paranoid, but I feel like someone has been watching me,” she explained. “I’m sure it’s just some leftover feelings from all that crap that happened last fall, but it feels real.” 

Boggs’s entire body stiffened and she automatically scanned the room. Her gaze settled on Toni’s blinds, which were open, and she got up to close them. 

“Maybe it is just old stuff,” Boggs said, sitting back down. “You are under a lot of stress at work, especially with this trial coming up and all. But is there something specific you can tell me? Like, when do you feel someone watching you?” 

Toni thought for a few moments. She turned to face Boggs. “It’s hard to explain. Like today in my office, when I looked out the window. It’s not as though I saw someone or something unusual—it was just a feeling.” 

Boggs was sitting about two feet away and she reached her arm out and caressed Toni’s shoulder. “Any other time?” she asked. 

Toni smiled. She felt safe with Boggs. “I’m probably just a little paranoid, but I did feel it when we went to the grand opening of The Cat’s Meow a few weeks ago. It was really strong then, but I just ignored it. There were so many people there and everything.” 

“Maybe someone there has the hots for you,” Boggs said, smiling. “I mean, you are pretty good-looking.” 

“Stop it. I’m being serious.” 

“Me, too.” Boggs raised an eyebrow. “Seriously, there could have been someone staring at you there. You were on the news last fall. Maybe some woman is lusting after you but doesn’t have the guts to actually come up and talk to you. That could explain why you’re feeling this way.” 

“I guess so,” Toni agreed. “But what about outside the office building?” 

“That’s a little different,” Boggs said. “Maybe we should be extra careful.” 

Toni pulled up her knees and wrapped her arms around them. She was choosing her words carefully. She didn’t want Boggs to think she was nuts. “I don’t know how you feel about this, but I trust my gut feelings. They usually end up being right. There are some things I just know. I don’t know why, but I do.” 

Boggs was nodding. “I understand,” she replied. “I guess I’d call it instinct or something, but I don’t doubt you at all.” She pulled Toni closer and put her arm around her. 

Toni felt safe and peaceful. Telling Boggs was the right thing to do. Maybe I’m not crazy. 

Boggs looked at her watch. “Shit. It’s almost nine. I hate to do this, but I’ve got to go over to Dave’s house and let his dog out. He had to go out of town for a few days and I volunteered for night duty. I can’t believe I almost forgot.” Dave Berry and Boggs had been in the air force together for many years as officers in the military police and remained friends ever since. Dave had gone into the private sector while Boggs opted for the prosecutor’s office. “I can come back afterward. Maybe an hour and a half?” 

Smiling, Toni hesitated. “Normally I’d be all over that,” she explained. “But I’m really wiped out tonight. Is that okay?” 

“Sure, babe,” Boggs said, obviously disappointed. She kissed Toni lightly on the lips and got up to leave. “I’ll see you in the morning.” 

Toni walked her to the door and hugged her tightly. “Thanks for understanding,” she whispered in her ear. “I’ll be more myself tomorrow. I just want to get a few things settled and then crawl into bed and sleep. I’ll talk to you in the morning, okay?” 

Boggs hugged her back and kissed her again before leaving. 

Toni felt bad about not wanting Boggs to come back over. She just needed a little time to shake the feeling of being watched and to blow off the near miss with the jerk in the truck. She felt like she was rotten company and didn’t want Boggs to see her that way. This was the best thing, she told herself. She wanted Boggs to see her at her best, not nervous and cranky. She made herself a cup of hot tea and snuggled on the couch with Mr. Rupert. Tomorrow would be much better. 



Chapter 4 
 

The next morning, Toni sat at her desk going over what was on her schedule for the day. She was working on a motion when Cindy knocked on her door. Toni waved her inside. 

She handed Toni a stack of papers and said, “I thought you’d want these right away, so I brought them over to you instead of just putting them in your mailbox. So, how’s your day going?” 

“Good, thanks,” Toni replied. She noticed the papers were from Butch Henley, the defense attorney in the Johnson case. “I appreciate your bringing these in to me.” 

Cindy was beaming. Toni realized that if she didn’t cut this off now, Cindy would linger in her doorway forever. 

“In fact, I better get on this right away.” Toni turned her attention to the papers and attempted to look completely engrossed. It seemed to work. 

“Okay, see you later,” Cindy said as she turned and left. 

Jeez. I hate it when she does that. Toni now actually looked at the papers. 

What the hell? It was a motion to suppress evidence based on an involuntary consent to search Johnson’s apartment. It was basically the same motion that Judge Linda Allen had denied months earlier. This time it would be in front of Circuit Judge Timothy Smith. Toni was still reading the motion in disbelief when Chloe, the receptionist, buzzed her.


“Ms. Barston, Judge Smith’s secretary on the line for you.” 

“This is Toni Barston,” she said as she picked up the call. 

“Good afternoon, Toni. This is Maggie. Judge Smith has scheduled a suppression hearing on the Johnson case at ten o’clock tomorrow morning.” 

Toni blinked in disbelief. She took a deep breath. “Um, thank you, Maggie. I’ll be there.” She hung up the phone and just sat there. What the hell was Butch Henley doing? Why would Judge Smith grant a hearing when Judge Allen had already denied this motion? What is it that I’m not seeing?


Toni gathered up everything she had on the case and buzzed Dorothy Whitmore, her boss’s secretary and gatekeeper. Dorothy had been around for more years than anyone really knew and she protected her boss, the prosecuting attorney, like a mother lion. She also knew the ins and outs of everything in the entire Metro building. 

