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Chapter 1 

 

Detective Alex Adison looked at her map again. Red and black lines intersected cities 

and green and blue numbers identified freeways. Names of cities were buried amid street names 

that required turning the map sideways to read. She squinted to read the small type, but it didn't 

make the writing any clearer. Taking the last bite of the breakfast burrito from one hand, she 

rummaged around her coat pocket for the cheap reading glasses she purchased in the souvenir 

store. Finding her way back to Northern California where she belonged was as difficult as getting 

into downtown Los Angeles following the many CalTrans detour signs. 

Chief Harper of the Sunrise Police Department had sent her down to L.A. to personally 

deliver an envelope to a Federal judge. She had no idea what it was about but gladly took the 

messenger job to get away for a while. Her significant other, Elizabeth Duke, an author, was 

finishing up a book and needed solitude more than companionship. Secluding herself in the study 

was like the making of white wine - nothing from the outside was to interfere with the building 

up of fermentation, including air. It was another suspense thriller. Once she was finished, a sage 

cleanings of the room and house was in order.  

Before Elizabeth, if she needed to get away to replenish her energy she had a cabin in the 

mountains. However, the cabin was no longer. On Elizabeth's first visit to her cabin retreat it was 

blown up by local bad boys. They were lucky they were in the basement and even luckier that it 

was designed as a bomb shelter. After her cabin was demolished and having never taken the time 

to cultivate a hobby for relaxation she wandered their spacious rental house on her days off, 

wondering what to do. If she walked the streets in Sunrise she would have been bothered as if 

she was on 24/7 duty.  

So here she was in downtown Los Angeles at eight fifteen in the morning still wound up. 

After eleven hours on the road it took her twenty minutes to park and deliver her package. Now 

it was decision making time whether it was worth driving in Friday traffic for another eleven 

hours. She hadn't been in L.A. for years so was there anything of interest to sightsee? 

Sighing, she unconsciously tapped the map with her finger leaving a grease stain and that 

served to get her thoughts back to the present. She burped; sipped the last of the coffee that 



tasted like it sat on a burner too long then refolded her map. The chair was cold and the chilly 

breeze was blowing against her back, stiffening her spine. Collecting her waste, she got up and 

dumped her greasy bundle in a trashcan on her way to the stairs. Once on the move, her senses 

were more alert to anyone around her or who may be watching her. Old habits die hard, but she 

relished the exercise. She was in unfamiliar territory and alone.  

As she neared the top of the stairs the wind whipped her hair about her face, reminding 

her that she wanted to get it cut in Hollywood. That would require the map again…unless she left 

the busy city and got a haircut in San Francisco, which was just as busy, or better yet, at home in 

Sunrise. Maybe Elizabeth had some suggestions.  

At the top of the stairs she glanced down at the collection of small restaurants in the 

sublevel plaza, a block from the Los Angeles Federal Court House and then back up as the 

crossing light turned green. She fell in line with a few jurors whose badges marked them as part 

of an elite few for the petit or grand jury in the Federal building. She crossed the street to the 

jurors' parking lot the Court House reserved for its juror pool and people on police business. As 

she walked through the rows of parked cars, warily looking this way and that, she caught sight of 

three gang bangers arguing about something that didn't look heated enough to draw blood. She 

couldn't remember whose territory this area belonged to. To have studied that would bring that 

type of energy to her and she didn't want that. Just drop off the envelope and hurry home hoping 

Elizabeth finished her book was her mantra.  

Pausing, she starred at her reflection in a windshield. It reminded her of the premonition 

she had after a few hours out of Sunrise. It had faded as she negotiated the roadways through 

downtown L.A. but now the anticipation that something was going to happen returned. She 

glanced back at the gang types but they had moved on and were crossing the street.  

Her cell phone vibrated. Her heart skipped a beat as her fingers fumbled for her cell. 

"Hello?" 

"Adison?" 

"Yeah." 

"Beckett, here." 

Adison switched the phone to her other ear as she fished for pad and pencil in her other 

pocket. Her eagerness had her nearly dropping her pen. "Yeah. Got anything?" 

"You could have found her yourself, you know? You too busy in life to get yourself…" 



"Just give me the info not the lecture, Beckett." 

His meow had her chuckling. 

"Her name is Eleanor Margaret Hamilton. Her aliases are Eli, Ma Hamilton, Eleanor, 

Margo, Margret, Mari, and Maggie. If you can't tell with all the aliases, she's a con artist among 

other things. For the last five years she's been in and out of the Orange County women's prison, 

that's in Santa Ana. She goes by Eli at the moment. She's there now until her arraignment on 

Monday. She talks too much." 

His last remark had her going from elation to sudden dismay. "Is she seeing visitors?" 

"She saw me. Offer something she can trade on the inside…chocolates, cigarettes, candy 

is always welcomed. She was picked up wandering the streets hitting people with her purse when 

they wouldn't give her money. The guards that are familiar with her said she's showing more 

mental instability than her last stay in lockup."  

"So, if I ask it right I can get some questions answered." She unlocked the door to her 

rental car and slid behind the wheel. 

"Watch your butt, kiddo," he warned. "I got bad vibes from her and they weren't about 

me. She figured out right away that I was just a messenger and told me so." 

"Thanks. I really appreciate your help." 

"You need some vacation time to get back to using your own mojo, darlin'." 

"That's why I have you."  

"Reassure me you have your charm on you." 

"I wouldn't go anywhere without it," she lied. She carried it in her duty bag but since she 

wasn't technically on the job she didn't bring her bag with her.  

"When you're ready to talk just call and I'll hold your hand." 

"Right, right. Ciao, Beckett."  

Beckett was a cousin twice removed on her father's side. Though her aunties spoke of 

him she didn't meet him until shortly after she went to work for SID, and according to him, their 

meeting was written in the stars. He was a police detective then, following a lead that he had 

intuitively felt while everyone was going in another direction. SID's business crossed his 

investigation. After that job they kept in touch. Not long after Alex had a psychic trauma, as 

Becket called it. She began having nightmares and spoke to Beckett about them, hoping he had a 

clue what the dreams meant. Holding her cell close to her heart, she remembered deaths she 



could have prevented if only she was able to understand what her dreams were conveying. Since 

then she didn't have prophetic dreams of others, or remembered them, though there were times 

lately that she was regretting it. However, her mojo that dealt with her self-preservation was 

getting stronger so she didn't feel as closed as Beckett seemed to think she was.  

Dropping her cell phone in a pocket she buttoned it shut. It took two weeks for Beckett, 

who was now working as a PI, to locate Margaret's mother. From another pocket she pulled her 

ear bud out and inserted it in her ear. She unfolded her map and put on the reading glasses. 

Draping the map over the steering wheel she studied what routes she had available to Flower St 

in Santa Ana. She didn't want to use the GPS on her cell phone in case someone was interested 

enough to tap into her cell phone. After memorizing different routes in case she needed to get off 

the freeway sooner than she intended she laid the map on the passenger seat. Glancing at her 

watch she noted if the traffic was not as bad going into Santa Ana she may be able to start back 

to Sunrise by noon, facing more traffic.  

**** 

"You're a cop," the old woman declared triumphantly.  

"Hello. Eli is it?" 

"Might be. What might yours be?" she drawled.  

Alex smiled knowing the Jaded Amulet would hear about this and it would be taken as a 

threat, but they had been trying to knock her off so now it was time for her to answer back.  

"Detective Adison from Sunrise PD."  

Eli's short white hair was sticking out everywhere. Though her eyes were squinted almost 

shut Alex could feel something malicious in the dark eyes that studied her. She could see some 

resemblances between mother and daughter, but where Margaret had kindness and amusement in 

her face, this woman looked predatory and ready to strike. According to the guard that escorted 

her into the prison cells, Eli had scratched scars in a prisoner's face that she accused of stealing 

from her meal tray, therefore she was manacled to the table. Unpredictable, was the label they 

gave her. 

"So, what d'ya want? Gonna arrest me?" She held up her manacled hands, taunting her in 

a heavy southern accent that suddenly developed. 



"No, I was just wondering why Dr. Gene Blackmond was the first killed." She was really 

trying a long shot but she didn't want to waste time with polite platitudes when it would be 

wasted on this woman. 

The old woman snorted and leaned forward. "Since you were nice to bring me something 

I can really enjoy, I'll tell you."  

She said it so sweetly Alex braced herself for the violence she felt in the woman.  

Eli chuckled at what she saw. "I had that doctor fertilize six of my eggs. I chose who was 

gonna be the studs. We had a business of selling the seamen of the rich and famous and I was the 

one that set the donor up. They didn't even know they were milked." She gloated for a few 

minutes, closely watching Alex's response and then her faced changed to rage, "Then those 

bastards cut me out! Those no'ccount thieving vermin bastards. They owed me! I wasn't some 

stupid madam, easily scared by the likes of them. Look at them now!" She laughed uproariously 

as if just told a good joke.  

"Doc was the easiest to get rid of so he went first. It took them three years to find me and 

they had me arrested and tossed into jail. Four stinking years for extortion and robbery. Like they 

weren't part of it! They thought I wouldn't follow up on my threat. But I made me a list while I 

was in jail of everyone that was against me and mine." Now there was only a trace of accent and 

her eyes glinted with triumph. Then suddenly, her face relaxed and she leaned back. "I didn't 

waste those four years. I got schooling time and I wasn't going to make the same mistakes as my 

prison teachers. When I got out, I found all my kids and we hit the road. By then I had located 

most of those assholes." She gave Alex a sly look and added, "I had my own crime family in the 

making." Then she got angry again. "Then they put me back in jail for prostituting and my 

children were taken from me again. I didn't get out until they were grown, but I gathered them to 

me. We had important family business to take care of. I had a black list with more names than I 

had fingers and I had every intention of collecting. My kids and I, we had a plan that even that 

TV Hawi'ian PI couldn't figure out." She hooted. 

Alex knew in her bones this was what she had been looking for.  

Eli's eyes were black as they stared at Alex. Pointing an arthritic finger at her she 

declared triumphantly, "Sextuplets!" She slapped her breast over her heart. "Know how many 

names come from my name? Lots! I named my kids after me and them social workers tried to 



change them but my kids remembered." Her grin revealed yellow stained teeth with a few 

missing. She leaned close to Alex, though by prison rules it wasn't very close.  

"I had me six crying mouths to feed at one time. I was a regular bitch nursing her pack. 

Sucked me dry, they did. I knew how to work the locals for support. Knew when to move on too. 

Can't work the same crowd too long. All it takes is one smartass to ruin it for me and my kids. I 

taught my kids all they know in the con business and they're smart." A smug grin drew her 

wrinkled face into a taunting look. "Oh, yeah. They'll give you cops a run for your money and 

you won't catch them, neither. They're smarter than their Ma."  

Then she started to weep without tears and Alex knew this was an act because those dark 

calculating eyes were watching her.  

The guard signalled to Alex that her time was up. As Eli was led away she gave Alex a 

one last look that Alex could understand why Beckett had warned her. Apologetically the guard 

explained as he walked her back to the entrance, "She's crazier than she's ever been. She's been 

giving everyone that look. We have a head doc coming by to look in on her. For the last year that 

she's been in and out of here she's been getting crazier. She doesn't have medical insurance so 

we've been keeping her here until a family member can pick her up. It's cheaper on the city to 

process her that way." 

"Her kids visit her then?" Alex paused in front of the barred gate, waiting for the gate 

behind them to clang shut before the one in front of them opened. 

He nodded as he led her through the next section of gates. "A son and daughter, Marc and 

Rita. Rita flies charters and Marc used to raise dogs in Riverside. I understand his neighbour's 

got nervous with him selling pit bulls so he went into some other business with his sister Rita." 

"So, where do they take Eli?" 

"Not far enough that she doesn't return to her favourite haunts within the week. 

Whichever child picks her up takes her to a doctor the judge approves of to load her up on meds, 

then to Riverside once she's calmed down. But her repeated trespassing outside of that crystal 

cathedral church and her songs…and I don't mean the kind that says a few nasty words. She can 

add assaulting one of the ministers with her purse loaded with a brick to her record. He isn't of a 

forgiving nature. He knows the mayor."  

"Yep. She did step into a pile of shit on that one."  

Sitting in the parking lot Alex dialled Elizabeth. After the third ring it went to voice mail. 



"Hi, hon. I just wanted to say hi and I miss you. How's the writing coming along? How's 

work going on the castle in the woods? How's work going on with my cabin in the mountains? 

How's by you?" she added with a chuckle. She waited for moment, feeling very lonely. "I'm 

heading for home. See you either in twelve hours wired on coffee or sometime tomorrow with a 

stop-over in a hotel. By the way, I talked to Eleanor Margaret Hamilton, admitted author of the 

hit list. She's in a prison cell in Orange County or Santa Ana Women's Jail. She tried to exhort 

money from a religious group by beating a minister with her purse weighted down with a brick. 

She's a very scary person. I can't believe this is Margaret's biological mother but there is some 

facial resemblance. Anyway, get this, she had six of her eggs fertilized and implanted at one 

time. Five girls and one boy and all named after her. She said she chose six names derived from 

Margaret. I thought you would like that touch." She sighed hoping it wasn't too loud and then 

again wished it did. "Well, I'll talk to you later. Bye, hon." She tapped the ear bud to disconnect.  

"Meeting up with Eli Hamilton must have been what the premonition was about. Darn. I 

forgot to ask if the children looked similar. Two of the girls are identical, Margaret and whoever 

swapped places with her in the clinic." Tapping her finger on the steering wheel she went over in 

her mind what characteristics the children would share. With different fathers how much of Eli's 

looks would they inherit? What if the doctor that implanted the fertilized eggs used the same 

father and lied to Eli. Since the men involved in that scheme were all dead it would be hard to 

find out unless she asked a psychic.  

Grinning at the person that came to mind, Beckett, she turned on the engine. It seemed 

like it was a long time since she connected with psychics, but it wasn't as bad as she had thought 

it would be. She felt like she was climbing out of the dark hole she had been in for years. Things 

were looking up. Yet, she still had those butterflies in her stomach. Was there more to Beckett's 

warning than just meeting Eli?  

The freeway was crowded with Friday traffic and after two hours she was too fatigued to 

go on. Taking the first off-ramp that had a hotel nearby, she decided a warm shower, and a 

boring movie playing in the background would put her to sleep.  

* * * 

Bang!  

Rolling off the bed and pulling out her Glock, she frantically peered around her for 

anything that was out of place.  



Shouts and weapon fire coming from outside sounded like an all-out gun battle. Not 

wanting to be a target she flattened herself on the floor and sank into it as if it dissolved. Her 

arms and legs became weighted down in the thick goo. Looking up…all she could see were gun 

flashes that blinded her.  

* * * 

An annoying tune played from her cell phone. She located it quickly and flipped it open. 

"Hello," Alex croaked, pulling the tangled covers from around her legs so she could sit 

up more alert. 

"Hi hon. Are you okay?" Elizabeth asked. 

"Yeah. Traffic was bad so I pulled into a hotel. I must have been more tired than I 

thought because I feel asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow."  

"It's six in the evening. How much sleep did you get?" 

"Four hours. There was a time when forty-eight hours without sleep was just another day 

at the office." 

"I'm glad you didn't drive tired. Sam won't tell me anything about your cabin." Elizabeth 

sounded like she was smiling. 

"Damn!" A jaw cracking yawn interrupted her. "He won't tell me either," she sighed. "I 

shouldn't complain because I'm not paying for the construction work, but it better have a hot 

tub." 

Elizabeth laughed and then was silent.  

"I miss you, hon," Alex told her.  

"And I miss you. I could fly to where you are and we can share a ride back," Elizabeth 

offered. 

It was a tempting offer but the time it would take to go through airport security and the 

time to figure out which airport to have her land at wasn't something she wanted to put Elizabeth 

through. "Are you finished with your book?" She yawned hugely. 

"No. I keep rewriting the ending. I'm pacing more than writing. I'm worried about you." 

"Well, as you can see, I'm driving safely, so you needn't worry about me. Maybe music 

will get you back into the story. I don't know what city I'm in so by the time we figure out the 

logistics of what airport for you to fly to and getting through airport security I would be home. 

How's your Chinese castle coming along?" 



"Foundation has been completed. The walls are up and we're due for rain in two days so 

they're trying to get the roof completed before then." 

"I'm going to take a quick shower so I don't gross myself out and I'll see you as soon as I 

can. Just so you know, cell reception won't be the greatest through the mountains but I'll call in 

hourly if possible just so you know when to get that girlfriend of yours out before I get there." 

"It's just my inflatable dollie. When I let some of the air out she squeals like you," 

Elizabeth said. 

"That's it. Forget the shower. I'm on my way. That dollie is burnt rubber when I get 

home."  

"Drive safely. On Friday nights people are very distracted." 

Alex could hear the smile in her voice. "I'll be careful. Love you. Talk to you soon, hon." 

She blew a kiss and could hear one returned. 

* * * 

She was east of San Francisco, intentionally going out of her way to stick to I-5 and keep 

close to the truck traffic. She was being followed and wanted to make sure she was not alone on 

the freeway. Her intuition was telling her she was in deep trouble. Her cell was not picking up 

any tower reception and the radio was all static which only increased her suspicion someone was 

using an aimed electromagnetic blocker. She was torn between the need to stop in a well-lit and 

busy rest stop to make a land line call and another part of her wanted to run as fast as she could 

home. The only thing she could think of why someone might be after her was the information 

she heard from Eli, which meant she needed to pass it on to Harper ASAP. The truck stop was 

the best she could wish for. The white van she suspected following her shot past, but her anxiety 

didn't lessen.  

There were four pay phones and the last one, the dirtiest, worked. As she cleaned the 

handset she studied her surroundings. There were a lot of trucks parked and a few civilian 

vehicles. She dialled Harper's cell phone.  

"Hey, Chief. Sorry about the hour, but… Yeah. Listen, I need to pass something on to 

you…. No, but I'm being followed and I..." She turned to see who was near her.  



Chapter 2 

 

"I don't give a dam about what you can't do!" Chief Eugene Harper shouted to the 

highway patrol commander over the phone. "You find my detective! You need a dog to follow 

the trial I'll get you one. You need manpower; I'll get that for you too. Tell me what you need, 

but don't give me crap about not having this or that!... Alright!" He slammed the phone down 

frustrated. 

"Well?" Detective Mark Scripts's heavy feeling in his heart didn't ease with Eugene's 

fury.  

"Two truckers saw her being abducted in…Stanislaus County at the trucker's rest stop on 

I-5. They reported it. Since they're in trucks they didn't think they would be able to chase anyone 

going as fast the abductors were going but they did call it in and alerted some of the other drivers 

still on the road. CHIPs night shift is composed of a few officers for that area and they're doing 

their best. Don't we know someone over there?" 

"Stanislaus. Clyde, Sgt. Clyde Davies." Mark pulled out his cell and dialed a number. 

"Davies? Mark Scripts…. Yeah. She's one of ours, my partner as a matter of fact…. Yeah the 

one and the same… Thanks. Call Chief Eugene Harper at…" Mark rattled off Chief Harper's 

number then snapped his cell shut. 

"Is that Sgt. Clyde Davies from 2
nd

 armored division?" 

"Yep." 

"What does he do these days?" 

"He and his family own and manage a restaurant at a trucker's stop." 

"So he's heard?" 

"He works the grill at this time and it's the talk of the diner." 

"Are you going?" 

"You bet I am. First I'm going to stop and tell Elizabeth…" 

"I was going to wait and see if…" 

"Waiting is not a good idea. I would take Linda just in case Elizabeth needs someone 

with her but it's too late to find someone to stay with the kids. I'll call Genie." 

"Bette is already awake. I'll give her a call to watch your kids." 



On his way to Elizabeth's Mark received an emergency call for the lead detective on the 

home invasions. His posting to that position came Friday, the day Alex was in Los Angeles. The 

call couldn't have come at a worst time.  

* * * 

"What do you mean you lost her?" Elizabeth shouted in disbelief. Her heart beat heavily 

against her chest. Confirmation of her feeling that something was wrong with Alex slightly 

modified her fear. Since midnight she had been pacing and redialing Alex's cell phone, 

wondering if she would be over doing it by calling Amanda Briscolle. She considered her a 

friend, but who was also with SID, Alex's previous employer. Or maybe waking up Claire to talk 

to someone about her bad feelings and mounting fear. Was she too late in waking up friends to 

find Alex?  

Dimly she was aware the kittens and mother cat that were lying around after resettling 

with the arrival of the late night visitors took off for places to hide with the explosion of 

something they were not used to …an angry voice. 

"Chief Harper and Clyde Davies have a handle on this. Truckers see things. Davies will 

let us know as soon as someone reports anything." 

"That's not good enough!" Her heart hurt. 

"We're doing all that we can do."  

"If I had been there this would not have happened," Elizabeth said. 

"You don't know that," Mark said. 

"What are you going to do?" Elizabeth demanded. 

Mark looked miserable and Elizabeth wanted to take that back but not now. Now she just 

wanted to do more than sit and wait to be the last person to hear what happened. Alex was 

abducted in a public place, how could that have happened? Yet, she knew from her own history 

how easy it was for a determined stalker to make someone disappear.  

"The Chief is heading this one up. I have a home invasion in Bales. I wish I could 

delegate it but I can't. Davies knows people who are familiar with I-5 like the back of their 

hands," he assured her again. 

Elizabeth said nothing to avoid saying something she would later regret. 

"I have to go," Mark said. 

"Do you want company?" Linda asked Elizabeth. 



"No." It was said with as much coldness she could muster to get them to leave.  

When the Scripts left, Elizabeth called Amanda Briscolle, leaving a voice mail. Then she 

called Genie and Claire at the women's shelter, waking them up. Fortunately, they were 

accustomed to being awaken at all hours. 

After thirty minutes of discussion the three had a plan. Genie, ex-Army that still loved to 

play military games with her buddies, Mark and Alex, had a lot of ideas on what they could do. 

Among many things, Genie was a motorcycle enthusiast and she decided she and Elizabeth could 

drive down the coast to scout out the area themselves. Cycles were faster than cars and were not 

as easily noticed by perps. However, she didn't have a bike at this time.  

Elizabeth heard her on her cell as she called the local biker's bar in Brisbane, The 

Watering Hole. Bea, president of the Pink and Lace Ladies, answered. By the noise in the 

background that Elizabeth could hear, the place was still busy. Genie quickly explained what she 

needed and why. 

"You just get here, gal. We got you covered." 

"Be by within thirty minutes," Genie confirmed and hung up. She came back on line with 

Elizabeth. "Okay Elizabeth, it's a go. I'll pick you up in five minutes. I have an extra leather 

jacket and a helmet that will fit you. Dress warm and if you have warm socks and heavy boots, 

wear them." 

*** 

Claire gave Genie a pat on her butt as she climbed into the women's shelter van. "You 

come back safe with her. And make sure you call in regularly." 

Genie leaned down and gave her a solid kiss on the lips. She knew Claire wondered why 

she never applied for a job with the local PD yet was grateful she had not. This was one of the 

reasons, besides she liked being home at night with Claire. 

Lights from the van cut through the blackness as she raced down the back road to the 

cliffs where the Ebben's house was to pick up Elizabeth. She didn't need coffee as her adrenalin 

had her wide awake with fear. 

* * * 

The front of the bar had bikes lined up. The two women could hear the music, whistles 

and calls coming from the clientele inside. More than a dozen leathered women and men were 



standing around their bikes as if impatient to hit the road. Elizabeth glanced at her watch. It was 

nearly 2AM. 

"Hey, what's going on here?" Genie asked Bea who had an unlit cigarette dangling from 

her mouth and looked like she was standing guard at the door.  

"We're waiting for you two. Alright gang! Let's mount up and go hunting! Ernie, clean up 

and close up. And don't drink anything or I'll tan your behind with my whip and it won't be joy!"   

Engines roared as people revved up their bikes and pulled out, just as if they knew where 

they were going. Elizabeth pulled on the helmet Genie supplied her, making sure she didn't 

dislodge the earbud from her cell.  

"You know where we're heading?" Bea asked Genie as she gestured to the bike she had 

for her.  

"Clyde's Truck Stop on I-5? Hell, yes. Best food when traveling from here to SanFran," 

Genie said.  

"That's the one. Al's leading this pack because he knows where to stop for breaks and he 

knows the truckers that travel that route. He's a trucker himself. He's been talking to them since 

you called." 

**** 

They were twenty minutes on the road when Elizabeth felt her cell vibrating. 

"Yeah!...Amanda, you got my message…. He did? Yeah… Okay!... I'll let Genie know."  

Elizabeth felt heartened. Chief Harper had called Amanda which was why her call went 

into Amanda's voice mail. 

"Genie," she spoke over the helmet mic. "Amanda Briscolle has some news on this 

business. She'll meet up with us at the truck stop. Seems like everyone's heard of this truck stop." 

"Who's Amanda Briscolle?" Bea demanded for the group over her helmet mic. 

"A friend with the Feds," Genie told her.  

They were one hour on the road when a trucker reported seeing a vehicle matching the 

van's description that the abducted woman was stashed in, moving along a road adjacent the 

highway. It caught his attention because a plane was flying low and kept circling to where the 

van disappeared. They all increased their speed to the new destination. 

Elizabeth quickly called Amanda and relayed the information.  

* * * 



Sunday, early morning, a tired group found the turnoff and it had more skid marks then 

one vehicle could have made and they looked recent.  

"Okay, this is what we're going to do," Genie told the group. "We're going break into 

pairs and look for a way to that road over there." She shined her torch light where she was 

looking. "Too rough for the bikes in the dark and it's muddy in places. You know the drill, grab a 

partner and take the south, half goes north. No one goes alone! Cammy you're extra so go with… 

okay, let's move out!" 

They had been on their bikes for hours since their last break but were hyped up with their 

most recent information from a pilot that identified the area as possible for an emergency small 

plane landing. It was thirty minutes later that Cammy's team found the abandoned vehicle tipped 

over on its side in a gulley of mud peppered with bullet holes of various sizes. Flashlights found 

what could be blood everywhere and dozens of automatic gun clips. A gun battle had occurred 

but no bodies to go with the blood.  

"Shine your bike lights here! Don't touch anything! Don't walk in footprints…" Genie 

warned. "Big M, you and Robin, you have the most experience with tracking, check out the trail 

of blood while we wait for the Bear. Cari, did you call it in? Good." 

Two minutes later everyone jumped when the call came, "Mother Hen, do you copy?" 

Robin called. 

"I copy. Whatcha got?" 

"The end of the trail of blood. It stops where a small plane could have landed. There's 

tire marks in the mud." 

"Sounds like a good find. Hold up ya'all. Looks like we have some official cars pulling 

up." 

Briscolle slid out of an SUV with a truck close behind. Two dogs were in animal carriers 

in the truck bed. Two more vehicles pulled up behind the truck.  

Elizabeth had seen the blood and thought it too much for one person. She didn't want to 

think past that. Alex had been lucky all these years and she had good instincts.  

Agent Amanda Briscolle took charge of the hunt, organizing everyone into search parties. 

The dogs sniffed at the van. The cadaver dog went one way while the bloodhound took another 

path. He pulled his handler down a winding path along the muddy gully. 



Elizabeth waited anxiously with Amanda while the agents cleared the way for the dog 

handlers and their workers. The two watched the bobbing and swinging lights follow a path then 

disappear around a bend.  

"You were here awfully fast. Is there something else going on that concerns us?" 

Elizabeth asked. 

Amanda handed Elizabeth a paper and shined her light on it for Elizabeth to read. It was 

the list Alex had been working on, only this time Alex's name had been added with the skull and 

cross bone alongside of her name. The others on the list that had a skull and cross bone beside 

their name were now dead.  

"When did you get this?" Elizabeth asked. 

"Friday evening." 

"Who sent it?" 

"I don't know yet," Amanda said. "As far as I know, there are no Federal agencies 

pursuing anyone on this list or the creator, so why it was faxed to us is puzzling." 

"But here you are." Elizabeth took a deep steadying breath, realizing that whatever 

brought Amanda and her team here was more than the faxed list and she wasn't part of the 'need 

to know' group, but what was important was Amanda had a team out to find Alex. She handed 

the list back to Amanda.  

"Alex was in Los Angeles Friday. She said she spoke with the woman who made the 

original list. Eleanor Margaret Hamilton. She interviewed her in a women's prison in Orange 

County. The woman had sextuplets, five girls and one boy with variations on her name, 

Margaret. Maybe someone thinks Alex still works for your agency." 

"Friday?" She stepped away from Elizabeth and spoke with one of the agents.  

A yell went up and radios came to life. The bloodhound found a woman at the bottom of 

a gulley, half buried in mud. She was still breathing but from what they could see, she was 

beaten up badly and had a broken arm.  

Elizabeth could tell Amanda wanted to go down and look herself but she stayed close to 

Elizabeth holding her hand. For that, Elizabeth was grateful.  

"Well get fingerprints!" Amanda yelled in her radio impatiently. 

"We have a confirmation. It's the missing detective."  



"Got that." Amanda pulled her cell out and ordered a helicopter to medevac her to the 

nearest emergency hospital. 

The tired motorcycle group headed for a nearby restaurant to regroup while Alex and 

Amanda drove to the hospital. The remainder of SID agents stayed behind to gather evidence. 

Other official cars were driving up as they left the scene. Elizabeth noticed Amanda had one of 

her agents accompany Alex to the hospital. 

*** 

Nine days later Elizabeth paced outside the hospital room waiting for various law 

enforcement people to finish interviewing Alex. She had been unconscious for a week and awake 

off and on for a few days but not coherent. She had around the clock security outside and inside 

her room and it was dragging on everyone's nerves. There was no privacy around Alex's bed. 

Before any medication was given her it was examined by a SID medical doctor sitting by her 

bed. Elizabeth was grateful for the precautions but weary to the bone though she tried to sleep in 

the hospital bed next to Alex's.  

"Elizabeth, we're finished. I think she's going to be happier seeing you than us," Chief 

Harper told her as four suits left without looking towards her. She was not informed from what 

part of law enforcement they were from but she guessed they were FBI. 

"Thanks. How did she do?" 

"Fine. But she's angry with herself. She feels like she let her guard down."  

"Who were the suits?" 

"FBI from Washington. They were the ones that decided to drop their investigation on the 

Jaded Amulet and let us handle it on our own." 

"And?" 

"They still see this as a local problem." 

"So why are they even here?" 

"The same question I asked and Agent Bricolle asked. They said they were following an 

ongoing investigation and couldn't talk about it. They didn't get their request for the SID agent to 

be removed while they questioned her so I would say something is hinky about this." 

Elizabeth paused at the door to study her battered lover, though she already knew how 

she looked. She still had bruises. The swelling on her face had gone down by the fourth day so 

Elizabeth could recognize her though she was sure even if she tried to open her eyes, she 



wouldn't have been able to see anything. She was grateful there wasn't any permanent damage to 

her brain and the only reason she had problems speaking now was the sore jaw, split lip, and 

medication.  

Elizabeth noted that the curtains she had opened earlier to let in the sunlight had been 

pulled closed.  

"Hi, sweetheart. How's your headache?" Elizabeth asked, touching Alex's cheek. 

"Better now that I know the bureau jerk-offs aren't going to screw up our work," she 

rasped. "When can I leave? I hate this room." 

Elizabeth held a straw close to Alex's lips. Alex sucked thirstily.  

"Has the doctor…" Elizabeth started. 

"No," Alex interrupted her. "And he better get here quick because I don't want to spend 

any more time here!" 

Elizabeth guessed the pain medication wore off.  

"Good afternoon, Detective Adison," Dr. Kamazi said.  

Elizabeth hid her laugh by bowing her head. Alex had attempted to use her police status 

to get discharged the previous day the moment she was conscious enough to realize she was in a 

hospital. She would have fallen flat on her face if she had tried to stand. Instead, she fell asleep 

with the help of a sedative in her IV. 

Dr. Kamazi glanced at her chart. Elisabeth read his body language that he came to deliver 

bad news. He moved to Alex's tubes and administered medication.  

"So what's …" Alex's eyes fluttered closed as she dropped into sleep. 

"What's going on?" Elizabeth demanded. 

"We're moving her," Amanda's voice informed her. She stepped into the room with four 

others. "She's too vulnerable here and the hospital staff doesn't need the added stress." 

"What…they're still after her? You haven't found any of them?" 

Chief Harper stood next to Elizabeth. "It's a long story but briefly, we don't know why 

she was targeted but we'll assume it's because she was asking questions about a list of names."  

"There's more or you wouldn't be doing this," Elizabeth said. 

"Yes. Mark stopped by your house to feed the cats and found the ducks were agitated and 

a window was left open that he knew was closed from his previous visit. Also, the builders at 



your new house noticed a car driving by taking photos. At night lights around your house were 

spotted." 

Elizabeth looked at Alex as she was being moved to a gurney.  

"So, where are we going?" 

"The women's shelter. Genie and Claire insist that's the safest place for both of you to be. 

That's true. And Mai is nearby to check up on her with a medical doctor from Bales doing her 

rotation at the clinic," Chief Harper said.  

"The trip won't be long. We have a helicopter," Amanda assured her. 

"What a relief. I don't have to worry about us being run off the road, instead I'll worry 

about some remote controlled model airplane taking pot shots at us," Elizabeth said. 

"I'll shoot back. I'm an excellent shot," Briscolle said. 

"I'm going to need Dramamine," Elizabeth said. 

"You're in the right place to get it."  

*** 

Alex opened her eyes and blinked a few times, then tried to swallow. 

"Hey, Alex. You sure look like crap," Genie informed her. She sat the bowl of soup near 

her bed and pulled a chair closer to Alex's reclined figure. "I'm going to move your bed so you're 

sitting up. You need some real food in you and lying down and being fed is messy, even if you 

drink from a straw." 

"Where am I?" she whispered. The bed was moving up and as the weight shifted her ribs 

and other things hurt enough to elicit a groan from her.  

Genie held a glass of water with a straw pressed against her lips. "In a very safe place." 

She waited until Alex stopped sucking, and then asked, "Finished?"   

"Ummm," Alex hummed. 

Genie set the glass on the side table. She placed a cotton napkin on Alex's chest and 

started to feed her. There was a pause between each spoonful, giving her time to feel the 

thickness of the soup and then swallow it. It was a slow process. Alex was not alert, only 

mechanical. When the bowl was emptied, she easily went back to sleep, not noticing the bed 

moving back down.  

*** 



When Alex woke again, there was a breeze across her body and she was lying face down, 

draped across a pillow. It occurred to her that she should have wakened up if someone had 

moved her around that much. 

"Don't wiggle," Mai warned her.  

"This isn't some weird dream is it?" Alex asked hoarsely. 

"No. You should be feeling better by tonight or tomorrow." 

"I hope so. I feel like I was used as a punching bag." She grimaced at the foggy images 

that came back to her.   

"A week ago you resembled that remark," Elizabeth's voice informed her softly.  

Alex's hand found Elizabeth's and held onto it. Images and feelings overwhelmed her. 

She tried to breathe through the mixture of unfamiliar images of people and the feelings of loss.  

"Alex, what's happening? Alex," A worried Elizabeth dropped her hand and knelt so she 

could see her face.  

Elizabeth's face was blurry as it overlapped the image of another person. 

Alex could feel Mai's calming hand on her shoulder and the images faded. It took a few 

moments to gather her thoughts.  

"I'm okay. I just - I don't know. I'm all right. So, how's the castle coming along?" Alex 

asked. 

"It's going well. Mike got the roof up before the rain." Elizabeth leaned down and gently 

kissed her temple. 

"Where are you staying? Can you stay with me?" Alex asked, grasping her hand. It was 

difficult to keep her eyes open. They felt so heavy. She closed them thinking she would still hear 

what Elizabeth had to say.  

"Here in this very room with you. The cats are with the Scripts and you're still employed 

by the SPD. I think your health insurance is going to go up." 

Alex's eyes popped open, suddenly remembering something important. "Margaret's 

mother! The list is a hit list…" She grunted from the pain of trying to move. 

"It's alright Alex. I told Amanda, and Mark and Chief Harper have it all under control." 

"What's happening?" 

Elizabeth squeezed her shoulder.  



"If we don't tell her, she'll be squirming and trying to reach the phone to find out from 

Mark," Mai said. "Margaret left a message that she's not coming back because she has to care for 

her mother," she said. "I didn't realize we had two Margaret's working for us, but it makes a lot 

of sense." 

"I'm sorry, Mai." 

"It's a relief that there were two of them. Let's not talk anymore about it. It will get both 

of us upset. Not good for healing." 

It was difficult to get her brain organized anyway, so she let it go. She didn't like the feel 

of the room, but Elizabeth was near. She was feeling too drowsy to work it all out.  

*** 

Elizabeth walked Mai back to the first floor where Genie and Claire spoke with her. 

Elizabeth stopped in the kitchen and picked up a tray with a small loaf of honey bread, soup and 

a beverage. She didn't want to leave Alex alone for too long. Her nightmares were disturbing the 

other residents.  

"Hey," a soft voice hailed her as she nudged open the door.  

Elizabeth set the tray on the desk and went over to her groggy lover. 

"Hi. How do you feel?" Her fingers stroked Alex's forehead beaded with sweat.  

"Terrible. I promise to never again go without taking Bruno along," she whispered. 

Elizabeth helped her drink some water from a straw. "I would rather go than you take the 

shelter's guard dog." 

"You'd be a lot better to cuddle with. What's that I smell?" 

"Soup. Want to share?" 

"No. My stomach doesn't feel friendly to anything other than water. Don't let me keep 

you from dinner."  

Elizabeth brought a chair near the bed and sipped her soup and chewed on her bread, 

watching Alex. Alex's sleepy eyes blinked up at the ceiling. 

"What are you thinking?" Elizabeth asked. 

"How to get back at whoever did this to me. I'm thinking I need to get a book on 

castration first. Just so that I do it right." 



"Amanda said there were five people involved in a gun battle of which you don't appear 

to be part of. One of them they know for certain is a woman because they found her blood. They 

found three men shot execution style…bullet through the head." 

"And I missed it? Did Mai say Margaret is gone?" 

"Yes. Greg said she left a note that her mother needed her. She packed her things and 

took her dogs. Greg is heartbroken." 

She closed her eyes briefly. "So, maybe the Jaded Amulet has left town. Maybe she's in 

Riverside at Marco's place," she mumbled. 

"Maybe this will mean people will stop hunting you down," Elizabeth said. 

"I sure hope so."  

Elizabeth patted Alex's arm gently.  

"Have you heard from Sam about my cabin?" Alex suddenly asked. 

"He called to see how you're doing and did mention that it's being worked on. You know, 

the only thing he can do is protect the property from someone finding out that you have a bomb 

shelter in your basement. The ground is still too frozen to dig." 

"They don't need to dig. The foundation is cement. Just put up prefab walls with 

insulation, install my hot tub and put in a bed…" Her sigh sounded exasperated.  

Elizabeth thought she had fallen asleep again.  

"Elizabeth, why are we here in the women's shelter?" 

"Security. The Ebbens' house has too many entrances to keep track of. I don't feel 

comfortable there even with the geese and a lock on the tunnel entrance under the house." 

Alex's face stretched into a yawn, hurting. Her eyes teared up from the pain. "Good 

thinking. I was nervous there too. Even now, my thoughts are running around with things to do 

to keep us safe when in reality I can barely do a potty run. I hurt just breathing," she complained. 

"You should. You have cracked ribs, a broken arm, a concession …" Elizabeth stopped 

abruptly, looking stricken. 

"And raped. It's alright to say it, Elizabeth. I don't know if it's a blessing or not, but all I 

remember was someone hitting me when I was calling someone on the phone. Was I calling 

you?" 

"No." 

"Oh." 



"You were on the phone with Chief Harper. Lucky that. He got the hunt for you off to a 

quick start." 

They both stared at each other silently. 

"I've found a two bedroom condo/apartment on Apple Tree Lane and a house on Ocean 

View for rent. It's the gray and white house. They both allow pets and I would feel a lot safer 

with neighbors closer by." 

"Ocean View? That's a block from here. I remember it. The only gray and white house I 

remember is where Morton and Libby live." 

"They bought their own place a month ago." 

"I'd like to live in a house with a yard the cats can run around in without a gander chasing 

them. Can we get Monica to Feng Shui it? I don't want to…" Another yawn stretched her jaw 

wide. "Ouch." Clumsily she raised her undamaged hand to touch her sore face. Gently she 

rubbed her jaw then dropped her hand as sleep overcame her. 

 

Elizabeth finished her soup and bread, her thoughts moving to make arrangements for 

their new residence. She wanted their new place ready by the time Alex was able to move from 

the safety of the woman's shelter. As soon as Alex's breathing deepened she gathered her dinner 

tray and quietly left the room.  

"Elizabeth, I'll take it. I have some fresh lemon cake. Would care for some?" Genie 

greeted as the tray was handed over to her.  

"No and stop tempting me," Elizabeth said. She glanced out the window onto the porch 

that was lined with hanging plants. It was still daylight.  

"Hi, Elizabeth. How's Alex?" Claire asked from her office.  

The four levels Victorian House, counting the basement, was once a convent retreat sold 

by a bishop to cover costs dealing with unpleasant legal problems. Claire purchased the house in 

a sealed auction. The small rooms the nuns slept in were ideal for her plans to turn the house into 

a safe house for abused women from other states. The first floor had the manager's residence, a 

large modern kitchen, dining room, sitting room and a small alcove that used to be the music 

room. The second floor had residences surrounding a library and game room. The third floor had 

residences with the sitting room being a roomy space where the stairs entered. The basement had 



games and computers, and acted as their failsafe room should a perpetrator actually threaten the 

residents on the property.  

"She's still out of it. With all the meds she's on she'll be sleepy for a while. Would you 

mind if I used your phone?" 

"Help yourself." Claire gestured to the house phone behind the office desk. To protect the 

residents from their perpetrators and themselves phone use was restricted. They didn't want the 

out of state phone calls traced to the house. Cell phones were not allowed since they had more 

spyware type of applications that could be downloaded without the user's notice than a landline. 

"Hi, Mr. Wallas… Yes, thank you. She's making progress. That's why I'm calling. We 

would like to rent the house…. Yes… Yes. Good. Tomorrow if possible…. Thank you."  

She disconnected from that call and dialed local movers. They would pack everything. 

She had no intention of going back to the Ebben's house. Since Alex's attack she felt even less 

secure in the house, though it had nothing to do with Alex's beating…or did it? 

"Claire, have you a few minutes?" 

"Sure." 

Elizabeth sat on the couch near Claire's desk. Elizabeth looked toward the door to make 

sure they were alone.  

"You're psychic, right?" she asked in a low voice. 

Claire chuckled. "Not in the usual sense. I can sense out who is ready to leave an abusive 

relationship which is good for the shelter and I've got a good record for match-making. Just what 

did you have in mind?" 

"Do you know a Monica that does Feng Shui?" 

"Yes. Besides Feng Shui and cleansing houses for new residents, she clears ghosts and 

unwanted spirits from a property. Do you need her to clear your room?" she asked with a smile. 

"Alex asked for her to clear the house we're going to move into." 

"All homes should be cleared before moving in and cleared regularly or when a resident 

feels it's needed. I firmly believe that. I finally got Genie to see the good sense in that too. Of 

course, I don't always believe that a burnt cookie means bad vibes are haunting the kitchen," 

Claire said smiling. "She used to have her shop in Bales but she didn't like the police chief there 

so she's relocating here. In a few weeks she should be officially opening where Grannies Tea 

Shop used to be. Her shop is called Herbs and Thoughtful Gifts."   



"Grannies Tea Shop is one of Walter's stores, isn't it?" Elizabeth asked. 

"He's been selling some of his stores. His antique store is for sale too. I don't think he's 

feeling well." 

"I'll have to go over and see if he has some interesting furniture we can use in our new 

home. The castle," Elizabeth added, "needs plenty of furniture.  

* * * 

"Hey, what time is it?" a sleepy voice asked. 

Elizabeth looked at Alex surprised. "Uh…" she squinted at the time at the bottom of her 

laptop, "3 AM." 

"Isn't that about the time you take a break," Alex said. 

"Sometimes." Elizabeth studied Alex's droopy eyes. The drip bag the nurse set up was 

half full.  

Elizabeth saved her file and then went over to Alex, feeling her forehead for fever.  

"I need to feel your touch," Alex whispered.  

Elizabeth picked up the water bottle, remembering to make sure Alex drank as much 

water as possible. "I understand." She leaned over and gently touched her lips to Alex's bruised 

lips.  

"I'm always feeling like I want to sleep. Is there something in that stuff?" She rolled her 

eyes to indicate the drip bag. 

"Why worry about it? If I were in your shape, I would choose sleep over being awake and 

bored." 

"What day is it?" 

"Saturday morning. Three weeks since we found you." 

"I'm sorry. I don't know why, but I feel like I need to apologize," she whispered as her 

voice became more raspy with talk. A yawn interrupted anything else she had to say. 

"I think you're just depressed because you're stuck on your back with nothing to do but 

sleep," Elizabeth returned. 

"I do feel useless sleeping all the time."  

"Your body is repairing itself. It's very busy. When you're ready to be moved, we'll be in 

a new house, the one across the road from here. We can take advantage of Genie being so close 

and generous with sharing her cooking and baking with us. We have an exchange going. The 



house we're moving into has a garden with herbs Genie would like. Monica has been over and 

cleared the house of any old ghosts and bad vibes that may be hanging around too." 

"That's good," Alex's voice dropped to a whisper. 

Elizabeth stroked her forehead, intentionally lulling her to sleep. When she succeeded in 

that she prepared for bed.  

The nice thing about Alex always falling asleep at this stage of her treatment plan was 

that she could take naps throughout the day too.  



Chapter 3 

 

Saturday afternoon Elizabeth and Mark watched the movers as they unloaded the 

refrigerator and rolled it into the house. It was the last of their belongings from the Ebben's 

House. 

"I feel a lot better you two are closer to town," Mark said.  

"Do you think she gets into too much trouble?" Elizabeth asked. 

"If she doesn't find it, it finds her. She must be an adrenalin magnet," he said. 

She walked alongside Mark as they followed the movers into the house. The house had 

once belonged to an avid gardener who became too old to care for the house and gardens. Mrs. 

Dodd, an investor around town, privately purchased it through her agent and rented it out. The 

porch had a brick border and hooks for hanging pots. In the backyard the border of a wandering 

path was now a mixture of grass and weeds. Some herbs had flowered and spilled over the 

walkway. Though Elizabeth planned on renting the house for a short time, she was already 

arranging gardening time into her schedule. 

"How long should we wait to bring the cats over? Angel is getting run ragged by those 

kittens." 

Elizabeth laughed, feeling for the first time in a while pleasure in knowing her family was 

soon to be together again.  

Mark's tall Irish Wolfhound, Angel, had adopted the three kittens when Elizabeth first 

rescued them and Mother Cat, during a bout of bad weather. It was amusing to watch the 

expressions Angel would get when the kittens would run amuck while she was trying to keep 

track of them. Angel was not a herding dog. 

"I'll bet the kids are driving you nuts with begging to keep at least one, and then they 

don't want him or her to feel lonely so maybe two…and then they can't separate the siblings 

so…" Her grin grew wide when Mark nodded. 

"Linda has to keep reminding them that they aren't ours to keep," Mark said. "How do 

you know for sure we won't ask for at least one?" 

"Their irreverence for everything. They'll land on anything, if only for a brief moment 

and they come alive at night with a crash and a bang," Elizabeth said. 



"You have that right. The kids sleep through it and Linda has adapted. I don't know how 

you two can sleep through their chase scenes." 

"We have few things for them to knock over and I lock them out of the study if I need to 

focus," Elizabeth said. "I'm sorry for the mischief they're visiting on you. I really appreciate your 

babysitting them. I think they'll like it here. Nice enclosed yard, no ducks and no cars rushing by 

to run them over. The house is also close to Genie and Claire so they can make quick visits 

without feeling like they're being worry warts. If you can bring them over tomorrow afternoon 

when Alex is moved over that would be good. I'll have something to worry about besides Alex. 

Excuse me, Mark. I need to ask the movers to help me rearrange a piece of furniture before they 

leave." 

As Elizabeth went into the front room Mark turned to see Genie arriving.  

"So," Genie said peering around the kitchen. "How's the moving coming along?"  

"They've moved in the heavy stuff and Elizabeth went to speak to the guys about moving 

something elsewhere. How's cranky Alex?" Mark asked Genie in a low voice.  

"Still cranky and a whiner, and if the circumstances weren't so serious, I would say 

funny. Like most active people she hates being inactive, in pain, and catered to - well, let me take 

back the catered to," she chuckled. "Sooner or later Elizabeth will have to tell her why they still 

have her on meds." 

"She'll be fine." His cell interrupted him. He read the message and then slipped it back in 

its holster. "I have to go. Tell Alex she better take it easy while she has the chance. And can you 

tell Elizabeth I had a call and had to leave?"  

* * * 

A day later Alex was staring up at an unfamiliar ceiling but it was in her room. The move 

from the shelter to their new rental on Ocean Blvd had been difficult and tiresome. Too many 

people visited leaving off house warming gifts, many of them books on CDs to play while lying 

in bed as she recuperated, and everyone thought she needed to catch up on the latest town news. 

Now the sounds of many voices were down to the mewing of cats, hungry and probably happy to 

have been let out of their cat carriers. The smell of paint was diminishing with the fresher smell 

of February's chilly winds that had aired the room earlier, clinging to the drapes that covered the 

French windows. She fell into a light nap hearing Elizabeth talking to the kittens.  



When Alex woke again she could smell familiar things around her but the arrangement of 

the furniture was confusing. Someone had left a nightlight on for her. Pressing the button that 

raised the top half of the bed to help her get up, she forced herself to breathe as pressure on her 

ribs reminded her why she was in the hospital bed. After identifying the door that led to a 

bathroom she cautiously slid out of bed. She was grateful the bed was not so high that her feet 

wouldn't touch the ground without a thump. She had been working on getting out of bed herself 

for days so it wasn't a total shock of what to expect. Waiting a few moments to let her aches and 

pains settle and the lightheadedness to pass, she began her slow progress to the toilet. Her feet 

didn't feel like they were her own. The wall became her friend as she leaned on it to get to where 

she wanted.  

While she washed her hands she wondered if she should turn the light on and look at 

herself in the mirror before going back to bed. Opting to do it later, she shuffled back into the 

bedroom.  

"Hey, AJ, want to share my bed?" she asked the kitten that was carefully walking across 

her bed that had covers tossed back. An orange and white blur jumped up from nowhere and sent 

AJ scampering after him or her. Both Jack and Jill were orange and white and in the dim lighting 

Alex couldn't tell which one it was that AJ was hunting.  

"How are you doing?" Elizabeth asked softly. 

Alex turned slowly to look at her. In the dark Alex could see she was wearing sweat pants 

and a T-shirt with a dragon design. She stood for what seemed like a long time wondering what 

to say. Elizabeth walked to her and wrapped her arms around her. Alex sighed into the embrace 

and held on feeling their hearts beat together.  

"Hungry?" Elizabeth asked, leaning back to look into her face. 

"Yes." 

"I've got a cane if it would help."  

Alex shuffled behind her through the doorway to the kitchen. "No. I'm alright. Just stiff 

from not moving around." She smiled at Elizabeth who turned around to glance at her. Alex sat 

on the bench in their small kitchen while Elizabeth went to the sink to prepare something.  

While it heated on the oven Elizabeth prepared two cups for tea for them. Steam rose 

from the cups as the water hit the bags. Alex guessed Elizabeth had been up working. The aroma 

of lemon rose in the air.  



"Hm. That smells good," Alex commented. 

"Lemon and ginger. It's new to our collection," Elizabeth said, keeping to small talk as 

she handed Alex her tea and then returned to add rewarmed soup into bowls.  

"How are you doing?" Alex asked. 

"I'm doing a lot better. Our family is back together." She smiled at Alex. 

Alex studied Elizabeth, ignoring a bold AJ who jumped onto her lap to see what was on 

the table, which he knew he was not allowed to walk on. Movement from her right arm in its cast 

sent him scurrying across the bench and out the door.  

Both chuckled and then Elizabeth continued. "I ended the lease with the Ebbens. They 

had no problem with that and understood perfectly. Mrs. Dodd seems to like you a lot and gave 

this house to us cheap until we get ours finished. Mark and some of your cop pals came over and 

gave it a security sweep and put in some extra security. It's a lot easier to use and not as 

complicated as at the Ebben's. Your cabin floor plans are being changed, according to Sam. He 

sent an email to you on what he thinks would be safer. Our house in the forest is moving along 

and I bought a lot of furniture from our favorite antique store since there was a great sale. The 

interior is coming along nice so that's where most of the furniture is stored in the finished rooms. 

The pond is dug and Jenkin's Nursery is just waiting for the right time to plant what will go 

around it." 

"How big did you say the pond was going to be again?" Alex asked. 

"Not big enough for a raft of any size or fishing for any fish large enough for dinner," 

Elizabeth said, smiling at their standing joke. 

"Well, I have another thing about that pond. What if I should be arriving home late at 

night and fall in it?" 

"We moved it. It's to the left of the driveway. Feng Shui and all that. Monica and Mai 

came out and gave some pointers. I think they had way too much fun talking a language only 

they understood. Two peas in a pod." She finished her soup and crackers and looked in askance 

at Alex. 

"No, thanks. So, what's been happening around Sunrise?" 

"Hm, let's see… Ginger, who has stopped referring to herself as Miss Thing, is not 

running for a council seat this time around. Elsie is running for a seat with no consistent agenda 

as her platform. She does a lot of preaching like a televangelist and everyone just ignores her. 



The progress of her dementia should make her completely unable to function by the time 

elections come around." 

"Why isn't Ginger running? I thought that was the most interesting point in her life. Did 

she fall in love or out of love?" 

"She's found a love interest." 

"You're kidding?" The sudden sitting up tweaked her ribs. She gingerly relaxed back 

against the padded bench seat. 

"She's taken to growing African Violets. She says it takes up a lot of her time and she just 

can't give any more spare time to keeping up on the local politics to be a responsible 

representative of her constituents." 

"When did all this happen?" 

Elizabeth paused, thinking of why she got such a deal on furniture a few weeks ago. She 

wondered if Walter knew and that's why he was selling off his various small businesses he had 

interest in. "I don't think we mentioned it to you, but Walter died of a heart attack a week ago. 

You know how close they were. Claire and Marian are going to talk her into running again." 

"Walter died? I know he hasn't been feeling well since Christmas. African Violets? That 

was Walter's passion when he wasn't running his furniture store and the tea shop."  

"His family that didn't want anything to do with him when he was alive, showed up to put 

a claim to his will. However, Walter left everything, and I mean everything he hadn't sold off, to 

Ginger to disperse as she sees fit."  

"So everything is in litigation," Alex guessed.  

"No. Judge ruled the will legal and Ginger quickly contacted everyone that Walter 

mentioned he would like to give things to. I think the clash with his family has been bringing 

back memories of Ginger's struggle to be accepted as she is and she's taking time raising African 

Violets to tend her own inner garden." 

"Ginger and Walter. They were characters," Alex said. She could feel tears prickling her 

eyes. "What else is new?" 

"I bought a new car since you still haven't replaced your Land Rover. Mark had Max 

looked it over after Eric found it on his list." 

"What kind of car?" 



"One of those hybrids. It's low to the ground compared to what you had, but I don't plan 

on taking it up to the cabin. You have great resources at your beck and call for finding a 

replacement vehicle." 

"I know." Alex was quiet as she studied Elizabeth, looking for stress that she caused. "I 

love you, Elizabeth," Alex said."  

Elizabeth leaned over and intertwined their fingers. "Even if I insist on only one turret in 

our new house and I get the top room in the turret?" 