“Hi, Dorothy. It’s Toni Barston. Is Anne available?” 

“She’s pretty busy, Toni. Can Elizabeth help you?” Elizabeth Sampson was Anne Mulhoney’s first assistant and right-hand woman. 

Toni hesitated a moment, then decided that Dorothy would know who she should talk to. “Well, I just got handed a motion to suppress in the Johnson case,” she explained. When there was no response from Dorothy she continued, “It was filed by Butch Henley. He filed one with Judge Allen a few months ago and she denied it, but he filed another one with Judge Smith.” 

Toni barely got the last word out when she heard a click. For a moment she thought Dorothy had hung up on her. Less than thirty seconds later Dorothy was back on. 

“Come down in about fifteen minutes, Toni,” Dorothy said, her voice warm yet professional as always. 

Toni made sure she had everything related to the case to take to Anne. She felt a little stupid going to the prosecuting attorney with this, but she felt like she must have missed something big. She didn’t want to do something idiotic in front of the judge. Maybe this was just routine for a defense attorney. After all, this was her first felony trial. She sighed. Maybe she wasn’t ready for felony trials. Would Anne pull her off the case and put her back on misdemeanors? Ugh. How embarrassing. By the time she arrived at Anne Mulhoney’s office she was sure she would receive a lecture from her boss. Her face must have shown her emotions as she went into Dorothy’s office. 

“It’s okay, Toni,” Dorothy said as soon as she saw her. “Go on in.” 

Anne was sitting behind her huge desk when Toni pushed open the heavy oak door. She was dressed impeccably as usual in a navy suit with an ivory silk scoop neck blouse underneath. There was a scar on her neck from her brush with death last fall, but she did nothing to hide it. Anne exuded a quiet sense of confidence and power no matter what she wore or said. 

She motioned for Toni to sit. “Let’s see the motion.” 

Toni handed her the papers and sat in one of the leather club chairs facing Anne’s desk. Anne was shaking her head slowly as she read the motion. 

“And Judge Allen denied this?” she asked. 

Toni nodded. 

“Did Butch ask the police officers any questions?” 

“I only put one officer on the stand,” Toni explained. “Officer Kelly Hardson. She was the one who wrote the report. He asked a couple really vague questions.” 

Anne was tapping her pen on the desk. “This stinks,” she said. “Butch has connections all over Fairfield. I’ve always believed he had something going on with Judge Smith, but I’ve never been able to get anything solid enough to do anything about it.” She handed the motion back to Toni. “All I can tell you is to do everything by the book, not that you wouldn’t. But put on every bit of evidence that you have, okay?” 

“I was planning on putting on the officer who wrote the report, Kelly Hardson, but I guess now I should also put on the other officer for this hearing. I don’t really have anyone else.” 

“That’s fine,” Anne replied. “Spend as much time as you have today looking at the suppression cases he cited in his motion. He’s trying to say that David Johnson was either so drunk or so stoned that he couldn’t have legally consented to the search. If he convinces Judge Smith, our case goes out the window. Talk to the officers again and see if they had any indication that Johnson was under the influence.” 

“Thank you so much, Anne. I was beginning to feel like I was missing something, or was just ignorant.” 

Anne smiled broadly. “Don’t worry, Toni. You’re doing a great job. The only thing you’re ignorant of is the politics here in Fairfield. You have to be around a while to understand who plays by the rules and who likes to twist them into knots.” She motioned toward the door. “Go on, now. You’ll be fine.” 

Toni left Anne’s office feeling both a lot better and a lot more nervous. She hurried back to her office, stopping at Cindy’s desk. “Could you please get ahold of Officer Kelly Hardson and Officer Jack Benson. I need to speak with them today. It’s urgent.” 

Cindy was grinning from ear to ear. “Absolutely. I’m on it.” 

Toni went into her office and immediately got on her computer. She pulled up the cases that Butch had cited in his motion and printed them out. She was logged on to Westlaw, a Web site that had every case ever decided in the United States, and was doing her own research when Cindy buzzed her. 

“Officer Hardson is on line one for you. I haven’t been able to reach Officer Benson yet, but I will.” 

“Thanks, Cindy.” Toni punched line one. “Hi, Officer Hardson. I’m going to need you to testify tomorrow at ten o’clock for a suppression hearing on the Johnson case.” She quickly gave the officer a rundown of how the hearing would go. “Could you come by my office this afternoon so we can chat?” 

“Sure, counselor,” Officer Hardson replied. “Be glad to. How about three o’clock?” 

“That’s fine. See you then,” Toni said. “Oh, you don’t by any chance know where Officer Benson is, do you? He’s still your partner, right?” 

“Yeah, Benson’s my partner,” Officer Hardson answered. “But he’s on vacation this week. The lieutenant gave him some time off. I’ve been working with Sergeant Davis while he’s gone. Is there a problem?” 

Toni swore to herself. “No problem,” she said. “I’ll see you at three.” 

She was ready to tear her hair out. Why hadn’t she made sure Officer Benson was available? She should have called him. The trial was supposed to begin in just two days. She was screwed. Damn it. 

She buzzed Dorothy again, who put her right through to Anne. After she told Anne about Officer Benson’s vacation, she heard Anne sigh. 

“Butch isn’t stupid,” she explained. “He knew that in normal circumstances you’d only put one officer on the stand, the one who wrote the report. But I’m guessing that Officer Benson’s vacation was not planned by him in advance. It just seems a bit too
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