Alex took a few moments before answering. "When I teased you about a Chinese castle 

with turrets, I didn't expect you to take me seriously. Fancy that, but it looks good in the 

drawing. After all it's a pond, not a moat. The winding road gives us time to get ready for 

visitors, not to confound me when I have to leave early in the morning or late at night. And we're 

going to get a lawn mower with a seat so I can mow the lawn in style and feel like I'm doing my 

share of house chores." 

"That-a-girl. You're adjusting to these changes just like a good trooper. Now tell me, 

really, how will you feel about moving into that big house?" 

"Can we wait and see? Honestly, I don't know. I've never really had a place of my own 

until I bought my cabin and it was just beginning to feel comfortable when someone blew it to 

bits."  

"I don't know how you managed all these years without a place to call your own," 

Elizabeth marveled. "Didn't you at least have a rental that you dumped your clothes or souvenirs 

between jobs?" 

"No. My clothes were from SID racks. Whatever role I needed to play they supplied me 

what I needed."  

"That must have been difficult." 

Alex studied her, feeling there was more behind that remark then it sounded. 

Jill, the smooth haired orange and white cat, jumped up on the bench and curled next to 

Alex. "I got used to them running over me at night when I'm trying to sleep. Do they do that to 

you?" 

"No. They sleep when I sleep. They like my hours better than yours." 

"Did the doctor say how long I'm going to be off work?" 

"Next week you have a physical at the clinic to see how your recovery is coming along."  



"How long have I been out of work?" 

"About four weeks." Elizabeth's voice broke. 

Alex squeezed her hand and could feel more than what Elizabeth was saying.  

"We found you buried in mud." Elizabeth started to cry and Alex awkwardly moved 

closer to Elizabeth and held her. Alex cried with her.  

Elizabeth finally got up and found a box of tissues they could share.  

"Just what kind of meds am I still taking?" 

"Dr. Fieldstone calls it post exposure treatment."  

Alex's lips move silently over the words 'post exposure treatment.'  

"Two of the characters that…raped you had a virus." 

"Virus?" Alex repeated softly. 

"Amanda and her agents found a bottle of pills in the pockets of two of the men. Amanda 

called the hospital and told them to run blood tests on you to see what you could have contacted 

and had the coroner's lab check the bodies for anything else…like the bottle the pills came from." 

"HIV?" she asked breathlessly. 

"No," Elizabeth told her firmly. "Nor STDs. It's a virus I can't even wrap my tongue 

around to pronounce. It's something they picked up handling animals and it's not Salmonella. In 

three weeks they'll test you. Then three months and then six months." Elizabeth squeezed her 

hand gently. "No sex for a while. Think you can handle it?" 

Alex smiled weakly at her. "Would you believe I hadn't thought of it until you mentioned 

it?" 

"No." 

"Now I'm going to be obsessing on it," she said. "Can I borrow your dollie?"  

"I don't share so you'll have to get your own," Elizabeth said. For a moment the two 

stared at their intertwined fingers. "I came so close to losing you," Elizabeth whispered. 

Alex felt faint. Looking at her hand that held Elizabeth's her vision blurred.  

"What's wrong?" Elizabeth asked. 

Alex shivered. "I worry about you." 

"I worry about you and so far, there's more to worry about in you than me. But, we'll 

manage. Meanwhile, you've got a broken arm and some cracked ribs to heal from. That's about a 



two month process. I figure one more month is all I've got you for and I plan on making the most 

of it." 

"What do you have in mind?" 

"We can get some stuff we've been putting off taken care of and you can get your own 

stuff taken care of too." 

"You have something specific in mind?" 

"Well, which news do you want to hear first, business or personal?" 

"Business?" Alex asked surprised. 

"Business it is. Chief Harper left off a list of counselors names. I recall when someone 

has a near fatality in law enforcement the larger institutions have their officer visit a counselor a 

few times before letting her back on the streets. Amanda also encouraged me to get you to a 

counselor because two near fatalities are not good odds for someone that wants to continue in 

law enforcement. What other near fatality is that?" she asked.  

The thought of having to go over past traumas again, and being with a counselor that 

didn't just want her to recount the most recent event but everything in her life including her 

childhood…  

Alex felt the world around her suddenly get very small.   

Alex struggled to stand up. "I'm tired…" 

"No, Alex. You aren't going to run from me." Elizabeth held her good hand firmly.  

"I'm not running from you, Elizabeth. I'm just so tired of reliving bad situations just so 

someone can tell me that I've handled myself fine or I haven't cried enough in their office so I 

haven't grieved enough. That's manipulation and I'm not going to play that game anymore. I don't 

remember what happened to me this time. And I don't want to." Alex's pulse beat a painful throb 

along her forehead. "Do you think there's something wrong with our relationship that we need to 

see someone?" she asked, suddenly frightened that Elizabeth was losing faith in her commitment 

to their relationship. 

"I don't feel neglected. Do you?" Elizabeth asked. 

Alex let out a puff of air. "I've been undercover in so many different roles for years that 

I'm still getting used to being in a real relationship. I like our slow pace. You don't mind I sleep 

in my own bed now and then, do you? If you do, I can change…" 



"Considering our sleeping patterns are not the same, no. You'll never get a good night's 

rest if you keep waking up expecting me to be in bed. Amanda thought you would be vehement 

about not seeing a counselor, especially since this is a small town. She said Dr. Cindy Blackwell 

has time for you, so you don't have to start over." 

Alex breathed slowly in then out, keeping her fear under control.  

"I thought for us…that we can go visit our house, look over the grounds. You can pick 

out your favorite room and check out the furniture I bought." 

"Elizabeth, I'm not like you where you look at this piece of paper or visit an unfinished 

building and decide where this and that will go. I have to walk in the place when it's finished and 

get a feel for it. Can't we wait until the walls are painted and floor is finished?" 

"That should be next week. Until then, we can go to the nursery and look at flowers. You 

point at what you like and Kim will let us know if it will work." 

"How come we can't point at the flower and just have it planted? Why does someone 

have to tell us if what we want in our garden is right? It's not like we're going to kill anything 

intentionally and we can replace it if it doesn't do well. Right?" 

"I can see you're tired. You're starting to believe that you and I know what a tiny plant 

will look like when it grows up. I don't want a monster bush planted in the front and one that will 

never grow up tall in the back." she explained. 

"Elizabeth, I'm not running away from things," Alex said. 

"Alex, far be it for me to say when a person should confront one's demons, but you're still 

waking up with nightmares. If you want both of us to get restful sleep, you need to at least 

acknowledge to yourself that something is scaring the crap out of you…and me." 

Alex's face went white. "What…what are you talking about?" 

"You aren't aware you're having nightmares?" 

"Just what was I saying?" She thought her voice sounded hoarse. 

"Juan or something to that effect. You were crying his name out." 

"Oh." Alex took a deep breath. Her heart was beating hard against her chest. She 

wondered when this was going to stop haunting her. What started the nightmares again? Was it 

guilt because she knew something terrible was going to happen, just not enough to know what to 

do to prevent it? 



"Juan was my partner in a SID operation. We were on assignment in Oregon, a small 

farming community in Wentworth County," she said. "There were bank robberies at small banks 

along the Pacific Coast. It was believed that someone in the FBI knew who was involved but for 

one reason or another was not saying anything. It's not that clues or witnesses were not followed 

up with; it was the illogical conclusions and missteps that were occurring. So much so that SID 

was assigned the task of figuring out what was going on. It was suspected someone in FBI 

protective custody was behind the bank heists and the FBI was not about to give him up. A 

dozen SID agents were placed undercover in various banks as tellers or bank officers that were 

predicted as possible hits. It happened to be the bank we were assigned that was hit. Juan 

recognized one of the holdup people as soon as he stepped through the door - a Cuban from 

Florida, Carlos Mendoza. I read up on him during my recovery. He was an enforcer with the 

Cuban Mafia. He had a Cuban nickname, translated to the Beast. He had no scruples who he hurt 

to get his boss's message across, children, pets, any family member to entire families.  

"When he came into the bank he was so high I was surprised he didn't shoot himself 

when he pulled out his gun from his waistband. He put his Glock to a little girl's head…four 

years old, and when the mother screamed, he shot the mother. His hand was so unsteady she was 

lucky he missed hitting something vital. He had four men with him…all just as high as he was 

and barely able to get out an intelligent sentence. Juan and I were figuring out what plan to use, 

A, B or C when the FBI crash landed. How they got there so soon had us suspicious and things 

went downhill pretty fast after their arrival. Carlos played with the FBI as if he knew nothing 

was going to happen to him.  

"The scariest part was Carlos was enjoying the drama and was playing it for all his worth, 

sending out bodies and asking for impossible things. His handler was the wonder kid, Agent 

Trent Lockwood who was running the hostage show. Whatever Lockwood was doing wasn't to 

Carlos's liking. He began to shoot hostages every ten minutes and had the body rolled out the 

door."  

Alex closed her eyes for a few moments, letting her anger settle to a more manageable 

level. Now, too late to do anything about it, she understood what her dreams meant.  

"The other four robbers weren't made of the same coldhearted cut as Carlos no matter 

how high they were. Carlos was laughing at them and calling them names so we thought if we 

took Carlos out we could get the others to give up. However, before we could do anything, 



Lockwood's snipers fired through the windows. They shot civilians as well as all the robbers but 

Carlos. Carlos was holding the four year old, who was shot, my partner, Juan and me. What a 

coincidence that the two SID undercover agents were shot, I thought, so I shot Carlos before he 

could do any further damage. SID believed someone tipped off Lockwood that there were SID 

agents investigating the bank heists and supplied him with our photos.  

"After the shootout Lockwood and his team went around and made damn sure survivors 

and their families knew his version of the events. However, the death of the four year old and a 

SID agent meant Carlo's handling of the hostage situation would be reevaluated. Lockwood was 

demoted but is still with the FBI the last I heard." 

"So, you want to kill Lockwood," Elizabeth summed it up. 

"No," Alex said with as much control as she could muster. "I want him to suffer." Alex 

could feel her face flush with anger, but it was not with the cold furry she used to feel. She 

wondered if it had to do with the medication she was on. She flexed her fingers that were hurting 

from holding them tight in a fist. 

"The Lockwoods are longtime members of the FBI, but even a favorite son doesn't go 

unpunished for public screw ups. I last saw him when you first came to Sunrise and he's still 

screwing up. It's only a matter of time when his family gives him up and his body will be found 

in a gully," Alex said." 

Elizabeth's face grew dark. 

"What? You don't think he deserves it?" Alex demanded. 

"That's the same bunch of assholes that murdered Helen," Elizabeth said angrily. "I don't 

care if they shoot one of their own. I hope they all die in a seedy hotel room disgraced on the 

front pages of every major news media!"  

Alex's eyes opened wide at the feelings she provoked. "Let's go soak in the tub," Alex 

offered, alarmed at Elizabeth's intensity.   

"It's not big enough for the two of us." Elizabeth rubbed her eyes in frustration. "It just 

goes to show me, no matter how much I work on getting rid of anger at things I have no control 

over, it still can bite me on the butt." 

"Here, here," Alex agreed.  

 



Hours later Alex dialed a number she knew by heart.  She left her phone number and a 

good time to reach her, plus her email address. For a long time after hanging up, Alex stared at 

the cell in her hand, thinking how desperate she must be to call the SID department shrink.   

Dropping the phone in its recharging station, she returned to Elizabeth's room.   



Chapter 4 

  
 "Looking everywhere but within is not progress," the voice on the line said. 

 "I know, I know." Alex felt impatient not just with herself but with her distrust of how secure the 

phone line was. Neither of them at this time could travel to a shared space so a landline, supposedly 

secured, was arranged…but that didn't mean it was secured against all who might be interested in 

listening in.  

 "What is it then?" 

 "I don't like the idea of doing this over a phone." Paranoia is healthy, she reassured herself in her 

favorite mantra. 

 "I can offer a better solution." 

 "What's that?" 

 She gave her a phone number.  

"What's he going to do?" Her suspicions were confirmed that Beckett contracted his services to 

SID. Beckett had moral scruples that he was firm on, which was why he resigned his law enforcement 

position and went into PI work. It wasn't a surprise that SID's psychiatrist had his number. SID liked to 

stay on top of all the methods of keeping their agents mentally as well as physically fit and if it called for 

using intuitive healers they would. She had suspected that was one of the reasons she was hired by SID - 

her pedigree. 

 "Everyone has different places to start healing at. You need to start where you have the greatest 

fear and he will know how to guide you through that fear."  

 Alex was startled by a huge sigh she heard echo over the line. There was a long pause of silence. 

Her face reddened when she realized that the sigh was from her. Doc was right. 

 After hanging up with Dr. Blackwell, before she lost her resolution, she called Beckett. He was 

accurate again, though it was difficult to be annoyed with him. He had that effect on people, being right 

and not having to put up with anyone's bad feelings about it.  

*** 

 Beckett arrived at midnight, two days later. It was a time he felt there would be less people 

around to notice his coming and going and therefore no gossip.  

 Alex answered the door, grateful that there were no butterflies or trepidation to seeing Beckett. 

Once in the door they took their time hugging. They stepped away and Alex could feel a wide grin on her 

face, matching Beckett's.  

"You're looking and feeling a lot better," Beckett said. "I hope you don't take to getting involved 

in near death experiences to clear away dark clouds." 



It was peculiar but Alex didn't feel annoyed like she usually would. She put it down to Beckett's 

energy. He cloaked people in a blanket of comfort. It was one of his skills. Alex turned at the feel of 

Elizabeth's presence. 

"Beckett, this is Elizabeth," Alex's face reddened, realizing that she hadn't told Elizabeth 

everything about her cousin because it was his to tell, but Elizabeth may think it was a bit disloyal to her. 

"Tom Beckett," Elizabeth said warmly.  

"Hi, Elizabeth." He gave her a long hug too. 

"You two know each other?" Alex asked. 

"Not in the real sense," Beckett said. "I introduced myself to her so that she doesn't feel like I was 

going to delve into her secrets." He smiled at Elizabeth.  

"And I introduced myself to him and told him to stay out of my head," Elizabeth said. 

"There you have it," Beckett said. "Shall we get to it? We have a small window of time before 

people start to wake up and the energy becomes too busy." 

Alex showed him to the study.  

"No, this won't do. This is where Elizabeth creates and her energy is strong here." He grinned at 

Elizabeth. "I'll bet Alex finds it hard to be around you when you've got your writing mojo going." 

"We have our spaces." 

"Where's your room?" he asked Alex. 

"Over here," she said.  

Beckett directed her to lie down and relax. While she was settling he lit sage and smudged the 

room. He set out stones then from his collection he placed some on Alex's chakras. For the next hour he 

cleared her energy. When Alex woke she could smell the sage. Turning her head slightly she could see 

Beckett was sound asleep on her reading chair. They needed more rooms for guests, she thought. Rolling 

off the bed she called to Beckett before touching him.  

"Beckett, get up and sleep in my bed," she coaxed. "I'm up." 

Once he was settled she got ready for her day. After a shower and change to clean and 

comfortable clothes she went into the kitchen to fix breakfast.  

Only the cats were awake, mewing for a morning treat. Someone must have been spoiling them. 

She reached for the canister that held the cat treats. Putting them in the cabinet resulted in the cats finding 

ways to pry open the door so Elizabeth put the treats in canisters that were cat proof.  

She tossed treats so they had to run and leap for them. She was ten minutes into the play when 

she realized there were no more treats.  

"You're lucky today is shopping day," Elizabeth said.  

"Good morning, hon" Alex gave her a hug. "Did you work last night?" 



"No. I fell asleep. How's your cousin?" 

"Sleeping. He'll probably be asleep most of the day." 

"How do you know?" 

"I'm guessing. I would be tired if I had to troll through someone's nightmares." Alex reached for 

Elizabeth's hand. Elizabeth surrounded her hand with both of hers. It gave her more courage to go on. 

"It's like opening a book in the middle of a chapter, reliving a scary scene over and over and not 

being able to get to the next chapter, and feeling guilty, because if I went to the next chapter I would have 

known what to do." 

"Is that what it's like being around me when I'm writing?" 

"I don't want to disturb your concentration." 

"Can you see what I'm imagining?" 

Alex smiled. "Not in the way you're thinking. I sense emotions, but most people do. I sense at a 

different intensity and I don't always get it, or understand what I'm sensing." Then she remembered. Alex 

pulled her hand from Elizabeth's warm clasp. She was aware of her presence even more, as though… She 

looked at Elizabeth and could see the concern and love in her face.  

"I used to have dreams or premonitions but they were so cryptic it wasn't something I would bet 

anyone's life on."  

"Used to?" 

"After that bank hold up I told you about…it was like a veil dropped over me and everything 

became muted. I could still sense things but not in living color, just dull greys. I thought it was because I 

failed those people that died." A tightness in her throat had her breathe in deeply and after an exhale, her 

throat relaxed. It felt like Beckett's work on her had some good effect.  

"Did you know something was going to happen to you when you went to LA?" Elizabeth asked. 

"Not when I left. A few hours on the road I felt something was going to happen, but not a life and 

death happening. That's what I mean about the feelings not being reliable. It could just have been about 

finding Margaret's mother, which is a big deal."  

"That finding could very well have set into motion the consequences of you nearly being killed." 

Elizabeth's conclusion didn't feel right, though logically it sounded plausible.  

"So, is that it?" Elizabeth asked. 

"Instant healing? I'm sure Harper will want more proof than that. Dr. Blackwell will have input 

and to her…this is just a start." 

"No instant magic then? Well, if you need a friend or a shoulder to cry on," Elizabeth wrapped 

her arms around her, pulling her in close. "I'm here."  

Alex held onto her, feeling safe and comforted.    



Chapter 5 

Two Months After Alex's Attack 

5:45AM SPD 

"Welcome back, Alex! Can your ribs take a hug?" Harriet enfolded Alex gently in her 

arms.  

She wrapped her arms around Harriet which confirmed what her eyes told her, Harriet 

had lost some weight. "Yeah, they're fine," she said with her face muffled next to Harriet's 

perfumed neck. Alex took a deep breath of the faint scent, realizing it was one of the familiar 

things about work that she missed. It wasn't a heavy scent and it could well be a soap she used, 

but it was comforting as was her hug. "It's nice to be back," she said with feeling. Harriet gave 

her a tighter hug then let her go.  

"Hey, welcome back Alex." Officers Bea and Bob Quinn rose from their chairs at the 

table to give her hugs.  

"How's the arm?" Bob asked. 

Bea rubbed her other arm kindly. 

"Fine, fine. Though, I'm not looking forward to cold days," she said. 

Alex made her rounds to Gary, who looked pale and tired, then Bobbie and Mike who 

also worked the third shift and were dressed to hit the police gym downstairs. Alex reached in 

her pocket and pulled out a dog cookie for Gus who stood up when Gary stood to greet her.  

"Gus, I wouldn't forget you," she said.  

Before taking the cookie Gus looked at Gary who gave him a signal that it was alright for 

him to eat it.  

"Does limited duty mean Alex gets the front desk?" Harriet asked.  

Alex felt her smile freeze and a grip of dread work its way to her stomach. She had 

thought the chief cleared her fit for active duty. 

"You're the office supervisor Harriet so that's up to you on how to translate no leaping tall 

buildings and no foot, roller blades or skateboard races after suspects for the first week," he 

teased. "Before you find her something to do, though, she has Mark's paperwork that needs to be 

updated and sorted through, then if needed she can do light weight stuff…like detective work 

and making copious amounts of phone calls chasing down clues," he teased. "We have five 

robbery cases open, am I correct?" 



Alex breathed an audible sigh of relief and joined in the group laughter. She noticed the 

tired lines around Gary's eyes relax. She wanted to give him a hug but would rather do it in 

private. He didn't like people knowing how much Margaret's departure was affecting him, though 

the whole town knew, and she could feel the void he was going through. Thank goodness he had 

Gus, she thought. Gus gave her a leveled return stare, telling her he was doing his best in taking 

care of his companion and best friend.  

"It's good that you've been doing all that walking on your time away from here because 

Harriet can use an extra pair of shoes to canvas the neighborhoods," Bob said. "I'm on my second 

pair in a month." 

"Don't listen to him about the shoes. They were old and needed to be thrown out. I 

thought Genie and Elizabeth would have fattened you up by now," Bea teased. 

"They tried," Alex said. She didn't add that the pills she was taking made her too 

nauseous to eat so she was having a difficult time gaining weight, and all the walking was done 

for peace of mind.  

"Alright, let's get this show on the road. Mark is head of the home invasion task force in 

the four counties, in case you weren't aware of it Alex. So he's at a meeting in Bales today for a 

group meeting." 

"If they called him in sooner, Chief, those two home invasions that turned deadly might 

not have happened," Bea said. The others made noises in agreement. 

"Maybe. But until a police chief or the court requests his assistance he's not involved. At 

the time he was advisor to their nonexistent detective departments via the court not a babysitter." 

Harper looked at Alex.  

"I'm up to date on the information," Alex said. "The home invasions started sometime in 

January in Bales and Antioch and not connected until two weeks later because of the two 

murders in the middle of January. The task force was formed at the suggestion of the DA due to 

three counties reporting home invasions. That was the day I went to L.A."  

"I don't want this home invasion madness hitting Sunrise. It's because our citizens and PD 

staff have been vigilant and not bordering on paranoia so we cut off an important income source, 

our tourists. So let's keep the good work up. By some of the clues Mark looked over last night, 

he agrees with other task force members that it appears to be the work of teens. Harriet, Mary 

volunteered to take the front desk today. Let's change all of our patrol patterns on a daily basis. It 



may upset some of the folks, but reassure them it's to improve security. Bea, you had a lot of 

compliments from Claire at the women's shelter on your presentation last week so you can fill in 

for Mark this morning. I heard you're a great comedian which according to Claire helps the 

ladies remember safety tips better." 

Bea smiled, blushing slightly and Bob gave her a nudge. "You should hear her talk about 

my cooking," Bob said affectionately. Since Bob liked to cook for relaxation, Alex wondered 

what Bea could say about that. "She studied Phyllis Diller's routines like I studied recipe books," 

he said in answer to her furrowed brow. 

"I promised not to take it to work because not everyone took it very well," Bea said. Bob 

rolled his eyes. "Okay, it did get out of hand when we had a murder scene to secure." 

"I can image," Harriet said dryly. "We all have our ways of handling the not so nice side 

of our business. Citizens wouldn't understand and in Sunrise, anything you say will make its 

rounds on the Sunrise Telegraph." 

Bea put her hand over here heart in mock seriousness, "Don't I know it." 

Everyone laughed, having experienced Sunrise's nearly instantaneous flow of news 

through the coffee shops and anywhere citizens collected. The only rule to the spread of it was 

that it was not to be something that disparaged or harshly shamed another. The mystery of 

Sunrise was that for one reason or many, the energy in Sunrise was able to remain even keeled.  

"Before you break up, I have good news. We've been relying on our part-timers as if they 

were full-time employees and we're wearing them out, so, thanks to the mayor we're hiring seven 

new police officers to spread around our three shifts. If you know anyone that you think is SPD 

material, have them send their resumes to our website."  

"Wow. What sold them on so many new hires?" Bea asked. 

"The rise in crime, essentially. That reminds me, the Beach Front RV Park has been 

given the okay for half of their hookups to be assigned to mobile homes." 

"Don't they worry about their homes being washed away with a big storm surge or natural 

erosion of beach?"  

"It will be on the other side of the sand dunes. From the plans that have been shared with 

me, it's across Cricket Road. The surveyor was out last spring to evaluate and this is the action 

the land management has come up with. No more than a dozen mobile homes, no more than 



thirty-two permanent residents. That leaves twenty-four hook-ups for RVs and five tents. We're 

expected to have a patrol out that way regularly, rather than whenever a call comes in." 

"Thirty-two? That's a rather harsh restriction," Bob said. 

"It sounds like it's to keep the supposed 'trailer trash' types out," Alex said. 

"Sounds right. According to Manny Ramos, the manager, two mobile homes will be 

moving in this weekend. One will be for him, his wife and two kids and the other for his mother-

in-law. The foundations have already been prepared for four so I would expect two more will be 

forthcoming." 

"Well, that leaves only twenty-seven people and ten mobiles. I know a few people that 

would take a mobile home over condo and apartment living," Bea said, looking at Greg. 

Greg smiled. "Nope. Not Gus and I. We would worry about being washed away in a 

storm." 

"What's expected of us regarding this move?" Alex asked.  

"The truck-trailers hauling them will be taking the south road about ten at night when 

traffic is manageable. The company handling the move will have their own people directing 

traffic. I don't want this to be a distraction from our normal patrols; however, we all know that 

this will be a spectator magnet. Any other news to share? Then have a safe and sane day. Carry 

on." 

 

*** 

As everyone filed out Harper studied Alex and decided he made the right decision to put 

her on full duty status. Her face coloring was right and she moved like the time off did her good. 

Her psychological evaluation from SID was the most promising. Whatever she had brought with 

her from her previous employer she came to terms with it.  

Humming to himself, he sat in front of his PC expecting to see a lot of people applying 

for jobs that the Matt and Emily Sparks put up on the city website that would have updated at six 

AM. Seven full time slots was due in large part because Sunrise was making money and crime 

could put a stop to it, as the mayor pointed out. The mayor was fully prepared with pictures and 

numbers on how much other towns their size were doing with various services and added as a 

carrot the recent sale of ranch land to a home construction company which promised the 

collection of more taxes. He wondered if it occurred to any of them that the new home owners 



might complain about the farms and ranches on two sides of them on days when the wind blew 

the wrong way. Lucky the town charter was strict on city growth and no more farms and ranches 

could be turned into urban areas. That left the other three towns to become crowded.  

 

*** 

While Alex waited for her computer to boot up she sipped her coffee and looked around 

the bright office. She didn't remember the office being this bright and calm. Harriet must have 

smudged the office. She sniffed to catch the tell-tale aroma of sage or sweet grass and didn't 

smell anything. New paint and new curtains added to the pleasant atmosphere. The curtains were 

pulled back, letting in sunlight and a nice view of roof tops with a bright blue sky for 

background. She bounced a little on her new chair. The long over-due new furniture and PCs 

with larger flat screens, and cubicles that offered more places to pin information to the cloth 

walls had arrived during her absence. It was done with fund raising and purchasing furniture 

from companies that went out of business. It was the first time since she had been with SPD that 

the police department got the new equipment and not hand-me-downs from city council. 

Someone had scattered potted plants everywhere and none had any dead leaves. The 

detective's space was given the most room with a rectangular cubicle area with two desks, a long 

table, places to pin information, printer and bookcase. Her desk was the one with the welcome 

back sign with a jade plant which she wondered if it would look as nice as the others by next 

week. Harriet told her it was a succulent and would do fine if she didn't water it.  

Alex grinned when the Sherlock Holmes program dinged her that she had files to update. 

Her fingers quickly typed in her password and then watched programs automatically open two 

new ones. A week earlier she had logged on from home getting familiar with the new programs, 

old reports and new.  

* * * 

 

"Hi, Alex. Can you take a break?" 

Alex looked up surprised. Elizabeth stood in the entrance to the office with two bags of 

food whose contents sent tendrils of tantalizing aroma her way. Her stomach growled. 

"Hi, hon. How are you?" She rose and kissed Elizabeth. "You sure you don't mind eating 

in here?" 



"Not unless you do. It's chilly outside so sitting in a park is out for me. Who decorated? I 

like all the plants." 

"The long awaited budget to update and upgrade the PD finally materialized, a year later. 

Even the meeting room has new chairs and a wall screen for our presentations." She took a deep 

and dramatic breath. "That food sure does smell good." Alex dug into one of the bags and began 

setting out the food cartons on one of the new long tables that could serve a variety of purposes. 

"I thought Tai food would be good and easy on your stomach. Rice, vegetables you can 

pick at and lemon grass chicken. Hot and spicy I've eliminated." 

"Thank you. I would have thought I would remember what hot and spicy does to me 

while I'm on these meds," Alex said. "Isn't this your breakfast?" she asked as she rolled two 

chairs to the table. "You're just like a good trooper, you can eat anything anytime."  

"That's right. I don't have to be desperate to eat cold pizza for breakfast, sometimes it's 

my preference," Elizabeth said as she placed napkins near their plates.  

Elizabeth scraped the wooden chopsticks together while Alex pulled the wrapper off a 

plastic fork. They smiled at each other and began dishing out food from the cartons onto their 

plates, then exchanged cartons. A comfortable silence settled between them as they ate.  

"So, what have you been doing today?" Alex asked when the first part of her hunger was 

appeased.  

"Slept until ten and then went out to the house to see how it's coming. Claire wanted to 

see it too, so we had a nice outing. They're finishing up the inside walls on the rest of the rooms. 

We took over coffee and cinnamon rolls Genie baked for Mike and his crew. Claire likes the 

pond. She took a video for Genie so she wouldn't feel left out of the tour." 

"Of course she likes it. It was her idea to make it that big for her putting green." 

"It's my fishpond," Elizabeth responded. "I plan on creating an underwater city, if you 

must know." 

Alex laughed and leaned over to kiss her cheek. "You better put a sign that says no 

fishing, just in case someone thinks there's a mermaid lurking under a rock. Didn't Claire say she 

misses practicing fly fishing?"  

Chief Harper looked out his door. "What's going on?" 

"We're having lunch and discussing my suspicions that Claire is turning our front yard 

into a golf course," Alex informed him. 



"Want to share with us Chin's Tai food?" Elizabeth offered. "I brought enough for four 

big eaters. I wasn't sure who all would be here." 

"If you have enough."  

"We have plenty," Alex and Elizabeth chorused. 

The chief rolled a chair over and joined the two women. The conversation went back to 

ponds and how the chief wanted one in his yard too but his wife worried about their 

grandchildren not having the sense to avoid falling in.  

"How old are they?" Elizabeth asked. 

"They range from six to seventeen, but get more than one together and they lose their 

common sense." 

"One tries to out-do the other in silliness," Elizabeth said. 

"So, how's your house coming along besides the yard and pond?" Harper asked. 

"It's getting there. I'm hoping by mid-summer we can move in. Why don't you take a ride 

out there some time? You know Mike, my contractor." 

"I think I will. Bessie's interested in seeing what you're doing with your yard." 

"We have most of the flowers and brush planted. We're going to give it a few weeks to let 

some of the roots take hold and then we'll place the statues and what-nots around the garden." 

"That's what Bessie is really interested in, the what-nots. That would be the little elves 

and fairies and glass bulbs? She's bored with just flowers and weeds in the garden. She's been 

talking to Kim, your landscaper at the nursery."  

"Either it's a blessing or a curse, but they have a new software program which you 

provide pictures of your house, yard, garden and then the program allows you to add anything 

the program has for plants or statuary and see what it will look like over time given the weather 

for the last few years." 

"Bessie likes to see the real thing so your yard will be more to her liking…though, 

sometimes she surprises me."  

"So how many hits so far for the job openings?" Alex asked. 

"Fifty-seven. This time around we're looking for people skills more than schooling and 

work experience. It will keep Eric and Angie busy doing backgrounds. Angie called long 

distance to say thank you for the work because she was dying for a break from the family and the 

twins. I think the vacation isn't all that much of a vacation for her." 



"Those boys are more active than they expected. Very unlike either Eric or Angie," 

Elizabeth said.  

"They're accusing both sets of their in-laws of tampering with the DNA," Alex said. 

"You're getting more police officers?" Elizabeth asked. 

"Seven more. Sunrise is expanding and with fewer board members we can afford it. 

Twelve for our size town was more than we needed and at the pay they were giving to 

themselves…" Harper and Alex made rude noises. "Anyway, no wanted to buy the Mill's ranch 

so it was sold to a housing development contractor. With your house at the forest line and these 

new homes we'll have to expand our night surveillance." 

"And the camp ground along the beach is going mobile home park," Alex added. 

"The talk around town is that Mill's house is haunted," Elizabeth said.  

"Where are the ghost busters when you need them," Alex mocked.  

"They came and went," Harper said. "That's probably another reason why we're getting 

more people interested in settling here. They filmed their encounters and sold it to a TV show." 

"People want to visit the Mill's house?" Alex asked. She glanced at Elizabeth 

remembering their shared scare in the house. 

"Yes. Night tours were being conducted until someone burned the house down." 

"When was that?" Alex said. 

"Last month." 

"So what happens if the haunting stays in whatever house ends up where the Mill's house 

was?" Alex said. 

"Send Monica to clear it," Elizabeth said. 

Chief Harper laughed. "That's something to put on the town's website."  

"Tourists," they said in unison.  

After cleaning up and giving Elizabeth a kiss good bye, Alex went back to updating 

Mark's cases. Thirty minutes back into it and she was bored. 

Errrr! 

Alex glanced at the clock as she picked up the phone. The interruption was a relief for her 

eyes, her brain and her back. Her computer came alive with a program that logged in the call. 

"Sunrise PD. Detective Adison speaking." She listened as Harriet identified herself for 

the program and gave codes that the program translated into readable text. It also showed a 



request for a search warrant. Alex clicked Yes for the request. By the time she arrived on the 

scene she anticipated having it. With the increase of home invasions a junior judge had been 

assigned to keep an eye out for these requests. 

"I'll be right there, Harriet. Do you need police tape to secure the site?... Okay, I'll bring 

an extra case." 

The voice recognition program recorded the call and began filling in basic information 

such as: 10-78 Officer Needs Assistance and 10-79 Notify Coroner. The address Harriet gave 

filled it in and with the time. The deceased was Amy Milroy. The program would then fill in 

what it knew of Amy and the owner of the residence the body was found at.  

The program also notified the ME giving the case number with all the information. By 

the time she arrived she also expected for Harriet to add more information and images from her 

camera. By the time Alex arrived there would be a crowd with their own cameras and wifi 

connections. If this was a home invasion, it would be Sunrise's first and with a body to add to the 

police drama. 

With her coat draped over one shoulder she rapped on the server room with the other. No 

one answered.  

"Sheesh, of course. Eric's still on vacation," she muttered.  

Eric Burns the police department's computer geek had taken his family to visit his parents 

on the East coast for a week and wouldn't be back for another day. Their backup in case anything 

happened was Judge Mead's husband, an ex-FBI agent who ran a security firm, but not someone 

Chief Harper wanted nosing around in their server. They were all hoping that nothing 

unexpected would happen that Eric couldn't remotely fix. 

She rested her fingers on the fingerprint scanner. After it gave her a green light she 

pushed open the door to the server room. It also was their supply room for crime scene 

equipment. The crime scene cases were on a shelf she could easily reach. She checked the 

contents of two cases to make sure they were fully stocked. She also selected a digital camera 

and signed for everything. As she drove to the crime scene she reviewed what she knew of Amy 

Milroy and it was based on information from the Sunrise Telegraph – coffee shop gossip. 

When Alex arrived at Millie Channel's address Harriet was recording what Bea was 

finding in the trunk of a car parked sideways in Millie's driveway. The area was taped off with 

crime scene tape and there were a few spectators with cell phones standing outside the taped 



area. Both women wore gloves and had surgical masks hanging from their necks. As Alex got 

nearer she could smell, among other unpleasant things, the Vicks menthol smell Harriet liked to 

have in her mask to block some of the unpleasant smells a dead body discharged.  

"We've interviewed the neighbors that are home, taken pictures of the exterior of the 

house, pictures of what we found in the car and right now we're finishing up with inventorying 

Amy's car," Harriet said in a low voice. She paused for a few moments and then added, "We're 

just waiting for the lead detective to take charge of the investigation. The ME and her scan techs 

confirmed they're on their way. We haven't downloaded our pictures of the crime scene yet," 

Harriet lowered her voice even more, "I didn't want to get graphic when I said Amy Milroy is 

dead," she said flatly, "but the scene isn't as messy as I've seen in the past for a shot to the head. 

Cleaning houses is – was Amy's second job and it looks like she cleaned the house before she 

died." Harriet's voice had doubt in it, but she continued without elaborating, "According to 

Millie's neighbors Amy usually comes on Tuesdays and Thursdays about five PM. Those are the 

days Millie is in Bales giving group sessions. Millie does a series of therapeutic drama sessions 

over at Bales Hospital two days a week. I haven't been able to reach Millie. She's probably in a 

session." 

"She'll know soon enough," Alex said. "Amy was early today. Does it look like a home 

invasion?" 

"At a quick glance, nothing looks riffled through. Like I said, it looks like it was just 

cleaned. We assured everyone standing around it had none of the signs of a home invasion. We 

needed to get that message out to all these people here with their texting and picture taking so 

they got it right," Harriet said. 

"I'll hook up the laptop and get our search warrant." Alex pulled out her laptop and 

hooked up the printer. She accessed the case number assigned to the crime scene and found an 

attachment that would be her expected search warrant. When it finished printing out Alex put her 

initials at the bottom showing she received it and Harriet also initialized it. This was a trial 

program to get search warrants quickly to where they were needed since four counties shared one 

courthouse. To search premises or people all law enforcement involved in the search signed the 

warrant. 

Both women stepped into the house while Bea finished up on the car. Bob called in on 

their radio and reported he was finishing up on a call and would arrive to assist. Alex let Harriet 



determine whether she wanted her foot patrol officers in one place. The four of them collecting 

evidence would make the process go faster which would help her move to the next phase, 

making a list as who to question.  

Alex put a dab of Vicks on her mask and pulled it over her face. Harriet handed her some 

booties and gloves. 

"Thanks. Was this side door to the utility room open?" Alex asked. 

"Wide open just like it is now. I took pictures the moment we arrived. It all looked 

suspicious," Harriet said. "I put markers down to show where I stepped." 

"Who reported it?" Alex asked, looking around the kitchen then stepping into the foyer, 

careful to step where Harriet had. 

"Eddie, her neighbor on the left side. He works nights and gets up late afternoons. He was 

taking out his trash when he noticed Amy's car parked badly, the back door to Millie's house 

open and I would image the smell. He called the front desk to find out where I was and came 

looking for me. With the home invasions going on in neighboring towns he didn't want to panic 

anyone but he didn't want to walk into something either…and this is something." 

Alex entered the dining room from the kitchen and tried not to blanch at the sight of brain 

splatter on an otherwise spotless table and the stronger smell of human waste. Her fingers tingled 

and her sight blurred as she took in the feel of the room. The room didn't feel like this was where 

a death occurred. It was too calm. Her attention went to the corpse. It was a woman dressed in 

jeans and frilly blouse slumped over a dining room table. Both hands were loosely clasping a 

shiny Colt 45 with the gun barrel resting on what was left of her head. Looking closer she could 

see the dead woman's thumbs were pinched together in the trigger guard of the revolver.  

A red flag went up. If the victim had fired the shot her hand or hands would have grasped 

the revolver in a cadaveric spasm not with the thumbs being the only reason why the hands were 

near the revolver. 

"What's your take on this scene?" Alex asked Harriet. 

"If there wasn't a body and the stink, with her head matter on the table, I wouldn't have 

thought a dead person was in here."  

"It doesn't have the feel of violence," Alex said. 

"I walked around the body keeping close to the wall," Harriet said. 



"How did she get her thumbs stuck in the trigger guard?" Alex said softly as she circled 

the table, careful to stay close to the wall where Harriet had walked.  

"The Colt 45 revolver is a Buntline Special Second generation from 1957-1974. I got the 

serial number off it and we're running a check on it now." 

Alex looked at her impressed. 

"Jeremy, our eldest son, collected Western revolvers while he lived with us. Thank God 

he never was interested in taking care of them. He just liked to display them in a cabinet." 

"Does he still have them?" 

"I don't know. He's thankfully out of our lives." 

"I'm sorry," Alex said.  

Harriet patted Alex's arm comfortingly. "That's what happens when you have kids. You 

raise them as best you can and hope what life throws at them they turn out fine and you all 

survive each other's lessons." 

Alex stood for a few moments, thinking about her childhood and feeling grateful she had 

her father's twin sisters that rescued her every summer from her crazy mother, and fostered her 

when her mother left her behind.  

Kneeling down she peeked up at the woman to identify her. Her ribs tweaked as she tried 

to twist her body to look up. She had to blink a few times to get past the blurred image she was 

seeing superimposed over the dead woman's face.  

"She does resemble Amy Milroy," Alex said, thinking that it seemed wrong to see Amy's 

face on this corpse. She used her pen to lift hair from the hairline looking for something besides 

brain and blood. Her left ear had an indention behind it as if she wore glasses often. There were 

faint holes all around the ear cartilage. Harriet shined a light on a faint bruising on the neck.  

"She does bear a striking resemblance to Amy except for a handful of small things," 

Harriet said thoughtfully, moving along with Alex and taking pictures. 

"You mean besides her ears with all those holes for ear piercing, the indention behind the 

ear for wearing glasses, and notice her finger has a ring indent?" 

"I've never seen Amy wear any jewelry, not even a necklace. It might be because of her 

work in the meat market and her cleaning jobs. Then there are the clothes and the gun and 

something else I can't quite put my finger on," Harriet said. "We'll have to have one of her close 



friends identify her and get her fingerprints processed when the MEs get her back to their lab. 

We didn't find a DMV license on her or in her car."  

"Let's assume it is Amy since there is a resemblance. What do you know about her?"  

Harriet was a treasure trove of information on the citizens of Sunrise that went beyond 

the infamous town gossip. She was the true beat cop. Harriet put aside her camera and looked at 

her notes, though Alex didn't think it was for a memory reminder. Harriet shamelessly 

remembered everything.  

"She's single with no talk about her having any romantic interests. She's worked two jobs 

for as long as I can remember, from part-time to one full-time and one part-time. She's one of 

those people that keeps busy though I'm not sure if it's because she needs money. We can get a 

warrant from the court to look into her financial accounts." 

"Let's wait until we know for sure this is Amy." 

"Okay. Presently she's employed full-time as a meat cutter at the supermarket from 3AM 

to noon and she cleans houses for half a dozen people in Sunrise throughout the week. She just 

recently finished a business degree as condition for moving into a management slot at the 

supermarket. Her lease was up last month at Marigold Apartments so she moved from her one 

bedroom apartment to renting a room with Connie Mills until the condo she put a down on 

becomes available…in April." Harriet then added under her breath, "I'd like to know what made 

her take a room with the likes of Connie. She shared her apartment with Carla Mason on and off 

for about five years.  

"We verified the car outside is registered to Amy. In the trunk we found cleaning tools 

and two boxes of personal papers, a purse with keys that have initials attached to tags on who 

they belong to. Two new keys aren't labeled so we'll check and see if it's to Connie's house. No 

wallet or ID found yet. Bea will check Millie's garage when she finishes up with the car." 

"Any unusual stress in her life lately that's being talked about? Any arguments with her 

previous roommate or coworkers?" Alex asked. 

"To be candid, her biggest stress would be renting a room from Connie Mills. Amy 

wasn't the type to share her business with others that may have loose lips so hearing that 

something wasn't going right in her life from her is unlikely. Knowing Carla, she sees Amy as a 

guaranteed couch to sleep on until she gets together a first and last for her next apartment. Right 



now Carla is staying with Cassie and Linda at the Courtyard Apartments. Maybe they'll be the 

next soft touch to mooch off of."  

It was the same information Alex had heard in the local gossip. She leaned close to the 

body and gently touched the cheek, an arm, a thigh and then the ankle. The skin felt stiff. Rigor 

had set in. She flashed her light over the arm and body, looking for anything to collect as 

evidence and for puncture wounds or abnormal bruising. The body did show postmortem lividity 

where blood pooled on her left side, as if following her death she had been on her side for thirty 

minutes or more. So this wasn't the primary crime scene, which was what she suspected.  

"Harriet, can you hold the light while I take a picture of this?" Alex said. 

"Lividity," Harriet said. "Well that cinches it. It's not suicide." 

"So, Amy usually does house cleaning at five pm and it's only two forty five. Did her 

early arrival interrupt something like a home invasion? We'll have to look around and see if 

anything looks like a burglary took place."  

Alex took copious amounts of pictures, starting from head to feet. She also plucked hairs 

from the clothing and noted dog poop on the arch of the shoe. She also measured the shoe size. 

"I've finished inventorying the car and looked over the garage, and I signed the search 

warrant. Do you want me to work rooms?" Bea asked. 

"Yes. Look for any evidence of a burglary. There's an extra crime scene case in my unit, 

front seat," Alex said.  

"Do you need me here?" Harriet asked. She was looking out the window at some of the 

spectators. 

"No. You're the manager of the scene," Alex said. "Maybe one of them heard something."  

Alex turned her attention back to the corpse. The victim's right foot was bent around the 

chair leg as if it were trapped there. Alex took pictures from different angles, including getting 

under the table and finding recent scratch marks in the polished floor with oil in the groves. It 

appeared that the chair had been pushed toward the table with dead weight on it. She could smell 

a faint scent of lemon. Taking a Q-tip from her case she ran it over the floor with scratches and 

sniffed it. It was lemon scented. It looked like someone ran a rag over the floor perhaps trying to 

blend in the new scratches with the old; however, the oil didn't soak into the wooden floor.  

"Harriet?" 

"I'm here," she reappeared in the room, adjusting her mask. 



"Was there lemon furniture polish in the car?" 

"Yes. What are you looking at?" 

"Lemon scented furniture polish smeared over these scratch marks." 

"I don't smell the scent of any cleaning products in the rooms I've been in and the house 

is too clean. Trash cans are clean with new trash bags in them. This definitely doesn't have the 

feel of a home invasion gone badly."  

"No. It doesn't," she said softly. 

She moved to the adjoining room where a grand piano sat with pictures in various frames 

from ornate to plain. They looked as if someone spaced them all exactly the same distance from 

each other with the exception of one that was turned face down. She took close up pictures from 

different angles, getting the careful spacing between the frames recorded for future reference. 

Gingerly, she picked up the framed picture that was laid face down. It was a picture of Amy with 

Millie's arm thrown over her shoulder. It looked like Amy was pulling away from Millie facing 

away from the camera.  

The shiny black piano had no finger prints and no dust. Glancing around the room she 

sought something to stand on. One of the chairs looked dusted for prints. "You finished with this 

chair?" she asked Bea. Bea nodded. Alex pulled it over to the piano, removed her shoes and 

stood on it to get another view of the two rooms.  

"Hey, Alex, trying for an aerial view? You want me to do that?" a concerned voice spoke 

near her. A steadying pressure on her elbow kept her balanced.  

Alex glanced down at Bob. "Yeah, you'll do just right. Thanks." He kept a firm grip on 

her elbow as she jumped down.  

"The morgue assistants just arrived. The ME is getting her bag and her tech guys are 

unpacking their gear," Bob said. "Do you have the search warrant?" 

"Harriet has it." 

"I'll get everyone to sign it." 

"Thanks. No putting it in your pocket. Return it to Harriet. She's in charge of managing 

the crime scene." 

Dr. Sherwood and Mark Scripts were training the four counties police departments to 

collect evidence from a crime scene and how to investigate. A CSI department with a qualified 

ME to run it was one of the largest expenses the four small counties Antioch, Bales, Brisbane 



and Sunrise invested in together. What they wouldn't be able to afford on their own they could 

when shared. 

Now everyone in Sunrise will know its official – there's a dead body as if the smell didn't 

give it away. Speculation on whose body it was would start up again. With Amy's car parked 

crooked it was a slam dunk that it was Amy that was found dead. Calls would once more go out 

to Millie's cell phone and Millie would be rushing back to see what was happening in her home. 

Home meant a lot to people and one of those meanings was safety from the outside world's 

incursion, which the home invasions of late were rendering meaningless. 

The ME, Dr. Mandy Sherwood walked up the driveway, stopping to speak with her 

technicians that unpacked a Trimble® GX 3D Scanner. Alex watched the two exchange 

something that had them smiling. It was personnel in nature. She stepped back into the house, 

not knowing whether to be embarrassed that she picked up something not her business or content 

to know that Mandy was on site. 

Mandy slipped her booties on before stepping into the utility room. 

"Hi, Mandy. You made good time," Alex said.  

"Afternoon everyone. Flashing gumballs have an advantage over one flashing light. I just 

followed my escort." Dr. Mandy Sherwood followed Alex to the dining room. She looked over 

the room before entering. "This is exactly how you found the crime scene?" Mandy asked.  

"Not a thing was moved while I've been here, Doc," Harriet said. 

"I got some hairs off the victim's pants," Alex said. "And I stepped where Harriet marked 

on the floor." 

The men setup the imaging machine while Alex watched Mandy walk around the corpse, 

look around the room and sniff the air. She murmured her findings in her recorder as she walked.  

"Alright, Doc. We're ready," Gil, her tech said.  

Alex, Harriet and Mandy stepped out of the room and waited until the techs finished 

making a spatial image of the room.  

"So what did you notice?" Mandy asked Alex. 

"White residue on her lips; she has indentions behind her ear like she wears glasses most 

of the day but we haven't found any glasses in her car or in this room; ring indention on her left 

ring finger; ear piercings with no jewelry; her nails were recently done; her right shoe has dog 

crap on it; her ankle position looks awkward under the chair, her stretch or angle in holding the 



revolver and bullet entrance in her brain would have made it almost impossible to pull the 

trigger; and because of the lack of splatter mess a living brain would make, I think the bullet 

through her brain was done sometime after she died; which by the blood pooling on her left side 

makes me believe her death was at another site." 

"Good observations. Let's see what more we can come up with after the 3D tech guys are 

finished." 

When their work was done the techs left, leaving Mandy and Alex to their own 

inspection.  

Mandy knelt down and looked at the corpse's face whose forehead was resting on the 

edge of the table. One eye was partially opened and the other was completely opened staring at 

nothing. She used a Q-tip to wipe off white stuff from her lip.  

"Vomit?" Alex asked. 

"Could be," Mandy muttered. She put the sample into a tube, marked it and signed it. 

"Did you touch her?" 

"Just a poke on the cheek, arm, thigh and ankle. Testing for rigor. Why?" 

"Bruise on the inside of the right wrist, could be a defensive bruise." She gave a 

demonstration of holding her wrist to get the type of bruise she was referring to. She glanced at 

Alex. "Poked around, huh?"  

"I didn't move her; otherwise, I would have seen the bruise on her wrist and looked to see 

if she had another around the elbow. It would be a submission grip." 

Mandy pulled up the sleeve on the corpse with Alex's help and found the bruise Alex was 

referring to. "Well, she was alive long enough for the bruise to form. Rigor has settled so it's 

been at least thirty six hours she's been dead…at first glance," she added. 

After about twenty minutes of recording and looking at the body Mandy and her 

assistants moved the body so she could take a liver reading. "Full body rigidity is in twelve hours 

under the right environmental conditions." She stood up and looked around the room. "It's cold 

in here. Is that a timer on the wall thermostat?"  

"A timer?" Alex moved to the wall thermostat. Both studied the control box.   

"I never heard of anyone putting a thermostat on a timer. This room is set to be colder 

than a morgue at night. That messes up the time of death depending when the body was set up 



here. I'll get back to you on that. Nothing like another challenge when I've already got my basket 

full of them."  

"Unless you need me, I'm going to touch bases with my team," Alex said.  

"Go and collect goodies for my lab," Mandy said. 

Alex passed Bea going through a closet full of costumes. Bob was in the kitchen looking 

through cabinets.  

"Alex, it looks like Millie has allergies. Her cleaning supplies are labeled for people 

sensitive to cleaning chemicals," Bob said. He held up a pile of cleaning gloves still in packages. 

"Would furniture polish with lemon scent be one of those harmful products?" 

"It's not among her cleaning products down here." 

Alex made a note on her pad to look it up. Whoever killed Amy had too much time to set 

up the scene here. She glanced outside and Harriet was speaking with people who were gathering 

to see what was going on.  

Walking further from the crime scene into the back rooms, Alex pulled the mask from her 

face and tested the air. It still smelled like a backed up toilet. She headed for the room at the end 

of the hall hoping the smell would lessen. Peering into the room before stepping in she took 

pictures of what looked and felt like a seldom used room. It had a double bed with a flowered 

bedspread. No hairs on the bedspread. She pulled back the bedspread and looked for any hairs on 

the pillows and sheets. She shined a fluorescent light over the sheets and found nothing. Even 

with a magnifying glass she found nothing. Feeling guilty, she remade the bed. The bureau had 

nothing on it including polish. The walls had no pictures or outlines from old hangings. The 

room was absolutely clean.  

"Now hold on there!" Harriet's voice hollered from outside. There was a lot of noise as 

the crowd reacted. Alex looked out the window and Bob, Bea and Harriet were keeping the 

crowd and Millie in check. 

"What the hell are you doing here? You have no right to search my property without my 

being here and without my lawyer present! Get out! Get out or I'll call the police!" Millie 

screamed. The crowd quickly dispersed to at least across the street and Harriet with Bob's help 

quieted Millie somewhat. 

Sighing at her lack of courage to face the woman who she had unpleasant history with 

and who was working herself into a heart attack, Alex forced her attention back to her work. She 



moved into the small bathroom that had an immaculately clean shower and shower curtain, and a 

sparkling toilet that the toilet bowl industry would be proud of. The medicine cabinet was shiny 

clean and inside was four different types of over-the-counter pain relievers: Bayer, Tylenol, 

Motrin, and Excedrin, with no dust on them or their shelves and still sealed. By the expiration 

dates on the bottles, she still had time. A box of bandages still sealed and a tube of Chapstick 

unused were on the bottom shelf. She dusted each for fingerprints and found none. In the top 

drawer was an unmarked bottle that you would pick up in the store for storing something for 

traveling. Alex opened it and found the bottle with a dozen pills. Alex poured the pills into her 

palm. 

"Still poking around?" 

Pills went bouncing around the bathroom, a few down the sink.  

"Geeze, Mandy!" 

"So you're in here counting pills while your buddies are facing that wild woman," Mandy 

said. 

"Another face from the police department would have escalated her to a heart attack then 

you'd have another body to cart off," Alex said. She got down on her hands and knees to locate 

the dropped pills. "Mandy, what's this?" Alex placed a white ovoid-rectangular scored tablet on 

her gloved palm and held it for Mandy's inspection. 

"Buspar," she said with certainty. "It's an azapirone. A popular med for generalized 

anxiety. After that drama scene out there I should hope she takes something stronger. Is she 

always that excitable?" Mandy asked. 

"I'm not the one to ask. I try to stay out of her sight. But given that a body has been found 

in her house with brain matter spatter on her dining table, that the police are making a mess of 

her clean house and the whole town is in on her business, I would say she has a right to scream. 

Hey, Harriet!" 

Harriet peered around the corner near Mandy's shoulder. "Good thing you didn't come out 

there." 

"What did you find in Millie's other bathroom?" 

Harriet picked up the pill in Alex's extended palm for a closer look. "She has a lot of pill 

bottles in her cabinet but nothing like this one and I checked them all out. What else did you 

find?" 



"No dust or finger prints in the bathroom. In the medicine cabinet, a new box of 

bandages, new Chapstick, pills for headaches, and this plastic bottle with a dozen Buspar pills in 

an otherwise empty drawer. No fingerprints on anything is really eccentric."  

"Same thing with her bottles of pills. Everything polished like porcelain dolls. I didn't 

take her for a germ-a-phobe," Harriet said.  

"It could be she has allergic reactions to chemicals," Alex said. "Bob said all her cleaning 

products below the kitchen sink have a stamp on them that they're used by people with allergies." 

"All of the medications in her cabinet have Dr. Warner's name and by the dates some of 

them are about two years old. I guess when she stops taking them she keeps what's left. I can't 

figure out why she wants to keep old pills," Harriet said. 

"Better than dumping them down the toilet where it goes back into our drinking water 

and we get a population on drugs, or dump it in the ocean and drug the sea life. There's also the 

alternative where big pharmaceutics are sending their expired meds to third world countries so 

they get stuck with meds no longer strong enough to treat disease," Bea said. "The batteries you 

asked for." She handed Mandy two batteries for a flashlight. 

"Why would they bury them?" Alex asked. 

"Because they're expired and the drug companies get a write-off for 'donating' them to 

'poor' countries," Bea explained. "If they dump them here they have to pay a company to safely 

dispose of them. They are toxic – like real poisons." 

"Bea, you have to come to the town council meetings since you're up on that stuff," 

Harriet said.  

"We're just searching for anything related to the death so removing Millie's medications 

isn't necessary. Take pictures of what's in her cabinet but don't remove them, and see if you can 

clean the fingerprint dust off them."  

"Good thought, Detective," Harriet teased. 

"We're moving the body so get your Luminol bottles out and send me copies of what you 

find," Mandy said. "I'll have someone out tonight to monitor the temperature of this room for 

twenty-four hours. In the dining room cabinet she's storing roots and seeds which may explain 

why the room is so cold but that's not likely. Some roots and seeds need to experience a frozen 

environment in order to move to the next phase in the spring, but usually people store roots in 



their freezer. By the way, if you find the primary murder site tonight, that would be nice." Mandy 

moved off to follow her staff to their vehicles. 

"Talk to you later, Mandy. Bea, what are you working on?" Alex asked. 

"I'm finished with the closet so nothing now. There's fingerprint dust in every room so it 

looks like we got all the rooms. Nothing out of place to hint at a burglary." 

"Alright. Download your pictures to the server and check with Harriet where she wants 

you," Alex said. 

"I have a laptop locked in the car," Harriet said. She handed Bea the keys. "When you're 

finished go ahead and take the car back to the office and log what you have and write up a report. 

Mind if I get a ride with you?" she asked Alex. 

"Not at all."  

Alex got the Luminol out of her case and Harriet followed her with the camera. Both put 

on their filter glasses, Harriet adjusted the filter over the lens and waited. Alex sprayed the entire 

room and the only thing with blood was the dining table. Both women went into the other rooms 

and sprayed Luminol over the surface of the entire room and didn't come up with any additional 

blood splatters. 

"Are we finished here?" Alex asked Harriet. 

"We got all the rooms. Chief Harper would like you to call him before you leave." 

Alex pulled her cell out and called Harper. "Chief – Alex. We're waiting for a tow truck 

to pick up Amy's vehicle then we're finished up here… Okay. I'll wait." She pocketed her cell. 

"What did he say?" 

"He's on his way over here. He wants a look at the scene. Where's Bob? I last saw him in 

the kitchen." 

"He drove Millie to Dr. Warner's office. I told him to stop at the MEs and give Mandy 

what evidence he collected."  

"I never heard of a suspect being chauffeured to their doctor's appointment."   

"Now don't get cranky. Are you running low on sugar?" Harriet said. "I can give you 

names to interview, starting with counselors and psychiatrist."  

"I'm ready for names." Alex pulled out her pad and pen. 

"Amy was seeing Dr. Warner and Dr. Miriam. Her closest friend is Julie, a coworker at 

the supermarket who also cuts meat. Do you need numbers and addresses?"  



"Yes. I need to check out her room at Connie's and it would be nice to interview Carla 

today too." 

"Would you like me to interview Carla and you check out Amy's room?" Harriet asked. 

Alex's first impulse was to say no, but she was feeling tired.  

"Could you?" Alex asked. 

"Just ask. I can see you're fading. The chief doesn't expect you to take on a full day the 

first week you're back." 

"Getting tired, Alex?" Chief Harper asked from the doorway. 

Alex turned and watched Harper as he entered the front room.  

"She's drooping like a flower with too much sun," Harriet said. 

"I resemble that observation," Alex admitted. 

Harper studied her then looked back at the dining room. 

"That's where the body was found?"  

"Yes."  

"Can I see some pictures?" 

"Hold on, Chief. The laptop gives a better view." Alex went out for her laptop. When she 

returned they studied each of the pictures.  

"It doesn't look like a home invasion at all. Mark will be as happy as the Sunrise council. 

It also doesn't look like the primary crime scene," he said.  

"That's our guess too. Also I'm not sure that was Amy," Alex said hesitantly. 

"So we're going by murder and not suicide and you're not sure of who?" Chief Harper 

said. He looked at the pictures of the dead woman again. 

"I'll wait for the ME's reports before I say anything conclusively," Alex said. 

"It looks like Amy to me." 

"There is a resemblance, but there are too many things about the body that doesn't match 

what I remember of Amy."  

"What she means, Eugene," Harriet said, "is this woman has ear piercings from top to 

bottom of her ear, an indentation on her left ring finger like she wears a ring for most of her life, 

clothes that aren't Amy's style…" 

Harper held his hand up. "I got you." He went back to the slide show and studied the 

figure leaning over the table then looked closely at the pictures of her ear, her hands and face. 



"She looks like Amy at a glance. Bettie usually does the grocery shopping so I wouldn't be 

familiar with her." He was quiet for a few moments. "Let's go with we found a body and we're 

waiting for the ME to identify who it is. I spoke with Dr. Warner with Millie's permission. She's 

been unstable these last two months because he's changing her medication. According to Warner 

she's suffering from acute anxiety brought on by allergic reactions to cleaning solvents. She's 

been hospitalized to get her stabilized." He looked directly at Alex. "Do you think she's 

responsible for this?" 

"No, but we're just starting the investigation." 

"Amy's renting a room at Connie's so visit the room before Connie loots it," Harper said. 

"The rumor around town is already saying it's Amy. Have you checked the garage?" 

"Bea did. She Luminoled it and came up with nothing," Harriet said. 

Alex snapped her fingers. "That's what sounded wrong. I thought Connie couldn't rent out 

rooms anymore," Alex said. 

"The judge gave her and her lawyer the benefit of the doubt that she can become a better 

landlord and set down rules if she was to continue renting rooms. Her house passed inspection, 

she took a class on being a landlord and she got a license," Harper said. "She is however, on 

probation. I can't see her changing so I'm sure she'll be back before the court soon." 

"I'll give her a call and put the fear of the court in her not to go into Amy's room or 

remove any of Amy's belongings until Alex gets there," Harriet said. "But, if she heard Amy is 

dead, she will have already been in her room." Harriet stepped away and made a call. 

"How long do we have the house to process, just in case we want to come back," Alex 

asked. 

"Dr. Warner said he's going to keep Millie hospitalized a few days at least. Dr. Sherwood 

said one of her assistants will be by tonight to take temperature readings of the room. You don't 

have to be here for that, Alex. Second and third shift can sit with the ME's assistant." 

"Then that leaves a visit to Connie's." Alex gathered up her equipment.  

"I got a hold of her. I think I was too late to prevent her from going into her room, but 

she's expecting you," Harriet said. 

As Alex drove through the streets she had a feeling that everyone she saw talking on the 

cell phone or gathered in groups was talking about Amy found dead in Millie Channel's house. 



She couldn't shake the feeling that it wasn't Amy. Maybe it was her sister or a cousin. She 

couldn't remember if Amy had family. 

Alex got out of the car, bringing her evidence kit with her. She knocked on both back and 

front door and pounded on the windows. The doors were locked and no one answered her 

summoning. She waited two hours in front of Connie's and no one came home, or if she was 

home, she wasn't answering the door, turning on any lights or answering her phone. Not even her 

dog barked. Alex called Harriet's line at work and left her a message that they were going to need 

a search warrant in the morning. She went home at seven feeling tired and grumpy. 

  



Chapter 5 

Day Two of Investigation 

 

Alex woke up before sunrise the next morning feeling nauseous. She had a pill to get rid 

of the sick feeling. Alex hated taking pills, even vitamins, and knowing that the cause was from 

pills she was taking was annoying. After taking a pill for the nausea she was too restless to lie 

back down. She wandered the house, looking for something to do until the pill kicked in. In their 

temporary residence, what most people would call the family room or television room, was their 

study. Both of their desks lined one wall with Elizabeth's laptop closed on her desk. She was 

probably sound asleep. Standing in the doorway, Alex studied the furniture arrangement, 

wondering if she could have found a better way to arrange her computer desk, reading chair and 

the table that she and Elizabeth used to scatter books and papers over. The rooms in this house 

were smaller, not giving Alex the spacious feeling she had in the Ebbens house, but she felt a lot 

safer.  

Out of habit, Alex's eyes scanned the ceiling and shadows in light fixtures, looking for 

something that didn't belong. She moved over to her computer. It was on. She tapped the 

keyboard and the screen saver came on and then the screen. Her files were being accessed! 

Quickly Alex unclipped the DSL cable from the back of her PC. "Hells bells. Someone 

got into my PC." 

Sitting down she went through her PC looking for files that had been accessed. Even if 

someone was able to logon her PC they wouldn't have been able to open anything since she 

password protected anything that dealt with her work. Once she was satisfied no one had been 

able to open her files she put the cable back in and logged into a website Eric had setup that 

would run a spyware program on her PC. His program checked her registry as well as program 

files. While that ran she went into the kitchen to get a soda to settle her stomach, which was still 

feeling queasy.  

When she came back the program was still running. Red flags were appearing beside 

what it was finding. When it completed its scan she clicked on delete and restarted her machine. 

She unclipped the DSL cable as it rebooted.  

Dropping on the couch she leaned back and rested her head against the cushioned back. 

Her PC being remotely being accessed was not as bothersome as this murder case. Why would 



someone want to kill Amy or someone that looked like her and place the body in Millie's house? 

She imaged the dining room again, going over what it looked like when they stepped in. 

Someone had a lot of time to set her up. Why didn't anyone hear the shot? She sat up and reached 

for a pad and pencil to make a list: Call Amy's work and see if she comes in this morning. If she 

does, that will give this murder case an interesting spin. Check Amy's bills. Check her fellow 

employees at the market; check her other customers for house cleaning and the schedules. Find 

out if she takes meds and what they are and their side effects. Talk to friends, coworkers, her 

banker…   

Jill jumped on the couch and settled on the arm of the chair. She licked Alex's bare 

elbow. Alex giggled. She looked toward the door expecting to see her litter mates and maybe, 

Mama Cat. Alex was surprised to see Elizabeth. 

"Hi. Did I wake you?" she asked softly. Her eyes moved back up the long form, pausing 

on her lips and then up to her eyes. Elizabeth's eyes always seemed to have a disruptive effect on 

her equilibrium. 

"No," Elizabeth said with a small smile. She came over and sat next to her. "I was 

lonely." 

Alex smiled and leaned over to hug her.  

"Me too." 

"You're up early," Elizabeth commented.  

"Want to cuddle some?" 

"Yes." 

*** 

Alex slapped the alarm off and winched from the cramp she got stretching to reach the 

alarm.  

"A pillow would have done the trick," Elizabeth mumbled.  

"I wouldn't have gotten as much satisfaction," Alex said. She kissed Elizabeth before she 

stiffly slid out of bed. "Do you want to join me for breakfast at Mollie's?" 

"No way am I getting up this early if I don't have to," she said.  

"Thanks for the cuddling. It's a great way to start my day...for now." She headed to the 

shower. 

As she stepped out of the shower her cell phone was ringing.  



"Good morning…Hi, Mark… In ten minutes I'll be ready."  

Alex dressed quickly, hearing the familiar sound of Mark's truck when she only had her 

pants on. Peering out of the curtained window to confirm his arrival she smiled. "My chauffeur 

has arrived." 

Alex shooed AJ from the door as she opened it to leave only to have Elizabeth dressed in 

her rob, hand her a coat. 

"It's going to be chilly later." 

Elizabeth waved at Mark in the truck.  

"Thanks, hon." Alex gave her a quick kiss and hurried to the truck. 

"How are you doing?" Mark asked.  

"I'm doing fine. How are you doing? How's the home invasion investigation going?" 

Alex asked as she buckled in. She leaned down and picked up the two bags from Mollie's on the 

floorboard. 

"We've got the two perpetrators. Teens that met each other in a chat room and thought to 

go into business together. We questioned them until their lawyers put a stop to it but we got them 

with the evidence." 

"What started that? The prospect of inheritance or teen angst gone bad?" 

"Both." 

"How did you figure it out?" Alex asked. 

"The small details count," he smiled. "They were local boys that thought they could cover 

their murder scheme of killing each other's family with home invasions. I don't think the Bales 

police chief is going to last through their trial. His pettiness and over managing his department as 

well as keeping everyone's pay low but his, is too toxic for him to survive. There are a lot of 

businesses that he drove out due to his religious beliefs. He doesn't belong in law enforcement. 

I'm not sure who hired him but I suspect no one did a background check on him." 

"That sounds familiar. This thing of kids killing their families because they're unhappy 

isn't going to get much sympathy from those that make up the jury pool. Good thing the old idea 

of sending them off to the Marines isn't what recruiters are looking for," Alex said.  

"So, what's been happening while I've been gone?" Mark asked. 

She studied Mark who looked like he didn't have a good night sleep. "About 2AM 

someone was logging onto my PC remotely." 



"Do you think it's the Jaded Amulet?" Mark asked.  

"If that's true, I wish they would get out of my life," she said. "I disconnected the DSL 

line and ran one of Eric's programs then logged back on to the internet and into the server for a 

scrub."  

"It should be able to find what changed on your PC since the last time you did a system 

check. If Eric is bored with his family reunion, he can log on and see what's going on. I hear 

Angie is so bored she called the Chief to thank him for sending work to their queue." 

"He told me," she laughed. "I thought they return today?" 

"Tonight." 

"So, what's on your schedule for today?" Alex asked. 

"Going over the reports you typed up for me so I can sign, seal and deliver them to 

Harper as closed and monitor how the case with the house invasion is getting on. Those officers 

that participated in the task force picked up some good pointers from the ME. I'm proud of their 

willingness to learn. How was riding the desk job for a day?" 

"I got a break in the afternoon. You didn't hear?" Alex asked. 

"Hear what?" 

"Amy Milroy or someone closely resembling her was found dead in Millie Channel's 

dining room clutching a Colt 45 with a bullet through her head."  

Mark whistled softly. "I saw Amy at the store on Monday. She didn't appear to be upset 

to shoot herself. I bet that was messy to process. Any information from Mandy?"  

"Not yet." 

"You're on the case?" Mark asked. 

"Yeah. You have issue with that?" she joked.  

"You and Millie don't get along. If she's a suspect an attorney will use that technicality to 

drop the case." 

"You don't think I can be objective?" Alex said, not taking his worry serious. Sunrise was 

too small a town for that argument to work. 

"It shouldn't even be an issue. The chief let you keep this case?" 

She looked at Mark in surprise. "She has issues with everyone, Mark." 

"She brought a sexual harassment complaint against you." 



"She's brought one against half the gay population in Sunrise and it stopped only 

because… I don't know why. Maybe it was her meds. It's not like I'm the only one gathering 

evidence. There's the CSI, Harriet, Bea, Chief Harper, Bob…did I leave anyone out…oh, that's 

right…you," she mocked. 

He looked over at her then glanced back at the parking structure they were pulling into. 

"Amy didn't strike me as the suicidal type." 

"She didn't strike me as the type to have a Colt 45, have piercings in her ear from top to 

bottom, or wear the style of blouse she was wearing to clean houses in. In fact, I don't recall her 

wearing any jewelry. It's the details, right? We think death occurred at another site." Alex slid 

out of the truck and glanced around before joining Mark.   

He removed his coat from the backseat while looking around. He gave Alex a small nod 

and both headed out to the office. The front desk wasn't staffed yet but there was the distinct 

smell of fresh coffee.  

"Looks like someone beat us in," Alex said.  

"The chief's here early," Mark said. "I recognized his wife's car in the street."  

"Good morning, Chief," they greeted as he came out of his office with his coffee cup. 

"It better be," he grumped. "All the tires on my car were slashed. After the meeting I'm 

taking Joe out to tow it in." 

"Where was your car parked?" Alex asked. 

"Inside my garage," Harper said. 

"Did you catch anyone on the security monitor?" Mark asked. 

"Yeah. My nephew." 

"Looks like you may have taken on someone that has more issues than you have 

solutions," Mark said. 

"Next month he'll be old enough to enlist in the military," Harper said. "His mother 

wanted me to shape him up for that. It's more like she's washed her hands of him and wanted 

someone to babysit him until he heads out to boot camp." 

"He'll return from boot camp a trained killer and…" Alex stopped, looking embarrassed. 

"Sorry, chief. That came out stronger than it should have been." 

"I'm sure a recruiter would sign him to fill his quota, but he won't pass muster, Chief. 

She's right about his mental state," Mark said. 



"He's going to have to make the effort or he's out in the street. He says that's cool with 

him but I've asked an acquaintance to take him on a tour of what it's like to live on the street 

before we visit a recruiter. I got his bad ass covered," Chief Harper said. 

"No donuts?" Alex asked to change the subject.  

"Harriet's on a health kick so I didn't pick up any sugar stuff," Harper said. "I don't know 

what you're complaining about. I smell something sweet in those bags you two are carrying. You 

better hurry and inhale it before the others get here."  

Alex placed her breakfast from Millie's on the table and opened the top. The smell of 

Cinnamon French toast stuffed with strawberries filled the meeting room. She quickly dug into 

her meal not wanting to let it get cold.  

"Matthew and Harriet must have had their physicals," Alex said. "I already had mine and 

I was told to eat more. Hmm," she hummed.  

"Go ahead and make me feel guilty," Mark said.  

"Men can easily run it off," Alex teased. "We women save it all on our hips for 

emergencies." 

The two had their meal finished by the time the rest of the night crew filed in and were 

reading what transpired during the two previous shifts.  

"What are you trying to do? Undermine the department's moral?" Harriet said. "I can 

smell something good and not on the doctor's list as healthy all the way downstairs." 

"What's this about Connie calling in a prowler last night?" Alex asked. "I sat in front of 

her house two hours calling her and waiting for her to show. She didn't even turn on a light." 

"I got your message. She blew her probation. That means she and her lawyer can decide 

on jail time or supervised living in a half-way house. Her house has defaulted to the bank 

anyway, according to Matthew. She'll have to vacate the premises in two weeks. He hates doing 

that for most people but she was more trouble than the house is worth. I sent an email to the 

court for a search warrant and you should have one in your file to search Amy's room. By this 

afternoon the court will have her Notice to Appear scheduled and we'll serve her with the papers 

then." 

"I answered that call and didn't see anything. Usually Billy, her neighbor on the ocean 

side calls in if there's any unusual activity around the neighborhood. He's a night owl himself, 

talking on his HAM radio and his dog, Satchel, keeps watch outside of his HAM shack. I didn't 



get out and look around her property because she lets that attack dog of hers out if she thinks 

someone is in her yard but I did drive around and spoke to Billy," Gary said. "He said Satchel 

and him didn't see or hear anything to report." 

"I drove by once," Bobbie said. 

"I drove by once too," Mike said. "I got a wave from Billy. He was standing with Satchel 

outside his HAM shack taking a smoke so I stopped and chatted with him. He didn't say anything 

about a disturbance." Mike looked at his notebook. "That was about five AM." 

"I see Helen from CSI set up a monitoring device to do a twenty-four hour reading at 

Millie's. What's that about?" Alex asked.  

"Advanced technology," Mike said. "It's monitored by CSI's computer back at the lab. No 

wasting anyone's time sitting around." He smiled at Alex's upraised eyebrows.  

"John says when he and Helen set up the equipment they had to restring the Police tape," 

Gary said. "So I made some extra passes at night. I let Gus sniff around just in case someone was 

hiding in the bushes." 

Everyone laughed. Gus was a loveable pit bull that was the second favorite at the 

retirement home. A miniature black and white horse from OB's Rescue Ranch was the favorite.  

"By the reports, besides Connie's call we had a few DUIs and fights before the bars 

closed. Anyone got anything to add?" Harper said. "Okay then you night owls, I won't hold you 

any longer. Good work." 

When the three left Harper looked over at Alex, "Alex, do you have a list of people you're 

going to be interviewing on a probable that the body is Amy's?" 

"Nothing from the ME to confirm with fingerprints yet?" Alex asked. 

"I haven't gotten any information back from the ME on anything from our crime scene. 

There was a body found in Antioch and a shooting in Bales." 

"I'll call the market and see is she is at work. If yes, then… finger prints from the ME 

would be in order. We need a mobile fingerprint machine so we can check finger prints right on 

the scene." 

"I'll add that to my list," Chief Harper said dryly.  

"So how are we going to play this? Is it Amy or not?" Harriet asked. 

"Let's wait for the ME to make the ID," Chief Harper said.  



"Alright. I'll call at the supermarket and if she's not at work I'll head over to Connie's 

place to check her room out and depending on what I find go from there. I hope Connie hasn't 

gone into her room," Alex added. "That will just complicate things." 

"Don't show her any mercy, Alex. She's already in trouble for not giving you access to 

her room last night when she was told you would be there," Harriet said.  

"Did you get a chance to put the fingerprints we did pull from Millie's residence in the 

database?" Alex asked. 

"You were there so you know the place was clean so the only places we were able to get 

prints were on the cleaning fluids under the counter," Harriet reported. "Mandy said the revolver 

was wiped clean but where the thumbs were caught in the trigger guard." 

"We have Millie's house for another day before we get it cleaned. That reminds me, Eric 

will be in at noon. Looks like he caught an earlier plane back. It's nice to know people with their 

own jets. Anything else? Then have a great day." Harper got up and everyone followed suit. 

Alex stopped at her desk. She had a box from the ME and a note from Connie.  

"She must have listened to the voice mail I left on her phone about her hindering a police 

investigation." She broke the seal on the box and pulled out a…"Hey! Everyone! Look at this! 

Fingerprint scans." She turned it on and waited for it to connect wirelessly to a server.  

"Let me test it!" Harriet said. She placed her fingers on the face and they all waited. Then 

on the LCD information appeared. "I think that's way too much information," she said.  

"You've been telling us your DOB was…" Alex broke into giggles behind Harriet's hand 

that was covering her mouth.  

"So, do you feel better now?" Harper asked smiling.  

"Yes. This is great. Is this ours for keeps or are we just testing it?" 

"It's ours. Each PD gets one to start out with. Then a dozen more we ordered will arrive at 

the next financial quarter, so each PD get's three more fingerprint scans." 

"It looks like someone programmed it already and even has our SPD label on it," Mark 

said. 

"That's Eric. He picked four of them up and they came with him on his private plane." 

"Good thing. If he went through airport security, no telling what would happen," Mark 

said. 



"He wouldn't have them anymore," Harriet said. "These are a commodity to the drug 

dealers. They would pick off our undercover agents in no time." 

"Whose private plane?" Alex asked. 

Everyone looked at Alex. "What? Is this a need to know thing? Am I the only one that 

doesn't know?" 

"His brother is CEO of a company in Colorado. He was at the family gathering and gave 

Eric and his family a lift." 

"Now that wasn't so difficult, was it?" Alex asked. 

"Don't tell him we told you. He gets very embarrassed. Very hush, hush business." 

"Probably has to do with the underground city in Denver," Alex said, smiling at the 

others who rolled their eyes. She turned off the scanner and unlocked her weapon, slipped the 

clip in and holstered it, sliding the holster into her waistband. It slid down her leg and hit the 

floor with a thump. 

"Looks like you need another place to secure that weapon, detective," Harriet teased. 

Alex rummaged around in her desk for a belt she once used. She then called the 

supermarket and spoke to the supervisor. Amy was at work on Monday but missed Tuesday and 

today. He wanted to know if the rumors were true that it was Amy that was dead. Alex told him 

they didn't know. That was going to start a whole new set of rumors, she thought as she hung up. 

*** 

Stepping out of the police cruiser, Alex removed the crime case then donned on a pair of 

gloves from her pocket. As she pulled the gloves on she studied the house and its position on the 

block. Connie's neighbors' homes looked more cared for than hers. She had nothing growing in 

the brick flower boxes around the house base, not even dead plants, but the grass close to the 

wall separating the two house properties was green. Alex suspected that was because of the 

neighbors sprinklers. At the front stairs a string was tied across the porch discouraging anyone 

from using it. Two wooden steps were cracked. Changing direction, Alex walked to the back 

door to the utility room. She had her foot on the bottom step when the door opened. A large 

shadow filled the door space but the screen door remained closed. 

"Good morning, Connie," Alex greeted her. "I'm going to take a look around outside 

first." 



"It's about time someone came by. Does someone have to die before one of you comes 

out here?" 

Alex caught an accusatory tone which was totally misplaced. "I came by last night but 

you didn't answer your door or your phone. You're going to be charged with obstructing a police 

investigation after being warned." 

"Do you have a search warrant?" she demanded.  

"Is Amy renting a room from you?" 

"You know damn well she is." 

"I have a warrant." Alex waved it in the air. "Which room is Amy's?" 

"That poor poor girl," her voice suddenly changed to weepy. "What happened? I heard 

she's dead." The change from querulous to melodramatic concern had Alex staring at her 

alarmed. She hoped whatever Connie suffered from wouldn't escalate into violence. 

"It's an ongoing investigation," Alex said. "We don't know who is dead." 

Connie huffed in disgust. "You don't know anything most likely," she said nastily. 

Connie then loudly passed gas.  

Maybe that was her real problem. Alex hoped the screen door would block any odor from 

coming her way.  

"She was really trying hard to make ends meet, if you know what I mean. Her room's 

right up there near that tree. I think I'll cut it down. She wouldn't take the other room I had for 

rent, you know. She didn't like being on that side of the street. She liked the tree. She was 

trouble, if you want to know the truth."  

Alex nodded and put distance between her and the open door.  

Connie added in a dismissive tone. "Well, I'll let you get to your job." 

Alex walked around the house not finding any evidence that anyone had prowled around, 

but that's not saying it didn't happen. The tree looked like it could be easily climbed and used for 

a handy entrance and exit if someone wanted to avoid Connie. Maybe Amy thought of that when 

she rented the room. 

The smell of an unaired house engulfed her as she stepped into the utility room, or maybe 

it was the discomfort of unhealthy energy engulfing her. Alex tightened her grip around her 

crime case wishing for a mask. Looking around the kitchen she could see more than a couple of 

days of empty TV dinner trays lying on the table and counter and more stuffed in a full ten 



gallon garbage can sitting in the middle of the kitchen. Flies were circling the garbage. There 

was one empty container on the floor near the trash. It was so clean it looked as if a tongue had 

cleaned it. Alex hoped that was from Connie's dog. Annoying buzzing came from the counter 

were spilled food that had long ago dried out with more flies sitting on the spills. It was from 

under torn paper and cellophane covers that trapped flies where the buzzing was coming from. 

The door to the microwave oven was opened and the light was on, revealing burnt food on the 

insides. Dirty cups were in the sink with brackish water in them. Doors to the cupboards were 

ajar. A dirty dish towel was looped unevenly through the refrigerator handle.  

Connie was attending to pop tarts in the toaster. She had one in her hand and was staring 

at the other that was stuck. By the smoke from the toaster, something besides the pop tart was 

burning. 

"So, about the prowler report you called in," began Alex. She set the case on the kitchen 

floor and pulled out her notebook and recorder.  

"Oh, my. You just about gave me a heart attack!" Connie shrilled, not very well acting 

the part of a frightened person. 

"You're hard of hearing?" Alex asked. 

"Of course not!" 

"Then you had to have heard the screen door slam. What about the prowler you reported." 

"Princess started barking up a storm. I had to put her in my bathroom - she was making 

such a fuss. Neither of us could get any sleep after that," Connie complained. "She cried all 

night." 

Alex looked around realizing that the small dog wasn't around. "Where is Princess now?"  

"I put her in the bathroom with a bone to chew so we wouldn't have to hear her. Can't 

have her nipping a cop, now can I? She's so protective. It took a while for poor Amy and 

Princess to get along." Connie rambled, waving one hand with a half-eaten pop tart and the other 

clutching the wrapper. 

"You weren't worried about the prowler coming into the house if he or she knew Princess 

was locked up?" 

"I was worried Princess would get hurt. Sometimes she just gets it in her mind to dislike 

someone and grabs a hold of a pant leg or skirt and shakes it until something gives," Connie 

explained.  



"Who was the last person Princess grabbed a hold of?" Alex asked.   

"Why are you asking?" she asked suspiciously. 

"Was it Amy?" 

"It was Jonas, the plumber, if you have to know. He charged me over a hundred dollars 

for a fifteen minute visit. I think Princess took issue with that." 

"I thought Erica was the plumber in Sunrise." 

"Oh, she's a girl. Girls don't know anything about real problems."  

Alex felt that was aimed at her but ignored it. "And just what did Jonas do?" Alex asked. 

"Is this part of your investigation? I mean, what has this got to do with that poor girl's 

death?" 

"I'm gathering information Connie. It's like throwing a net out in the water and pulling in 

all sorts of things. About Jonas?" 

"He came out to check the drains. Amy complained the water was draining slow. I was 

following the rules and I called the plumber right after she complained." 

"Why do you refer to Amy as a 'poor girl'?" 

"Why she had nowhere to go when that awful girl broke up with her!" she said appalled. 

"Is that what she said?" 

"Oh, no. She didn't want to talk about it. She was seeing a counselor, you know. Wasn't 

that whose house she was killed in?" Connie made it sound like that had just occurred to her. 

Since the Sunrise telegraph would have already gone over all the people Amy was seeing, 

Connie probably knew Millie wasn't her counselor and that Amy wasn't seeing anyone, male or 

female.  

"Was she depressed or preoccupied or acting differently than what she normally was like 

the last time you saw her?" 

"Did she commit suicide?"  

"Can you just answer the questions, please?" 

"I didn't notice. I gave her the room really cheap to help her out. She didn't spend much 

time here," she said. Connie pursed her lips as if aggravated. "That woman sure had some 

extreme ideas about clean. Wouldn't eat in my kitchen…but that's fine by me. I didn't have to get 

after her about cleaning up after herself. I'm sure it was part of her sickness. You know how 

those people are. She wouldn't even buy any food or cook anything here like there was 



something wrong with my kitchen. What do you think of that? She really was a sick woman, you 

know? She was going to a psychiatrist for her condition." Connie suddenly looked like she said 

something she didn't want to say.  

Alex quickly jumped in not wanting her to stop talking yet, "She was? And who would 

that be?" 

"Well…I don't really know. Someone whose name begins with a W. It's not like she talks 

about it. But she's got pill bottles with his name on them. I think she's too clean for a sound 

mind." 

"So, she came across to you as one of those clean freaks." 

"Just like my last husband. Only he got real nasty about it. I told him he had to go. Amy 

wasn't nasty about it, just said she liked things to be left the way she had put them in her room." 

She sniffed in distain and pressed her lips in a thin line. 

"What did she mean leave things as they were in her room?" Alex prodded. 

"She came out and accused me of being a thief! In my own house! It's not like she had 

anything worth stealing." 

"How do you know that? I mean, what is one woman's treasure is another's trash; isn't 

that how the saying goes?" 

"I know what she took up there when she moved in," Connie returned sharply. "Two 

boxes of practically nothing." 

"Maybe she didn't intend on staying very long." 

"Well, she did say she would be moving out soon, but didn't say exactly when. I asked 

her for two month's rent just to be sure she wasn't going to be skipping out on me without paying 

her share of bills." 

"Did anyone help her move her things in?"  

"No. She insisted on doing it alone. I offered to let her use the elevator for taking up her 

boxes, but she said the stairs would be just fine. She could have had a heart attack and I would 

have been liable!"  

"Why did she take the stairs?" 

"I don't know," she mumbled. Her eyes shifted away from Alex and looked toward the 

sink that needed cleaning and then to the door. 

"Did she have any friends that came over to visit her?" 



"Not while I was here. I didn't want anything unnatural going on in my house and I told 

her that." 

"What about phone calls? Anyone call her here?" 

"No. I told her she would have to pay half the phone bill if she was going to use it. I don't 

want her to be charging long distance calls and leaving me to pay for them. And I didn't want 

any arguing about it either." 

"Did she have a cell phone?"  

"I wouldn't know that, but I expect everyone has one…except me." 

"How about mail? Did she get any personal mail here?" 

"No." 

"When was the last time you saw Amy?" 

"Well, I don't really know. She does keep odd hours and has a key to the backdoor to 

come in when she needs to." 

Alex turned to look at the door and could see two chain guards on the back door. "Did 

you ever lock her out?" 

"I told her that Princess roams at night so she's taking her chances that she doesn't get bit. 

Princess is my protector. With these home invasions going on I need protection. You cops aren't 

any help." 

"Did you lock her out?" 

"She has a key!" 

"Did you put the chain guards across the door to prevent her from entering the house?" 

"I didn't want Princess to be biting her. All she has to do is ring the doorbell." 

Alex wrote in her notes that there were two chains on the backdoor and Connie admitted 

to locking Amy out of the house. Alex then went to test the doorbell and didn't find one. She 

wrote that down too. 

"What did you write there? I have my safety to worry about! What did you write there?" 

"Did you see Amy on Monday?" 

"I don't recall. It's not like she reports to me when she's here or not. I'm not her mother 

you know." 

"How about Sunday?" 



"Well, yes. I saw her at the supermarket. She was talking to Dr. Gary and that foreign 

wife of his. I was coming back from my church work and stopped in for some TV dinners. It was 

close to noon." 

"If you didn't see her, did you hear her in her room Sunday or Monday night?" 

"She's very quiet." 

"Did you see her car?" 

"No. I told her she can't park in my driveway because I didn't want her putting any dings 

in my car, and she can't park in front of the house because it would block my view of my 

neighbor's yard. He has a very nice garden. Looking at something nice like that helps keep my 

blood pressure down." 

Alex nodded and put her pad away. "I'm going to need your fingerprints." 

"What for?" she asked alarmed.  

"So I can eliminate your fingerprints and hers from anyone else's I may find in her room." 

"I'm going to have to speak to my lawyer about that," she said. 

"Connie, have you been in Amy's room?" 

"Well of course. This is my house." 

Alex raised her eyebrows and gave her, her best look of disapproval. 

"You can't prove I went in that room while she was alive," she blurted, pulling her 

massive self into a huff.  

"Harriet told you that it was against the law to go into Amy's room because it was part of 

a police investigation, and we don't officially know if Amy is dead." 

"Until there's police tape over the door it's not official. I watch crime shows you know." 

For a moment she thought about what she said and then added. "I had to make sure there was no 

home invasion going on. No one from your office came and checked out my house last night. I 

had to do it myself." 

Alex waited until the fingerprint machine showed it had a link to the PD server then had 

Connie put all five fingers to be read.  

"If I find anything missing or any of her drawers gone through, you're the first suspect 

and that means you'll be taken in for questioning. Do you want to admit to anything now?" 

"I most certainly do not!" she said.  



Alex silently cursed herself for not forcing her visit last night, however without a search 

warrant, she may have not been able to.  

As Alex climbed the stairs she studied the layout and where Amy's room was situated in 

relation to the other five doors on the second floor. Three of the stairs creaked loudly as she put 

her weight on them. Amy had a lot of traps to pass if she ever wanted to enter quietly: a chained 

door that would require Connie to unfasten them and creaking steps. She wondered what else 

Connie had to drive her one renter crazy. At the top of the stairs she took pictures of the stairs, 

the elevator, and the various doors along the hall. For a moment she studied the different 

doorknobs. None matched. 

Outside of Amy's bedroom door she set her crime case down and pulled out her 

fingerprint brush and bottle. The doorknob was meant for a bathroom. Further up the doorframe 

was a deadbolt lock that looked new. After dusting the door and pulling off prints, she gave the 

door a test push and it swung open. It wasn't locked and…the bolt mechanism was missing. The 

only way to keep the door closed was turning the deadbolt lock. Someone unlocked Amy's door 

and didn't bother relocking it. That right there would scare her about staying here. She pulled her 

booties on and began taking pictures from one step into the room. She pointed the view finder at 

the rumpled bed, taking in the curtains blowing gently in the breeze from the half opened 

window and snapped the shot. She zoomed in and focused on the window with no screen. Since 

she hadn't seen any screen on the ground below the window she wondered where it was and for 

how long it was missing. Two greasy fingerprints were on the light switch. Stepping further in 

the room she stood for a few moments trying to get a sense of the room. Not picking up anything 

that would identify it where violence occurred she set the case down and retrieved goggles and 

UV light, to start with. Not finding anything of interest but the fingerprint smears all over the 

room, she was beginning to wonder why Amy chose to move here, even if it was for a few 

months. Next she turned to the bed. Someone had been looking for something and gave no 

attempt at smoothing the bedspread after his or her search. Leaning closer she pulled out a play 

five hundred dollar bill that was peeking from the bottom of the mattress.  

"Well, if this is Amy's joke on Connie, it must have got her goat."  

She lifted the mattress which was heavy and stiff and peered under. More fake bills were 

scattered around. She collected the bills and sealed them in a bag for fingerprints. After making 

sure there wasn't anything else between the mattresses she moved to the dresser.  



More oily fingerprints on the otherwise polished surface. On the door frame and wall 

were more smeared prints. In the bathroom where almost everything was shiny clean, someone 

had left smears on the mirror in the shape of a sad smiley face. Would Connie go through this 

much trouble to make her one renter miserable? Just how crazy was Connie?  

The shower curtain was missing in an otherwise shiny porcelain bathtub. Putting her 

goggles on she sprayed Luminol in the entire bathroom. What could be blood smears were on the 

tiled floor and the sides of the bathtub.  

"Hot damn," she whispered. She pulled out her cell and called Harper. "Chief, I'm at 

Connie's in Amy's room…. If this isn't the original place of death then Amy has a strange hobby 

going on in her bathroom. Has CSI got us fingerprints yet?... Backlogged?" She let out a few 

expletives. "We need a CSI team out here to process this room. Can you get one of those 

fingerprint machines to the morgue and take our corpse's fingerprints?...Bye." She laughed at 

Harpers comment.  

Not wanting to mess up any evidence in the bathroom she returned to the bedroom and 

looked through the dresser's drawers. Amy only had two drawers of clothing and they looked 

rifled through. The next two were empty. Before she got to the bottom two she heard the sound 

of a muffled motor then a clank. She felt Connie's heavy tread until it stopped in front of Amy's 

doorway. Connie looked nervous.  

"So what if you find my fingerprints in here? I have a right to see if she has anything of 

mine. I mean, when you cops come in here and take all her things…what are you going to do 

with them after you're through? I have bills. I'm not wealthy and can't take on someone else's 

bills." She was not only whining she was passing gas.  

"I thought you said she paid two months in advance. Are you saying that you have 

removed money from her belongings?" 

"No! I just took what was mine."  

"What was that?" Alex asked.  

"Some… a thing," she answered evasively.  

"CSI is on their way here. You will need to hand over to them everything you removed 

from Amy's room during her entire stay here. What happens if Amy returns and files a claim 

against you? Don't you think you're in enough trouble from not being here last night?" 

"Well is she dead or not!" Connie demanded. 



"Until the ME files a report, we don't know."  

Angrily, Connie turned and stomped down the hall, muttering about police incompetence.  

"Geeze, she's shaking the floor. Did anyone test to see if the beams holding the floor up 

are solid?" Alex watched the mirror on the wall shake. A metal door closed and the elevator went 

back down. Alex returned her to the bottom drawers. The drawer on the left had two shoe boxes. 

Connie would have a difficult time looking in the bottom drawers since she would have to kneel 

down, so maybe that's why a rubber band around them was still around them.  

Alex opened one of the boxes. It consisted of letters. She thumbed through the stack of 

letters noting that a rubber band was at the bottom of the box. By the creases on the sides of the 

letters the rubber band had been around the letters. Going through them quickly, she didn't see 

any return addresses. In the second box she went through bills, statements and receipts. For 

statements, VISA card, there was five months' worth. She had the same charges each month to 

Dr. Warner, a psychiatrist, and Dr. Marian Springs, a counselor. There were receipts for a 

storage facility where she paid up to three months. There were four phone bills in Amy's name 

with long distance numbers highlighted and two of the bills were from the previous year. No cell 

phone bills.  

There was an old credit card statement, not from the same VISA card company, dated the 

previous year, showing a charge for one round trip bus ticket, and paper clipped to that, a hotel 

receipt for a few nights at Vinegard's Best Hotel in Oakland, and two receipts for lunch and 

dinner at a restaurant in San Francisco also from last year. Alex checked the dates and then 

slipped them into evidence bags. She took fingerprints off the boxes and stacked them near her 

crime case.  

Next she checked the bottom and sides of the drawers to see if anything was taped to the 

surface. One never knew what someone would do if they thought their things were being 

searched and perhaps stolen. She had all the drawers out and found nothing taped to the bottoms. 

Turning to the interior of the bureau she shinned her light on the back and sides and there in the 

darkest recess were three black envelopes taped to the dresser.  

She opened each and just gave them a quick scan. One had copies of three birth 

certificates with two mothers and the same father. She closed them and put each in an evidence 

envelope and listed what she found. The drawers were slid back into the dresser.  



Next was the closet. She pushed opened the louvered folding closet door, and the moment 

she touched the surface a face flashed. Standing still she took a few moments to sense the energy 

in the closet. It was as if all the missing energy from the room was stored in the closet. She didn't 

know Amy but this was where she symbolically hid her feelings. There were other blobs of 

energy in the closet and it was from someone who suffered a blow to their head. Opening the 

door released a lot of stuff and Alex picked one which didn't belong in the room. She could see 

the woman crouched in the closet as if hiding and when the door was opened as she rose to stand 

she was hit on the head. Alex didn't see who did it but the ring on the woman's finger was 

memorable. Just as suddenly as the vision came it was gone. Alex blinked a few times and the 

inside of the nearly bare closet came into focus. She flashed her light into the interior. Something 

was in an old tennis shoe.  

She took a picture then lifted the cell phone out of the shoe. It wouldn't turn on. She stuck 

the phone in an evidence bag and labeled it. She put on her goggles and shined her light in the 

closet. Blood spatter. She took a sample to confirm that it was blood. 

Her cell vibrated. Sliding it out she glanced at the caller ID. 

"Hi, Harriet….No, she didn't deny it. She surprised me and admitted she did come in after 

you said not to. There's been some intentional greasy finger smears on the walls and furniture. I 

can't tell if they're Connie's. More importantly, I believe this is the primary crime scene for our 

body. I called CSI…They can't get here for an hour?" She looked around the room and thought 

of the people she still needed to interview. "Anyone you know that can sit up here and make sure 

our crime scene is protected until CSI gets here?...Thanks. Do they have papers to serve 

her?…Good."  

Connie was causing a lot of trouble and she wasn't even a suspect in her murder 

investigation. To avoid being accused of anything two police officers that could be doing 

something else had to babysit a crime scene. They must have already been on their way because 

Alex could hear car doors closing outside. Peering out the unscreened window she could see two 

cars with gumballs on the roofs. 

Bea and Bob followed her up the stairs. Both stopped to put on booties outside the door. 

Both checked out the doorknob and lock. Once in the bedroom she closed and locked the door to 

prevent Connie's bursting in. "I found traces of blood wiped up in the bathroom and I didn't find 



a shower curtain. There's blood spatter in the closet. This may be the original crime scene so CSI 

is on their way but they're an hour away. Do you have papers to serve Connie?" 

They all could hear a car start that was seriously out of tune. Bea went to the bedroom 

window and peered out. "She's taking off." 

"Maybe you can locate where she's keeping her dog, Princess," Alex said.  

"The attack dog. We'll keep the door closed," Bea said. "Did you notice it's easy to get in 

the room from that tree?" 

"I noticed. I'll let you guys climb the tree and see if you can find anything that shows it's 

a regular entrance exit. If I was Amy, I would use it. Also, test the doorbell in the front. I wasn't 

able to find one near the back door. Connie said she locks up at night and pulls the two chains 

across the door at night so that would mean Amy had to ring or knock to get in."  

"Connie is a mental case this close away from being put on a short lease," Bob said 

holding up the papers faxed from the court. 

"Maybe she had a feeling and that's why she left," Bea said. "This house feels creepy. Did 

you know it's one of the haunted houses in Sunrise?" 

"I've heard. Maybe that's why Connie is so odd," Alex said.  

Back at the station Alex dropped the crime case off in the server room and the cell phone 

for Eric who was on the phone and busy at his PC. He gave her a smile and nod at the cell phone. 

She then called the court to get a search warrant for Amy's storage unit. While waiting for her 

warrant she scanned the birth certificates, papers, and each letter and envelope into Amy's police 

file.  

Alex heard the fax machine and got up to see if it was her search warrant. Mark hung up 

the phone and typed madly for a few moments. 

"Mark, I have a warrant to check out Amy's things at a storage place. Want to come 

along?" 

Mark pushed away from his computer and closed it down. "You don't have to offer twice. 

I could use a break from reports. There must be something in the air. My witnesses are calling in 

to embellish their stories. I need to speak with someone about that." 

"Is someone twisting their underwear?" 

Mark chuckled. "That or putting itching powder in their shorts." 



Alex picked up the phone and called the storage place to let him know they were on their 

way. Mark was looking at the boxes and envelopes she stored in a file drawer.  

"You've been busy," Mark said. 

"I can't wait until we get back and look through it. It's something solid besides a dead 

body that hasn't been identified yet and blood stains in a bathroom and closet, just to tickle our 

curiosity." She closed the drawer the evidence was in and locked it. 

"I'll let you drive since you don't get much practice these days. When are you going to 

buy a vehicle of your own?" Mark asked. 

"Soon. I just haven't decided what I want." 

"You got a good deal with your other vehicle." 

"It had bad karma," Alex said. "I'm not doing police auctions again." 

Mark chuckled then turned the conversation to police business. "What made you call 

CSI?" 

"I found blood traces in the bathroom, missing shower curtain, tossed drawers, smeared 

fingerprints intentionally left to be seen, play money scattered under a mattress, blood splatter in 

the closet and a gut feeling."  

Mark's eyebrows raised and he whistled. "Did you find any evidence of a prowler she 

reported last night?" 

"No, but that doesn't mean anything. The ground is dry and grassless around the house 

except where the neighbor's sprinklers reach. Do you remember Princess, her dog?" 

"That mean midget that bites?" 

"I didn't see Princess or hear her. Her explanation was she gave it a bone and locked it in 

her bathroom." 

"Every small dog barks at strangers even if they have a bone. You don't think she did the 

dog in do you?" Mark said.   

"Is she abusive to her dog? She was singing praises of Princess being her protector 

against home invasions. I'm just curious where she was keeping Princess for our protection and 

CSI when they get there. She has an elevator that makes noise when in use, stairs that creak so 

loud it would wake a sleeping dog and the second floor shakes when she walks on it. Just how 

safe is that house? She said Amy didn't want to use the elevator when she was moving her boxes 

in. Do you think Connie told her she would have to pay to use it?"  



"Knowing Connie, yes. Mary Nichols said she nickel and dimed her into debt for real and 

imagined things and provided to the small claims court an itemized bill Connie sent a bill 

collector after her with. On the list was the use of the bathtub in a Jack-n-Jill bathroom, toilet, 

wear and tear on her stairs, etc. I don't know why anyone rents from her, she's nuts." 

"And the house is supposed to be haunted. Maybe some people are dumb desperate or 

maybe…Amy had a reason we don't know about yet," Alex said. "That's something to pursue 

with her friends." 

As Mark turned into Sunrise Safe Storage, Alex flashed her badge at the manager, Jonas 

Ruiz who was standing on the other side of the gated area. Slowly the gate swung open. 

"Howdy, detectives, I was expecting you. You got her key or you need me to cut the 

lock?" Jonas asked the two detectives. 

"We don't have a key. Here's the paperwork for your files." Alex handed him the 

paperwork that allowed them to search and take whatever they needed from Amy's storage. 

"Let me get my cutters. It's 377C. Third floor toward the back in C section number 77 

storage unit. Meet you there," he said.  

As they drove to the back section they looked over the U-shaped storage buildings. The 

larger storage areas were on the bottom. There was a freight elevator in B section. Stepping from 

the car both put gloves on.  

"I'll take the stairs," Mark said.  

Alex nodded and pushed the freight elevator button. She looked up to watch it descend 

from the second level. Stepping in she pushed the button to take her back up. Her eyes studied 

the second level as the elevator passed it. There was one person moving something around but 

they were too far away for Alex to see if it was a man or a woman.  

She pulled open the metal gate and stepped out, looking both ways to get an idea where 

377 was. As she walked along the plywood floor she heard a door open and close and then 

another more faintly. She turned to see Mark walking toward her. They waited in front of 377 

noting that the lock was a combination. Alex set her crime case down and pulled out her 

fingerprint case. She dusted around the storage unit and the lock.  

"You're working like a good CS Investigator," Mark teased.  

"Do you think it odd that there aren't any finger prints on the lock?" Alex asked. 

"Yes." 



Curious, Alex twisted the dial around using Amy's birthdate. It came open.  

"Looking for a raise are you?" Mark said. He pulled open the door and both stared with 

their mouths open at the sight of the interior. Clothes were tossed and empty plastic bags were 

lying about. Mark turned on the light switch for a better view of the mess. 

"Wow," Alex remarked.  

"I wonder when this was done and by who." Mark looked around for cameras along the 

hall but found none. 

Noise came from the freight elevator and the door was pushed aside. Jonas with his 

cutters arrived. "Ah. I see she put on a new lock. We usually don't recommend combination 

locks. The owner's seldom come here once they store their stuff and forget the combination more 

than they lose the key." He peered in and shook his head. "I tell you, those two did not like each 

other." 

"Who tossed the stuff?" Mark asked. 

"The other girl…uh, Carla something.…Mason, that's it. She drove a truck with boxes 

and plastic bags in the bed and was pretty put out about driving here. She was complaining about 

this and that and just would not stop with the belly aching. I don't know why she even bothered 

to carry up the other gal's stuff, but when she got up here she tossed a bag inside. Everything 

came spilling out. Grabbed the bags from that other gal and tossed them too. Laughed at her, she 

did. Didn't care I saw it either. I left. I didn't want to know what was going on. I was surprised 

they left together." 

"Who paid for the storage?" 

"Amy Milroy. That was her stuff that girl Carla tossed. Amy paid cash for three months. I 

gave her a receipt for each month because she wanted it that way. It bothered the hell out of the 

other gal. I gathered she was broke because I heard her demand gas money for the drive and 

money for her time."  

They heard a buzz for a phone over the loud speaker.  

"Need me for anything more I'll be in me office." 

"Did you see either of them after that day?" Alex asked, halting his progress. 

"Just the Carla gal. She came by a few days later to arrange for a storage place herself. 

On B level. That's how I know her name. The wife was at the desk then. We haven't seen her 

move anything in, though we don't have eyes everywhere." 



"B what?" Alex asked. 

"210. Gotta go get that phone. The wife's away, shopping. Customers get real anxious if 

someone doesn't answer it," Jonas explained as he continued to the elevator. 

"She didn't have much at Connie's either. You think she's a frugal woman?" 

"Maybe living in a one bedroom apartment with tiny closets shared by two cuts down 

possessions," Mark said.  

"I remember having such an apartment," Alex said, "but I had more than three sets of 

clothes and three pairs of shoes. Even her dresser drawer had few articles of clothing, though, 

come to think of it, they were all new." 

The space was too small for two people to sort so after Alex took pictures, Mark moved 

in and handed things out to her. In thirty minutes they had her few belongings lined up neatly 

along the walkway. No knick knacks. No framed pictures. No electronics. No CDs or anything 

people collected over their life time until Mark handed her the only bag with a tie and she began 

looking at the contents.  

"Mark, we have struck pay dirt. Look at this picture," she called excited. 

Mark stretched his back and walked over. "Amy and Carla. Doesn't look like Amy is a 

willing participant in the hug." 

"This is an exact picture of what is sitting on Millie's piano, only it's Millie's face not 

Carla's. Someone photo shopped the pictures!" Alex pulled her cell phone out as she spoke. 

"Harriet. Are you busy?...Can you get over to Millie's and retrieve the photo of Millie hugging 

Amy. It's sitting with all the other photos on the piano…thanks." 

"What else is in there?" Mark asked. 

She sorted through the photos with him leaning over her shoulder. "I don't think these are 

Amy's pictures and none look like they were taken in Sunrise. Do you recognize the 

background?" 

"Nope. I don't recognize any of the women with Carla, either." 

"It looks like some of these women would rather she not get so close. Her eyes are so 

droopy she's probably drunk at a picnic. What do you think?" Alex held up one picture to Mark.  

He took the picture and held it where the light was better. "It may be outdoors. There's 

nothing clear enough that I can pinpoint as a recognizable landmark. How come this one lone 

bag escaped all this tossed chaos?"  



"By the clothes I found in Amy's closet, these aren't her style, but it is the style the corpse 

was wearing."  

"Maybe she purchased a new wardrobe," Mark suggested.   

"If she did she used cash. Her credit cards were only for medical purposes, but I didn't 

look closely at her receipts. Hopefully Marian can fill us in on her state of mind." 

"This woman has so few things here and nothing from the past. She has two jobs. Where 

is her money going? She must have another place she keeps things." 

"I hate going through her things when I don't think she's the corpse. If she's still alive, is 

she the killer or running for her life? What's the holdup with her finger prints?"  

"Good questions, detective. As for your conscience about going through her belongings, I 

can't help feeling she doesn't care about what's here. That's why they're still tossed." 

"So, how do we treat this locker? The only thing of value is a bag of clothes we don't 

think belongs to Amy and officially, we don't know if Amy is dead?" 

"I say put her lock back on. We know what's in here and we have the one bag that doesn't 

appear to be hers. When and if she turns up, we'll return the bag if it's hers."  

"Good decision." 

Alex carried the box of photos and Mark the bag of clothes.  

Back at the police department Alex picked up her phone and dialed the number Carla had 

given Harriet the previous day. It was disconnected. Since she knew where to find her, she made 

a note in her calendar so Mark, who was on the phone, would know where to get in touch with 

her and left him with the box of photos. She grabbed her coat and headed to Carla's workplace. 

"Harriet?" Alex spotted her in the police car lot. "Did you get the photo?" 

"I did not. Someone's been over there since we had and I don't think it was us or CSI. But 

I called over to Mandy anyway and she said they didn't touch anything on the piano." 

"Just what was moved or taken?" 

"The picture you sent me over for. I remember it but it's not there. And the pictures on the 

piano are all rearranged. I took a picture of it. I talked to the neighbors and they said no one's 

been there but us and the ME." 

"Did they describe the ME?" 

"I think I'm slipping here. I forgot to ask them to describe her. Let me get on back there." 



"I'm going to interview Carla again and see if she gives me the same answers she gave 

you. She trashed Amy's storage according to the manager at the storage place," Alex said. "When 

you get back, I found three birth certificates and letters we can go through. They're in the 

evidence cabinet." 

"Alrighty. See you soon." 

Alex backed the black and white out, and exited onto Moon Street. Some of the longtime 

residents claim that at one time the street was exactly in line with the rising of the moon on 

winter solstice. Alex could image how impressive it would be to see a big white moon before 

you as you drove down a road. Even now when stars began to appear they were impressive. It 

was something not seen in cities because of their street lamps.  

Alex found a parking place in front of Debbie's Arts and Crafts Supply Store. Through 

the window she could see Carla's sullen face staring out at her. She slid out of the vehicle hoping 

it wouldn't be too inconvenient for Debbie for her to take up Carla's time.  

"Hi, Debbie."  

Debbie was arranging a display in the window with Carla handing her things from a cart.  

"Do you mind if I borrow Carla for about ten minutes?" 

"Do I need a lawyer?" Carla demanded. 

"If you want one you can get one. I'm just here for questions. We can go down to the 

station and have your lawyer meet us there," she offered. 

Carla looked uncertain and then shrugged her shoulders.  

"You can use my office. Just don't talk too loud or everyone will hear," Debbie offered. 

Alex looked around and didn't see anyone but someone could be lurking between isles. 

Alex sat behind Debbie's desk and pulled her notebook and tape recorder out. She also pulled out 

the typed sheets to Harriet's interview with Carla the previous day.  

She turned the recorder on and did the usual formal notification about the use of the tape 

and gave time, date and place of the interview. 

"When was the last time you saw Amy?" she said. 

"I told Officer Sams that already," Carla said, and then added, "Saturday at the bar. She 

saw me and my girlfriend, turned around and walked out. First time I ever saw her there."  

"What bar was that?" 

"Laramie in Antioch." 



"Did Amy drink much?" 

"She can't with the medication she takes." 

"Her two doctors…" 

"Two?" Carla interrupted. "That girl is a pathological liar and if they have a pill for that 

she should be taking it." 

"Would one of those pills be Buspar?" 

"Huh?" 

"It's a pill for generalized anxiety." 

Carla snorted in disgust. "She's a paranoid schizophrenic." 

"Who said she was diagnosed as paranoid schizophrenic?" 

"She had to have everything in place. Anything moved out of place and she starts 

accusing me of taking things. That's paranoid." 

"Who told you she's a paranoid schizophrenic?" Alex asked. 

"A girl I met. Says she knows a few." 

"Who's the girl?" 

"Why do you want to know?" Carla asked warily. 

"Do you have a picture of her?" 

"I don't have any pictures. That crazed bitch took them all!" Carla said.  

Alex's eyebrows rose at the anger. "Who did?"  

"It's not like she was in any of them. Amy. That's who. She never wanted her picture 

taken. Hey, can I look through her stuff for them? I just want my photos back," she whined. "If 

you leave them at Connie's she'll throw them out." 

"We found some pictures but not at Connie's. They were of you. Can you come down to 

the station and see if the pictures we have are yours?"  

Carla jumped up. "I bet they are. Yeah. My girlfriend's been ragging on me about getting 

them back." 

"Who's your girlfriend?" 

Carla shrugged her shoulders. "Just a girl. I call her Kitten," she mumbled. "So, can I pick 

them up now?" 

Alex led the way out of the office and to her car. 

"Do you know Dr. Marian Springs?" she asked as they walked. 



"Marian is a doctor? Is that what you meant by Amy seeing two doctors?" 

"Her and Dr. Warner." 

"Dr. Warner is the shrink at Bales she goes to." 

Alex stopped at the police car. "Do you mind riding in a police car?"  

"I've never been in a police car," Carla said sounding excited.  

"You should feel so lucky," Alex remarked dryly.   

In the short ride Carla filled Alex in on all the gossip she could repeat in a space of ten 

minutes. Her scathing and contempt for some of the women and men in the gay crowd had Alex 

wondering where Carla was getting her information because she didn't seem the deep thinking 

type. Carla also believed that most of the gay and lesbian couples were playing around on their 

partners. Alex was grateful she and Elizabeth limited their social life to a few close friends.  

Alex parked outside the station since she planned on returning Carla to her job.  

"You cops sure get away with a lot," Carla commented as she stomped up the stairs 

behind Alex.  

"What makes you say that?"  

"You parked in a 'no parking zone', you walked right past the sign that says 'Do not enter' 

and your coffee room has a coffee thermos of Wiggins' Coffee. I bet you get that free." She gave 

a snort. 

"That's a marked police parking zone and the No Entrance refers to nonpolice officers 

which also says Authorized Personnel Only. The coffee thermos was bought with a collection 

from our coffee kitty so we don't have to drink coffee sitting on a burner all the day."  

Alex escorted her into their windowless interview room. "Have a seat and I'll bring what 

we have over." 

She left Carla in their interview room. Mark handed her the bag of clothes with the box of 

photos. On his PC screen was a view of the interview room with Carla looking around the room 

that had no visible monitoring equipment.  

"How old is she again?"  

"Twenty-four. I scanned the pictures into our files," Mark said.  

"What do you know about Amy being labeled a paranoid schizophrenic?" Alex asked 

him. 

"That's pretty far-fetched. Is that what Carla is saying about her?" 



"She said a girlfriend told her she was and this girlfriend knows from experience. Can 

you call Dr. Warner and check that out?" 

"The chief's talking to the doctor now, though I don't think it has anything to do with the 

murder," Mark said.  

"Ah. His nephew perhaps." 

Alex carried the bag of clothes and box into the interview room. She slid the box of 

photos toward Carla dropping the bag near her feet. Carla's eyes went from the bag to the box. 

"You didn't find an album? My pictures are in an album. Where did you find this box? 

What's in the bag?" 

"We didn't find an album. Can you look through the box and see if you recognize anyone 

in the pictures?" Alex asked.  

Carla removed the lid and pulled out a few pictures then dumped out the box, moving the 

pictures around on the table like playing cards. "Where did these come from?" 

"They're not yours?" Alex asked. 

"No. Mine are in an album. These aren't Amy's either," she said with conviction. "She 

didn't collect pictures. She avoided having her picture taken like the plague." She held up the one 

with her and Amy that Alex recognized as the duplicate of what she found in Millie's house only 

with her and Amy. "When was this taken?" she asked puzzled. "I don't remember this 

happening? Who took it?" 

"I was hoping you could tell me." 

Carla shook her head. "We've never taken a picture together. I don't remember her ever 

wearing her hair this short either. She really has an obsession about having her picture taken… 

along with a lot of other obsessions," she said.  

"The last time you spent more than thirty minutes together with her how did she appear to 

you?" 

Carla thought for a few moments, "It was in a therapist's office. Amy reminded me her 

lease was up and we needed to find our own places to live. I knew that. I'm not stupid. The 

apartment manager was in my face every time he saw me, asking me when I was moving out. 

F*ing pig." 

Carla held one picture up. It was her with her arms around a woman. "Hey, that's my 

friend." 



Alex looked at the photo.  

"She's the one taking the photo. See right there in the window reflection? That's her." 

With more interest she went through the rest of the collection. "This is weird. Like someone's 

been stalking me, you know?" She held up another photo. "I was so drunk when this was taken 

I'm surprised I remember her. It was gay pride day in San Francisco. Now I recognize these 

photos. It was my one and only trip to San Francisco during gay pride. Did you ever go?" 

"Did Amy take the pictures?"  

"Are you kidding me? Besides having a thing about cameras and picture taking the 

woman would never sleep in any bed she didn't clean or make. It was my birthday wish to go to 

Frisco for gay pride since I've never been to one, so it was my birthday gift." 

"That was nice of her." 

"Who said she paid for it?" 

"Well did she?" 

"Yeah. So?" 

"Why were you two roommates if you're so different?"  

"She needed someone to help with the rent. We were just roommates. We had different 

interests. Can I have some water?"  

"Sure, I'll be right back. Keep looking through the pictures."  

Alex took the picture that Carla identified as her girlfriend's image in a window and 

handed it to Mark.  

"That's Carla's girlfriend that labeled Amy a paranoid schizophrenic. Amazing how fast 

she spotted it and I hadn't when looking through the photos." 

"Maybe because she recognized the person." 

"I don't recognize her. You?" she asked. 

"No." 

Alex snagged a bottle of water and a cup. Harriet came into the room then. 

"She doesn't seem to be upset about Amy's death. Don't you think that odd?" Alex asked 

Harriet. 

"Maybe she's autistic in that way."  

Alex looked at Mark. "That's something we can ask Marian since she saw her 

professionally." 



"Not unless she's a danger to self or others. Her visits to a therapist are protected unless 

the judge thinks different," Mark said. 

Alex brought Carla her water and set it down in front of her. She was shuffling the photos 

around like cards.  

"Carla, what's your girlfriend's name?" 

"I call her Kitten but it's not really her name. Why do you keep asking me?" 

"You had said that Amy stole pictures from you and these aren't them?" Alex asked. 

"No. Amy had no pictures of her own and wasn't interested that's why I thought it weird 

that she would take my album." 

"How do you know it was her that took them?" Alex asked. 

"Kitten said she came over and left with the picture album." 

"Came over where?" 

"To the apartment I'm crashing at." 

"Did she just drop over without calling first?" 

"She called my cell. Kitten had my cell. I dropped it in her car. She said Amy kept calling 

about something I took of hers. I just got tired of her leaving messages for me. So, uh, I think a 

couple of Mondays ago she came over." 

"Came over for what?" So far, she didn't know what was truthful and what was made up. 

She couldn't see Carla as a killer so why was Carla being evasive? 

Carla shrugged her shoulders. "I don't know really. Some of our clothes might have 

gotten mixed up is all. Kitten thought it was too trusting of me to just let her walk in and go 

through my stuff. I think Kitten felt threatened so I let her handle it".  

"Did Kitten say if there were problems?" 

"She told me Amy insisted that album was hers and she took it. Kitten called me up right 

away at the store but I can't use the store phone for personal stuff so she didn't tell me everything 

then." 

"For a person who is organized, how could Amy have forgotten anything of hers or get 

them mixed up with yours?" 

"Well…" Carla looked uncomfortable. "I packed her stuff up and I must have forgotten to 

include her scrap book. It was just some fan stuff. I don't see why she was so f*ing sentimental 

about an old has been." 



"Why did you pack her stuff,"?" Alex asked.   

Carla shrugged her shoulders, "She claimed her car was in the repair shop…again and 

wanted a lift to her storage place. She acted like I owed her."  

"Why did you pack her belongings and not her?" 

"Oh. You mean stuffed her junk in plastic bags?" she said in a huff. "She brought home 

boxes for her stuff and not mine. When I asked where were boxes for my stuff she said I could 

get my own or use the plastic trash bags. Bitch. I dumped her stuff out of the boxes. She was a 

f*ing bitch about it. She should have been grateful I had a truck. I got to the apartment first so I 

should have the boxes. Then she takes her sweet time getting there. Like I don't have a social 

life?"  

"So you took her stuff to the storage place and tossed her belongings?" Alex asked. "Why 

did you do that?" 

"She pissed me off! She wanted me to hang around while she went through her things 

checking them like I would steal some of her shit!"  

"So you knew you didn't pack all her things," Alex said. 

"No. I didn't know. I just didn't want to spend the day there," Carla said. "Whatever was 

in the boxes were in those bags. I didn't steal anything." 

"Why not leave her there and let her catch the bus back into town?" Alex asked.  

"A bus? She wouldn't ride a bus. They're filthy," she said. 

"This box of pictures was found in Amy's storage packed in this bag of clothing." Alex 

moved the bag of clothes near Carla and pulled out the clothing. Alex laid out four articles of 

clothing on the table. 

"I don't know where these came from. It's not something she would wear," Carla said. 

"She has five days' worth of clothes and she wears a different set for working in the meat shop 

and shoes and for cleaning houses with a different set of shoes. She washes her clothes every 

night. These are clubbing clothes and not what she ever wore." 

"Do you remember who Amy's scrap book was about?" 

"Some old guy with a French name. It's not like she talked about him. There were 

newspaper clippings looking pretty old. It was all she got from her mother so maybe she felt it 

was a family heirloom except she's an only child so it's not going to be passed on to anyone 

now," she said.  



"So, you must have seen some of the scrapbook to know the name sounded French," Alex 

said. 

"Well, sure. I knew where she kept it. I took a peek. We were living together for god's 

sake. People living together don't have secrets from each other."  

"Did you find it among your things?" 

"Nope. And I told her I didn't take it. I don't have it. I would have thought that was the 

first thing she would have taken when she moved out. What do you want with it anyway? There 

aren't any pictures. Like she's going to have anything with pictures in? You'd think she was 

afraid someone was going to stick pins in a picture of her." Carla laughed and then added 

scornfully, "The woman wasn't normal. You know?"   

"This friend of yours, would she be the type to antagonize Amy?" Alex asked. 

"Oh yeah! But don't think Amy can't defend herself. She's has her faults but not being 

able to defend herself isn't one of them. She's no wimp. Was," she quickly corrected herself. 

"Did she have enemies?" Alex asked. 

"She didn't have a life to piss anyone off about," Carla said. 

"Do you think she was capable of killing herself?" Alex asked. 

"No. You think she killed herself?" 

"Is your new girlfriend the jealous type?" 

"Yeah. Like what girlfriend isn't about someone you lived with?"  

"Enough to kill her?" Alex asked. 

"No! She doesn't even know her." 

"These pictures show someone taking a lot of pictures of you and none of Amy."  

"Those were taken in San Fran at gay pride. I recognize them now and Amy wasn't there 

and I don't know who took them," she said.  

"Was Kitten your girlfriend when you packed Amy's things?" Alex asked. 

"No. We didn't connect until after." 

"Do you know who she cleans houses for?" 

"All the other clean freaks in town." 

"Would Amy stay overnight at one of the houses she cleans if she knew no one would be 

home?" 



"I don't know. With all her planning she didn't do all that well about having her new place 

ready to move in when the lease was up."  

"Have you been to Amy's room at Connie's?" 

"Once." 

"Connie let you go up to Amy's room?" Alex asked surprised. 

"No way! I waited until she was at her church meeting and knocked on the front door. 

Amy wouldn't open the front door. She told me Connie didn't use her front door. She thinks 

someone put a spell on it." Carla burst out laughing. 

"I noticed two of the steps were damaged," Alex said.  

"Not when I visited."  

"So you went into her room?" 

"Well, no. Not really. I took one look at the kitchen…it smelled pretty bad. I just talked 

to her on the back porch. She was on her way to one of her house cleaning jobs."  

"I didn't see a check book or savings account statements in Amy's things. Does she have 

one?" 

Carla shifted her eyes and her feet shuffled beneath the table. "How would I know?" she 

scowled. "When I asked a few times for a couple of dollars she always claimed she didn't have 

the money to spare. It's not like I was asking for a hundred bucks or even fifty." 

"Have you spoken with Kitten since Amy's death?" 

"No. She said she's going to be busy for a while but will call me when she gets back into 

town. She travels a lot but…we don't talk much about her private life. It's a control thing…" 

Carla shrugged her shoulder again. 

"What attracted you to her?" Alex asked. 

"She knows exactly what she wants. Doesn't let outside stuff sidetrack her. If she says 

this is what she's going to do…that's it." 

"Do you love her or feel any emotion for this woman?" 

"Shit no! This is not serious stuff." 

"Do you know any of Amy's friends or if she's been seeing anyone romantic lately?" 

"No," she said indignantly. "Why would I keep up with her nonexistent social life? We 

were just roommates." She looked suspiciously at Alex. "You wouldn't be asking me all these 

questions if you didn't think she was murdered. Was she murdered?" she asked.  



"Do you know anyone that would want to murder her?" Alex asked. 

"No!" she said taken aback. Then quietly asked, "She was murdered?" 

"We don't know. That's why we're asking questions." 

Carla regrouped, taking a sip of her water.   

"Do you take meds or pills for anything?" Alex asked. 

Carla shook her head. 

"Vitamins?" Alex asked. 

"No. What a waste of money," she sneered. " 

"Harriet asked who you were with on Monday night but I would like you to add Sunday 

and Tuesday." Alex slid an unlined pad with a pen on top over to her. Alex watched her write 

names down. "Can you also add the time you went to bed those nights? Thanks." 

Alex was thinking of taking a sample of her handwriting to a local graphologist. When 

Carla was finished she pushed the pad and pen toward Alex. Carla had painstakingly printed out 

names that were phonetically spelled out and misspelled. 

"Thanks for answering our questions. If you should hear from your girlfriend, can you let 

her know we would like to speak with her? I want to get an idea of what Amy's mood was when 

she met her at your place."  

"I took the number down once but it was a payphone. I think she's with someone." 

"Do you still have the number?" Alex asked. 

Carla pulled out her cell phone and after a few moments, gave her a number.  

"Do you know where Amy kept her tax work?" Alex asked. 

"I may have them with my stuff." She blushed, realizing she just got caught in a lie about 

removing things from Amy. 

"I would like them. Can I pick them up today?" Alex asked. 

"Sure. They're at the place I'm staying at." 

"Can you write here that I can pick them up?" Alex didn't trust Carla. 

 "What do you want me to write?" 

 Alex wrote on a piece of paper that she would be by Carla's place of residence to pick up 

a box of Amy's tax papers. Carla watched what she wrote and signed it.  

"Do you need a ride back to work?" Alex asked. 



Carla glanced at her designer watch. "No. My time's up at the art store. I have an hour to 

kill until I show up at the grocery store." 

"When would be a good time I can come over and pick up Amy's taxwork?"  

"Tonight. I get home about nine thirty but I have roommates. I'll have to warn them 

you're coming over. Can I have the pictures since they're not Amy's?" 

"Not right now. They're part of the investigation." 

Carla got up and watched Alex gather the box of pictures and pick up the bag of clothes. 

It looked like she wanted to say something more, but a phone ringing and Mark's voice 

answering had her turning away and hurry out of the office. Alex dropped the box on her desk 

then sat back in her chair and thought about Amy's missing scrap book, Carla's photo album and 

the girlfriend Kitten who liked to control her relationship with Carla. Then she thought about the 

nice watch that Carla was wearing and how she at first seemed to want her to notice it and then 

covered it with her hand. She jotted the name down before she forgot. It would be nice to see 

how much it cost and see what a knock-off would cost.  

Mark was typing while listening to a caller. Harriet appeared with two fresh cups of 

steaming chamomile tea.  

"Do you think she's got Amy's scrap book?" Harriet asked. 

"I don't know what to believe with her. I don't even believe the Kitten story. There's no 

fingerprints on any of the photos according to Mark." 

Mark hung up the phone and turned to the two women. "Where are we on Amy's case?"  

"I wonder if this picture swapping and missing two albums is just tidbits to throw us off. 

Have Bea and Bob returned from Connie's?" 

"While you were with Carla, CSI found enough blood splatter inside the closet to make 

them believe that was where she died." 

"Connie is going to love that room being taped off. Is she going to charge for the use of 

her elevator if CSI uses it to lug their equipment up? By the way, why is an elevator in that house 

and not one of those stair elevator chairs?" 

"The house was built by Jack Bell for his mother who was wheelchair bound," Harriet 

said. "The bedrooms were upstairs for the family and the maid had her room downstairs. Mrs. 

Bell liked to spend the day in the parlor looking out her windows. After Mrs. Bell died, Jack 

moved to Europe with his wife and the house was vacant for a long time. It's believed Mrs. Bell 



haunts the place and his wife was tormented by her. It's had four owners since the Bells with 

each owner not living in it long. Then it was auctioned off and Connie's second husband bought 

it. When she divorced him she took the house."  

"Darn, Harriet. You should write a book on the history of Sunrise," Alex said.  

"I would rather not," Harriet said. "I have more than enough on my plate." 

"Why would someone photoshop pictures of Amy with two other people's faces and then 

stage Amy's death to look like a suicide?" Alex asked. 

"And a poor attempt at that," Mark said. "I would say for the same reason most murders 

occur, money." 

A ding from Mark's program sounded. "We have a hit." Mark glanced at his computer. 

"Barbara Jean Holloway."  

"Barbara Jean is one of the names on the birth certificate in one of the envelopes I found 

taped to the back of the dresser in Amy's bedroom," Alex said. "Claude Holloway is the name of 

the father on all three copies of the birth certificates. I scanned the information to Amy's file. But 

to see them side by side…" 

Alex got up and unlocked the file cabinet she had stored the evidence she had collected 

from Amy's room. Putting on gloves she pulled out the paperwork from the envelopes. 

"One legitimate copy of adoption papers for Amy. One copy of Claude Holloway's will. 

Claude. That's French sounding. I bet that's who Carla was referring to. Here's three birth records 

with the father named Claude Holloway. One is for the birth of Barbara Jean Holloway with Jane 

Haley as her mother. And the other two are birth records of twin girls born to Mavis Smith. 

Named Diana and Ana Smith a few months older than Barbara Jean."   

"I remember where I heard that name," Harriet said. "Claude Holloway was a stage actor 

that did a few cowboy films in the late sixties but he was better on stage. He had what was called 

a stage presence. It didn't translate well on the big screen. They had a documentary not too long 

ago on successful stage actors that didn't make it on the big screen." 

"Does this guy have a lot of money?" Alex asked.  

"Here's some more information on Barbara," Mark said. He sent the information to the 

printer and the picture that came with it. They added it to the pictures and copies of birth 

certificates on the long table.  



"She has a record. Barbara Jean Holloway aka Barbara Jean Simons." For a few minutes 

he was quiet as he read the new information. "She legally changed her name when she was about 

twenty-two to Holloway. However, if this copy of her birth certificate is legitimate then it was 

changed to Simons perhaps by her adopted parents." 

"Just what was she in jail for?" Harriet asked.  

"She was charged with theft, battery, making false statements and all but the battery 

charges were dropped," Mark read. "She fought with a sheriff that came to remove her from the 

property of Angela Wright. She said she was related to the woman's recently deceased husband 

and demanded money from his estate. She has a record of petty theft. Served short time under the 

name Barbara Jean Simons. Under Barbara Jean Holloway she was charged with a parole 

violation. She went back to jail and did a few months. She was accused of theft by Angela 

Wright-Holloway, widow of Claude Holloway, but there was no evidence to support the 

charges." 

"They had an interview of Angela Wright in the documentary. She looked like a real 

snob. She was promoted from secretary to wife a few years after Claude's first wife's death. The 

tabloid hinted he was interested in young girls and it was Angela's daughter he was interested 

in."  

"Mind if I borrow your PC?" Harriet asked Alex. 

"Help yourself," Alex rolled out of the way. 

Mark and Alex watched as she expertly trolled the World Wide Web for information on 

the names they were coming up with. 

"Here's an interview in a newspaper. She was asked if it was true that Claude Holloway 

lost interest in acting after his first wife died in a car accident. Apparently, the night of her death, 

his wife found him in bed with another woman…that would be his secretary Angela Wright. 

They believe his wife was so distraught she was driving unsafely on the winding road that led 

away from the property. The secretary denied she was there that night and said his wife was an 

alcoholic and was bound to kill herself." 

"If Barbara Jean is one of his kids it wouldn't surprise too many people," Alex said 

reading the next headline. "He spent more time in other beds than in his own. He didn't have any 

children with his first wife nor with Angela." 

"So did any of them besides Barbara Jean pop up at his funeral?" Mark asked. 



Harriet scrolled down. "Just Barbara Jean. He didn't have any money according to these 

headlines. Mrs. Angela Holloway claimed she was the bread winner in the family. She turned 

agent after her marriage to Claude and had quite a portfolio…dealt only in stage actors. She's no 

longer in the business. It was too cut throat, she says." 

They all lifted their eyebrows.  

"Does Amy look like him?" Alex asked. 

"I searched for an image of Claude and all that comes up of him is when he's in 

costume…looking like anyone but who he was. I'll keep checking," Harriet said. 

"Compare Barbara Jean and Amy's picture to him too," Mark said. 

The three nodded and began collecting the evidence from the table.  

"CSI is picking up the box of clothes to see if they can find any evidence of DNA," Mark 

said.  

Harriet collected the rest of the evidence and rolled it to the evidence locker downstairs. 

Alex leaned back in her chair and thought about siblings and what would happen if a 

sister turned up that you never knew you had and she was trouble.  

Harriet returned twenty minutes later looking excited.  

"Emily Sparks' mother is big on theatre stars so I thought to ask her if she heard anything 

about Claude Holloway. I hit a gold mine. Barbara Jean Holloway challenged Angela Holloway's 

claims there was no money. According to the documents a lawyer filed for her, she learned who 

her biological father was when she turned twenty-one and began looking for him. Her coming 

forward and the drama that followed at his funeral is what inspired that documentary." 

"Then we need to find out who Mavis Smith is and the whereabouts of her twins and Jane 

Haley, mother to Barbara Jean," Alex said.  

"Hi everyone," Bea said smiling widely. "Amy's room is the primary murder site. You 

wouldn't believe what CSI found under their lights. Big blood splatter on the closet door and 

wiped off with a towel that we found in Connie's hamper. She claimed she found it in her trash 

and since it looked new she took it out of the trash and added it to her stuff to clean. What's 

going on?" 

"Letters in a shoebox," Alex said. "I'll bet Amy has been in contact with her sisters. I 

scanned all the letters onto the computer. Why don't we each take a few and read them to see 

what we can find?" 



Everyone settled down to read. The letters were one page so in an hour they had gone 

through the collection.  

"All the Ts are from Oregon and they're too cryptic to be clear what all is going on," Alex 

said.  

"BJ's letters are probably our Barbara Jean and she may not spell well, but she knows her 

business. She doesn't sound anything like Carla's been portraying her. She's all about getting 

together with her sisters and claiming what's theirs," Harriet said. 

"So can we assume that Amy is one of the twins and T is the other?"  

"Yes," they said in unison. 

Bea looked at her watch. "Well, unless you need me for anything more. I'll beat it home 

and get dinner ready before Bob gets home," Bea said. "He stayed to make sure the CSI team 

wasn't bothered by Connie. By the way, Connie picked her dog up from an out of town vet. He 

was pretty drugged up. Did you know she no longer takes her dog to the vet here in Sunrise? 

Sandra told her that if she brings Princess in one more time banged up she was going to be 

reported for animal abuse."  

"So where did she take her dog this time?" 

"I don't know. It took her over forty-five minutes. I just remember hearing that from one 

of the kids that volunteers at Sunrise Veterinary Clinic when I took Archie in for his cough." 

"Your parrot had a cough?" 

"It turns out he was mimicking the neighbor downstairs that coughs his lungs up. Archie 

also meows. Bob has been playing opera tapes for him while we're out so he ignores the coughs," 

Bea said. 

"I'll follow up on Connie and Princess," Mark said.  

"Bob is too. Someone kicking their little dog doesn't deserve to have any pet." Bea picked 

up her sweater and left.  

Alex turned to Harriet and Mark. "Did either of you notice letters missing in your 

collection?"  

"Yes, from sister 'T'. These letters go back to two years ago. That means there should be 

about forty-eight letters. We're short three and the weeks missing there is no mention of 'T' not 

writing. Think maybe Amy kept them separate?" Mark asked. 

"Well, if she did it would be in her purse. Do you have her purse, Harriet?" 



"No. CSI has it. There was a blood stain on it, but Bea inventoried it and there were only 

keys in it to the houses she cleaned…and one to Connie's backdoor and to her bedroom door." 

"Have you ever met Amy?" Alex asked.  

"Twice a week when I went to pick up meat for dinner. She was a butcher, can you 

believe that? She gave me fresh and good cuts for roasts when I asked. She always was pleasant. 

Would a person that had a thing about cleanliness work in a job like that?" Harriet said. 

"Same here. Only saw her when she was working in the meat department," Mark said.  

"Anyone cutting up meat is crazy to me," Alex said shuddering. "Maybe that was why 

she was into being so clean." 

"I can tell you're a city girl and not a farmer's daughter," Mark said.   

Mark turned to answer his phone. Harriet and Alex waited for him to finish his call.  

"That was Harper. He said Dr. Warner was treating Amy for a nervous condition which 

he treated with Buspar but Amy discontinued the medication about a year ago. She saw him 

monthly to touch bases to be sure she was holding her own without drugs. She shared with him 

that she thought the nervousness was coming from her identical twin. Dr. Warner was interested 

in this connection and that's why he wanted to keep in touch with her. Harper had also spoken to 

Dr. Marian Spring earlier who said Amy had stopped taking Buspar fifteen months ago because 

she knew what was causing her nervousness and it wasn't treatable with drugs. She shared with 

her also that she believed it to be from her identical twin. Marian believed that to be plausible 

and helped her devise ways to lessen the anxiety. Marian doesn't believe Amy was suicidal nor 

did she think anyone was out to kill her. Her taking care of Carla was due to a promise she made 

to Carla's sister, Carri who died of cancer five years ago. They were best friends. Amy thought 

there was something wrong with Carla and tried to get her into therapy. By the way, just between 

the three of us, Marian said there was a reason for Amy's OCD tendencies. It was her way to 

keep track of her things because Carla stole from her or went through her belongings. When 

Amy told Carla she would not be getting any more help from her Carla acted like she was okay 

with that. Marian wouldn't make any more comments to the Chief about Carla because she had 

been a patient of hers." 

"However we slice it, I don't see Carla as a killer."  

"Nor Connie." 



"We need to find out if anyone visited Amy's storage locker and put the one bag in there 

that didn't fit. Storage places usually have cameras. I'll follow up on the clothes and bag with CSI 

and call Mandy to see what they have on the corpse," Mark said. "They should have at least 

verified her fingerprints." Then he sighed. "Unfortunately, we're not the only crime scene they're 

processing." 

"My To do list is getting longer." Harriet made a note on her pad. 

Alex glanced at her watch. "Cassie should be home. I'll interview her and see if Amy's 

tax returns are there."  

*** 

Alex studied the area around the apartment complex as she waited for Cassie to answer 

the door. She had called ahead and found Cassie had just gotten home from work. She worked at 

The Warehouse owned by Hazel Morton.   

The apartment doorways and balconies were kept too clean for Alex's taste. There were 

no potted plants or welcome mats in front of the doors either. They all looked the same with only 

the number of the unit changing.  

The door opened and a familiar face looking freshly scrubbed greeted her.  

"Hey, Alex, I mean Detective, right?" the young woman greeted her.  

"Hi, Cassie. As I said on the phone, I'm here to ask you some questions about…" 

"Yeah, Carla and Amy. Come on in. Forgive the mess. We usually don't have visitors 

because the place is too small. If you need to write you can use that table." She pointed to the 

small table that was clear of clutter. 

As Alex walked to the table she glanced around the front room and then the kitchen area. 

"Looks tiny for three people living here."  

"Ehh, right." Cassie looked uncomfortable. "Did you want some coffee, coke, anything?" 

"No. I'm fine. Do you mind if I record our conversation? Just so I don't miss anything and 

have to come back out."  

Cassie looked uncertain about the recorder but nodded yes.   

Alex recorded the time and date of the interview and Cassie's name, adding that the 

interview was taped with Cassie's permission, then had Cassie say it was with her permission. 

"Cassie," she began, "did you know Amy Milroy?" 



"Yeah, we used to go over to Amy's now and then and play games. When her lease was 

up Carla asked for a place to sack out, take showers, and change clothes until she could find a 

roommate and a place to rent." She pointed to the couch that had blankets unevenly folded and a 

pillow on top of the pile. "That's her bed when she does stay overnight."   

"Amy didn't ask?" 

"She took a room at Connie's until the condo she put a down on came available. I've 

known Carla for ages. She used to work at the warehouse until she was laid-off with a few 

others." 

"How often did you guys get together, before the lease was up?" 

"Maybe once a week. Amy had night school three days a week for a while." 

"What did Carla do if Amy went to school?" 

Cassie shrugged her shoulders. "I don't know."  

"So Carla moved all her stuff here when she moved out?" 

"No. Just a change of clothes. It's not like we have room for her stuff and ours. Linda was 

afraid if we gave her a closet she would take root here like she did with Amy. Look, Carla's not a 

bad person. She's slow in some things and doesn't read people right all the time, but everyone 

knows that about her." 

"Has she said anything about Amy's death?" 

Cassie hesitated. "You don't think Carla's to blame for Amy's death, do you?" 

"I don't know anything right now. We're still gathering information." 

"No. With Carla, I think on some level it hasn't registered that Amy is gone forever. She 

hasn't said anything to us about it but, I know some things don't click with her." 

"Do you know anyone that didn't like Amy?" 

"No. She's not that type of person." 

"How do you mean?" Alex asked. 

"She's respectful of people. She looks at you like she's listening to you. Even when Carla 

went off on her rants about nothing, she would listen to her."  

"Do you know Amy to be suicidal?" 

"No," she said slowly. "Did someone say she was? Did she kill herself?" She looked 

alarmed. 



"I'm just asking a lot of questions to cover all bases. Like, did she have a girlfriend? Did 

she take chances? Did she do things that were out of character of late?" 

"Amy is or was always calm. I remember while waiting for her to weigh some meat for 

me, a customer came up to the counter and started screaming at her because his leg of lamb 

didn't taste the same as his previous cut… of course, she had a butcher knife in her hand and he 

was on the other side of the counter," Cassie smiled. "Bob, the manager came out and listened to 

Allen's complaint. He told Allen they sold good meat and his cut was seasoned as others and no 

one complained. I was waiting for Bob to tell him who seasoned the meats but he didn't." 

"Who's that?" 

"His wife. She teaches cooking to the seniors at the high school, so she's not dumb about 

cooking. I like buying meats she's prepared." 

Cassie blew her nose and wiped her eyes that were now spilling with tears. After a while 

she continued. "I can't believe she's dead. Was she murdered? Did she take her life?" 

"We're looking into it." 

"She didn't hold a grudge against us for taking in Carla and her getting stuck with crazy 

Connie." She sniffed and blew her nose. "When I went into the store I would wave and she 

waved back. She seemed okay, you know?" 

"So when did you last see Amy?" 

"Sunday. Early morning. She was in her car heading out somewhere." 

"Alone?" 

"Yeah." She hesitated and then added. "I guess. I didn't really look. I was picking up 

coffee and donuts for me and Linda. She was driving pretty fast so I guess she was late or just 

wanted to get away from crazy Connie. The woman's a psycho, you know that?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"I heard from Eleanor, who rented a room from her for less than a month, that she's nuts. 

Her Princess dog that barks all the time, she kicks it to get it to shut up. Eleanor threatened to 

report her for animal abuse. We call her CC so she doesn't know who we're talking about. She 

used to be the bookkeeper to Anders' Warehouse. Hazel thought she was cooking the books for 

Amos. Anyway, Eleanor said that for the first two days Connie's real nice and even locks up 

Princess so she didn't go after her. But once all her things were moved in Connie started charging 

her for using too much hot water, using her phone, using her washing machine, her refrigerator 



and whatever else she could think up, and tell her she can't control Princess's biting. Eleanor said 

no way was she going to use anything of Connie's. The woman's dirty. She had someone come in 

and clean up before Eleanor checked the place out and then just let it go after that. Eleanor also 

said she steals things. She had a locked box that she kept under her bed. She found it moved one 

day and scratch marks around the lock. She moved out two weeks later but Connie locked her 

out when she came to pick up the last of her stuff. It took Eleanor a month to get the rest of her 

stuff and she only got it because she threatened to take Connie to court and report her about her 

treatment of her dog." 

"If everyone knows about her being this way, why would Amy stay there?" 

"Eleanor didn't say anything until after she heard that Amy was there. She called Carla a 

string of cuss words about how could she let Amy, a sweet person like her, end up at Connie's 

when she was staying here for nothing." 

"Did you give Carla a time limit?" 

"Carla is in Carla's world. Everything is owed her. And she expects you to share but she 

doesn't share." 

"And you still let her stay here?" 

"She keeps saying she'll be moving out in two weeks. She has a 'friend' she's moving in 

with but that's been her story for a month." 

"Do you know who this 'friend' is?" 

Cassie shook her head. "It could just be talk. You know like her girlfriend that no one's 

met? Some people are like that, it's no big deal. Okay?" 

"So Carla hangs out with you guys now that she lives here?" 

"No. She spends a lot of time in Antioch and Bales when she's not working. Said her 

girlfriend's from Antioch but some of the girls from Antioch don't recognize Carla so maybe they 

spend all their time in her girlfriend's room." 

"So where does Carla keep her things?" 

Cassie shrugged her shoulders. "Aside from what she's put in that small closet, that's the 

only place I know of. You're not going to look in there, are you?" 

"Well she said she had Amy's tax records in here. And I have a paper here from Carla 

giving me permission to pick up Amy's tax records. Why?" 

"You move anything around and you won't be able to close the door." 



"Ah. I thought she had a storage place." 

"Really?" Cassie got up and went over to the closet door. Carefully she opened it just 

enough to peer in. Then she opened it wider.   

Alex could see things were in there but not as full as Cassie was leading Alex to believe. 

Alex looked through one box of clothes and didn't find any tax files. 

"I guess she moved her stuff out. Linda will be happy. She's been trying to figure out 

where to put her stuff that would normally go in this closet. Right now, it's under our bed, and in 

corners of our bedroom." 

"You don't have any stuff?" 

Cassie shook her head. "I'm not a saver. Amy was like that too. If I don't wear something 

for over two years I get rid of it. With these small closets if I want something new, I get rid of 

something old." She grinned. "It works alright for me. I'm not wearing out of date stuff and the 

church gets my toss outs." 

"So…where was Carla on Monday and Tuesday?" 

"Well, Monday night has two of our favorite shows on the TV, so we all watched 

television until ten. Linda and I went to bed. We closed the bedroom door so we don't know what 

Carla did. We didn't hear the television. Tuesday is Linda's night to teach line dancing or 

clogging, so that's seven when the class starts and we stay to about eleven to dance with people 

that come for the class. We both go there and Carla sometimes joins us. She was there Tuesday. 

Drank more than what she normally does which pissed us off. She owes us for this month's 

utilities."  

"So she pays her bills. I mean you must charge her something." 

"Yeah we do. I gave her the days she has to pay us in cash and no late payments. This 

month is the first time she missed. Linda and I were going to talk to her." She glanced at the 

emptied closet. "Tonight would be a good time before she leaves without paying." 

"How much does she owe you?" 

"Two hundred." 

"For utilities and…" 

"Two long distance phone calls and food." 

"Do you mind if I look at the phone bill?" 



"I got a photo copy. We were going to give it to her to prove it's not ours but yesterday 

she said it was hers, she just forgot she made the calls." Cassie got up to rummage around in her 

briefcase. "I made it at work. The highlighted are hers." She handed Alex the photocopy. 

"Thanks. Do you mind if I take this?" 

"Go ahead. I don't need it now." 

"Does Carla normally wear expensive jewelry or watches?" 

"No. Where would she get the money to buy expensive stuff and she's more into going 

out then buying jewelry?" 

"Has Carla been saying some off the wall things about Amy like she's a pathological liar 

or paranoid? Anything like that?" 

"You can't take anything she says about Amy seriously. No one does. She claimed Amy 

came over the other day and stole some of her stuff. But really, how is Amy going to get in here? 

Carla doesn't even have a key to this place. One of us has to be here for her to get in." Suddenly 

Cassie frowned and glanced at the closet door.   

It obviously occurred to her that Carla moved her things out when they weren't aware.  

"So how often does she stay here?" 

"We don't see her during the weekends, which is nice. It gives us space." She snorted and 

added, "And a chance to clean the apartment. Lately she's been staying out about three times 

during the week. That's been happening the last few weeks." 

"Do you expect to see her tonight?" 

"I hope so. Since she moved most of her things out I'd like to get the money she owes us 

before she just bails out of here. Her payday is at the end of the week." 

"But you know where she works." 

"Yeah, but who wants to gripe in public?" 

"Do you know Carla's friends besides you and Linda?" 

"Let's see…Pam, Eddie, Sabrina, Jess, Carol…and hmmm. Those are the recent ones. 

They're drinking buddies. They probably know who her girlfriend is." 

"Who are these people? I don't think I know them." 

"From Bales and Antioch. They come out here and go to Linda's clogging class on 

Tuesday nights. That's where Carla met them. They get loud and obnoxious. The usual bad bar 



types. Too old to pick up on the young bloods and not old enough to have sense to get a life 

outside of bars," she said. 

"So I can probably meet them?" 

"Every Tuesday at the Tally Ho, that's what they call Jake's Place on country and western 

nights. Just watch out for Eddie. She's mean when she gets drunk. I think she's been asked not to 

come back but we'll find out the next dance night." 

"When Carla gets off work, does she come here first or goes out for her girlfriend 

rendezvous?" 

"If she's coming here from work, it's around nine thirty at night. She's part time at the 

market and finishes her shift about that time." 

Alex pulled the recorder closer to her. "End of interview with Cassie. If I need to check 

on some details I'll get back with you." 

"Okay. Good night, Detective Alex." 

Alex glanced at her watch. It was six thirty. She needed to type up her notes before she 

forgot most of her impressions. She pulled out her cell to let Elizabeth know she was going to be 

late.   

*** 

 

Alex was typing out her report when Mark's voice interrupted her concentration. "It's late. 

Do you need a ride home?" Mark lifted his coat from the coat tree. 

"No. I missed my run with Elizabeth. I need the exercise," Alex said. 

"You're looking tired. Take one of the cruisers," Mark said. 

Surprised at his tone Alex looked up. The break gave her a chance to take stock of her 

energy level. It was low. She smiled which got a returned smile.  

"You don't have to tell me twice, boss," Alex said.  

Mark left. Alex called home and her call went into voice mail. She left a message for 

Elizabeth that she was on her way home. After she locked up the office she crossed the street to 

the police parking lot, noticing Max was still working.  

"Hey, Max." 

"Alex, I got some boxes for you. I was wondering when you were going to pick them 

up," he greeted.   



"Boxes?" 

"From Amy's car. They were left behind when they picked up the car for the CSI lab. I 

was waiting for one of you to come over and get them." He pointed to two boxes in his office. 

"Not very bright those kids they got running the tow." 

Alex quickly donned on some gloves and went through one box. It had cleaning tools 

neatly arranged in a plastic carrier. There were a dozen packs of gloves, two in a pack, and a 

purse. How many purses did Amy have on her? Opening it she found a ring of house keys with a 

letter on them, a bottle of aspirins, two trail bars, and a calendar. Alex opened it and found 

abbreviations for each appointment. Something for her to decipher later. She found a check 

book, a savings book, and a diary. No letters. Alex put the purse back in the box and put both 

boxes in the trunk of the car she was driving home. She didn't want to go back up the stairs to log 

the findings in. She would call Mandy and find out about the purse she had. She would also 

logon to the PD server and review Bea's inventory of the car. 

**** 

Alex found food sitting on the table with a note that Genie dropped it by and they had 

gone to look at Elizabeth's castle-house and would be back around seven. Alex glanced at her 

watch. She had an hour to herself.  

Her ritual upon getting home was to shower, using it as a symbolic way of leaving her 

work out of her home life. Of course being on call had the habit of intruding on that belief, but it 

was a ritual she found relaxing.  

She had brought in one of the boxes. She left it in her bedroom and quickly undressed for 

a shower.  

*** 

Alex heard Elizabeth entering the kitchen after seven. Not wanting to stop her work she 

continued taking prints off her findings. 

"Taking fingerprints?" Claire asked.  

"Yeah. Hi, Claire." She carefully labeled the print and what she got it off of.  

"Is this one of the new crime kits?" Genie asked, peering in the case. 

"Yeah. You guys did nice raising funds for six of them. I've never been to a bake sale 

where the tourists contributed to buying equipment for the local police department." 



"Creative fundraising," Claire answered. "We've got to get back," she reminded Genie 

who looked like she wanted to spend more time going through the kit. "We told the counselors 

that we would be but an hour. I'm sure the group session is winding down about now." 

"Thanks for the food. My stomach is growling in anticipation," Alex informed Genie as 

she began to put away the tools.  

"Glad to share. We'll see you tomorrow at the baby shower." Claire and Genie waved and 

left. 

"Baby shower?" Alex asked Elizabeth as they headed to the kitchen.  

"One of the residents is pregnant," Elizabeth told her quietly.  

"What's wrong?" Alex asked concerned. 

"She doesn't want the baby." Elizabeth's tone closed any further discussion so Alex 

busied herself setting the table while Elizabeth put water on for tea and reheated the food 

containers in the microwave.  

"Hey, you. Off," Alex told one of the kittens. She was ignored until a sibling went 

scampering by.  

"How was your day?" Elizabeth asked as she ladled out soup into two bowls.  

"Tiring and very informative. We're going to have to go clogging one Tuesday night."  

"Yeah? We'll have to see if Claire and Genie can take some time off and go with us. Are 

you going to try it out or just watch?" 

"I'll try it out. As long as it's not going to require me wearing a cowboy hat and boots." 

"I think you'd look nice in a hat with feathers and a nice big belt buckle."  

"That's all?" 

"You can leave the boots off," Elizabeth said.  

  



Chapter 6 

Third Day of Investigation 

 

Alex studied the verified information on Claude Holloway. Apparently he did have 

money. His estate and investments were left to three daughters, Deana and Ana Smith and 

Barbara Jean Holloway and nothing to his widow and step-daughter. All three names were listed 

as making a claim in court through one lawyer, hired by Barbara Jean Holloway.  

Alex stared at the picture of the deceased actor. Amy looked like him. Barbara Jean's 

resemblance wasn't as strong, but she did have the same eyes and thick wavy curls; whereas, 

Amy's hair was straight and fine. 

She closed the file on Claude and moved on to Amy. Amy was adopted the same day as 

her birth along with her twin sister, but by different parents. Ana became Amy Milroy and Deana 

became TamiLyn Harris. What a coincidence that the three daughters he left money to were 

adopted at birth. It was odd until she noticed the ages of the mothers. Seventeen.  

"Hey, Alex. You're here early."  

Alex turned to see Gary Krieger, the graveyard shift cop come in. He dropped into his 

seat and booted up his PC.  

"Hey Gary, you don't look too good," she said. 

Gary turned to look at her surprised and then blinked back tears. Alex surprised herself 

by getting up and tugging Gary into a hug. He began to cry and Alex cried with him. It was one 

of those things that happened and no one could give her a good explanation why, which she 

really didn't care to know anyway   

Then they parted and stepped back to regard each other. Alex couldn't think of what to 

say as a follow-up so she said nothing. She gave a pat on his arm and returned to her desk. They 

both blew their noses and returned to work.  

Bobbie and Mike came in. They logged in and typed in their reports.  

The department meeting commenced at six thirty am. They went over the previous day's 

reports to see if anything needed to be pursued and then covered what happened at night. The 

three night shift officers left after the meeting with Bobbie and Mike hitting the police gym. 



While day assignments were handed out, Alex thought about what would cause someone 

to kill Amy. The cleaning tools were in the trunk of her car and she wasn't dressed for cleaning 

yet the house looked like it had just been cleaned.  

"What have we so far on Amy's death?" Chief Harper said. 

"Mandy's team finished looking over the car," Mark said. "The reason why it was at such 

an angle was because the wheel pulled to the right. New front tire and whoever put it on didn't 

align it right or one of the weights fell off. The front door was ajar because the door isn't locking. 

It's out of alignment like someone big leaned on the door. The purse with the blood on it wasn't 

being used for anything but keeping spare keys in. The purse Alex found is being checked out 

now. Mandy will get back to us later. No wallet has turned up. We need to go over her calendar 

and diary. The blood stains on the backseat floor boards were matched to the corpse. Two doors 

down from Millie's, a neighbor found in his trash a bloodied shower curtain. Mandy's team did a 

test and it did match the corpse." Mark looked at Eric.  

"The cell phone Alex found belongs to Cynthia White, a reporter that hasn't been in her 

office for two years. She's been working on undercover stories, according to her boss. She keeps 

in touch with him."   

"Another name in the pile," Harriet said. 

"Alex?" Harper looked over at her. 

"Max had two boxes which didn't get to Mandy's lab. The contents had been logged by 

Bea but instead of being taken with the car to CSI the boxes were left with Max. In a second 

purse found under the front seat, was a check book, savings book, a calendar with abbreviated 

names, a copy of keys found in the other purse and I matched the tags on the keys to the houses 

she cleaned as we expected them to be. I'll interview the people today." She glanced down at her 

notes. "Also a pen, pad with personal notes in code, aspirins, and one letter that is not readable. It 

looks like it was dropped in water but she didn't want to toss it out. And one box has her income 

tax records for seven years which oddly enough, Carla thinks she has. I checked with Mandy this 

morning and she said she has some mind boggling information for us that she's just waiting for 

confirmation for." 

"What Mandy has so far on the corpse is that Amy was killed with a blow to her forehead 

before she was shot. It was in Amy's room that she was attacked. It looks like the perpetrator 

wrapped her in the shower curtain and lugged her downstairs, stuffed her in her own car and 



drove to Millie's where she was set up. CSI also found blood stains in the elevator. It had to have 

happen when Connie wasn't home or she would have been raising the dead with someone using 

her elevator without paying." 

"She places the time of death at 4AM on Monday," Alex reported. "How can that be 

when people saw her on Monday at the store and where was Connie at 4AM? Not only did she 

work at the supermarket but on Monday afternoon she cleaned Aaron's house." 

Everyone looked at each other.  

"Maybe that's what Mandy is going to tell us. Do twins have the same DNA?" 

Harper got up to answer his phone.  

They could hear him speaking and his comments of disbelief.  

He came back into the meeting room. "Well, the murdered victim is Cynthia White."  

"Is she a twin?" 

"Nope. According to Mandy no familial DNA match to Amy. Also, the clothes in the bag 

you turned over yesterday, belong to Cynthia White." 

"Criminy. Let's keep this identification unofficial until we can locate Amy. "  

"Where would Amy be? Is she hiding or just out of town visiting her sister or sisters?" 

"According to some of the calls coming in, she's been seen around Bales and Antioch. 

With this new bit of information, we're going to have to take these sightings seriously," Harriet 

said. 

"What numbers were on Cynthia White's phone, Eric?" 

"Just one number but a dozen calls to that number. It's the newspaper she works for, 

which is how I found out whose phone it is. The phone is a throw away but she's had it for two 

years."  

"So, what about Barbara Jean Holloway?" Harper asked. 

"The Holloways. I'm working on that one," Harriet said. "Still doing research on Barbara 

Jean but I called the police station where Claude Holloway lived. He said Claude was a model 

citizen. He gave me the number of Adele, Angela Holloway's daughter. I spoke to Adele. 

Claude's big secret which we already know is he liked sixteen year old girls. She said he didn't 

consider himself a pedophile because the girls were sixteen and in over half the countries in the 

world girls get married younger than that. He tried to mess around with her until her mother put a 



stop to that. Adele Richards is a professional photographer. She did the photo workups for her 

mother's clients until her mother retired from the business." 

"The photo shopping of those pictures we're interested in was done by someone that had a 

lot of practice," Alex said. "Perhaps Adele Richards is our artist. She and her mother have a lot to 

lose with Amy and her sisters contesting their claims. Though, Cynthia White is a mystery." 

"Adele was okay with her mother being married to him?" Mark asked. 

"She said after the one incident he was a gentleman to her," Harriet said. "She made it 

sound like the subject was closed for further discussion. I looked through local newspaper 

clippings and found an article about Claude's funeral. It said Barbara Jean turned up and Adele 

was madder than all get-up and she called the sheriff, a friend of her mothers. Since Barbara Jean 

had a record Adele and Angela used it to have BJ arrested for trespassing and making a public 

nuisance on private property. Adele also charged BJ with theft, claiming she robbed their house 

of mementos of Claude Holloway while they were at the funeral…but witnesses put BJ at the 

funeral. She did stand out dressed in leather." 

"So they didn't arrest BJ for theft?" Alex asked. 

"They certainly tried to. The sheriff, according to the newspaper, was a frequent visitor of 

the Holloway home. The public defender who wasn't enamored with the sheriff, Mrs. Holloway 

or her daughter, said there wasn't enough proof to arrest and charge Ms. Barbara Jean Holloway 

for theft. So the sheriff got her for parole violation in that she was trespassing. The news articles 

were snippets at the sheriff. I gathered he was up for reelection and the newspaper wasn't going 

to let his short comings go unreported." 

"Let's keep digging. We need to locate the twin and what Cynthia White was up to that 

had her killed, besides her looking like Amy and in her room," Harper said. "Alex, find out from 

Connie where she was Monday morning when all this killing was supposed to be happening." 

"Right, Chief."  

"I can tell you that, Chief," Bob said. "She was at the Emergency Pet Hospital. The 

Emergency Vet was told by Connie that an intruder broke into her house and kicked her dog. 

Princess was too sick to be taken home until Tuesday when CSI was there. The Human Society 

sent out an officer to remove Princess from Connie late Tuesday evening when Billy reported her 

for abusing Princess." 

"Well, that puts the nail in her coffin. What's happening with Princess?" Harriet asked. 



"Once she's healthy, Sunrise Animal Rescue will find a foster home until she's physically 

and mentally better off. They use Nelly, the animal communicator to help animals over trauma or 

bad habits," Bea said.  

"Nelly is the best," Bob agreed. "When we adopted Archie from the Parrots Rescue 

Sanctuary he would let out these scary screeches whenever we took off the cover to his cage. 

Nelly saved us all by speaking with Archie and letting us know what the problem was."  

"Do you think we can use a crook's pet to nab him?" Alex asked. 

"That won't fly in Judge Mead's court," Mark said.  

"Anything else we need to cover?" Harper asked. "Then have a great day. Harriet, you're 

going to track down these people that have seen Amy around?" 

"I'm on it," Harriet said. 

"I'm going to interview Amy's best friend and then some of her cleaning customers," 

Alex said to Mark. "Maybe she's hiding out with one of them or someone knows something 

about her sisters."  

  



Chapter 7 

 

Alex shivered, wishing she had a thicker sweater on. She shoved her hands in her pant 

pockets. 

Julia worked with Amy in the meat cutting section and now it was just Julia getting the 

cuts of meat packaged. She started work at three AM and was preparing the special orders when 

Alex arrived at her break time. She looked like she had been crying and it gave Alex a heavy 

feeling on her heart that she was letting her think Amy was dead.  

Julia had taken a few days off after learning of Amy's death and had visited her mother, 

whom Alex knew she was close to. The manager of the store had once been a meat cutter and 

had covered the absence of both meat cutters. Since Julia was all he had, unless he wanted to be 

back permanently in the meat section, he didn't want to lose her too, so he gave her time off. 

Sunrise gossip was very informative about things one wanted to know and didn't want to know. 

Fact or fiction was something Harriet was excellent in ferreting out and had given Alex a quick 

update before she arrived at the supermarket.  

"I appreciate you seeing me while you're at work," Alex informed her. "I was wondering 

just what meat cutters do." She glanced around the cold room where three machines hung from 

the ceiling over work tables.  

Julia nodded and gestured to the door that led to the break room. She removed her gloves 

and plastic hat, tossing them into a waste container. Lockers lined one wall and advertisement 

posters filled up most of the other wall. Alex suspected cameras were in the room and looked 

closely in the corners and at the posters for the telltale signs.  

"We think they have a few cameras here too. Some of us made a game of trying to find 

them but we haven't. Amy," she gulped and then continued, "Amy said they were probably at the 

entrances and exits to see who was stealing food. I really miss Amy."  

Alex pulled out her tape recorder. "Do you mind if I tape this interview? It's not going to 

be used in court; it's just that I don't take short hand. 

"No, I don't mind." Julia settled in a plastic chair. Alex gave an introduction of time, 

place and person then asked if she willingly was giving the interview. She liked to add that 

because it set the atmosphere.  

"People are saying they've seen her, like her ghost is haunting Sunrise. How did she die?" 

Julia asked. 



"We're still investigating." 

She sighed heavily, and dabbed at another roll of tears. 

"Would Carla want to hurt her?" Alex asked. 

"She's a user not a killer," Julia said. 

"Why did Amy take a room with Connie?" Alex asked. 

"Opportunity," Julia said. "It was the surest way to get rid of Carla without having to put 

up with her sudden dropping in and staying forever. That's how Carla moved in with her. Amy 

was helping her out and doing this and that for her and next thing she knew, Carla moved in. 

Connie came over to the meat counter and offered a room to Amy, giving her crap about 

understanding how hard it was to get money together to pay for first and last and pay off bills she 

ran up when she was living with someone else. She was talking foolishness. I told Amy the 

woman was bad bad news. But Amy saw it as a way to shed Carla before she moved into a 

condo rental she put money down on and she had no time to look for a temporary place that 

Carla couldn't worm her way into." 

"Why couldn't she stay at her present apartment and just change the locks?" Alex asked. 

"Her lease was up and Bob wouldn't let Amy pay two more months. It was renew her 

lease for a year or move out. We think he had enough of Carla and to get rid of her he was 

getting rid of Amy." 

"What's the name of the condo Amy was interested in?" 

"Wind and Sails. Glenda and Kevin are getting married and moved into Glenda's 

apartment because it's bigger. They told Amy they would rent Kevin's condo to her but it would 

be a few months because they had to fix up the bathroom. It probably smells like a men's latrine 

and they'll have to pull up the floor to remove the smell from the boards underneath." Julia 

wrinkled her nose. "We had that problem when we moved into our present apartment and Ghusn 

was quite firm about them getting rid of the smell before we moved in. We were lucky they were 

obligated to fix it for health reasons."  

"She didn't want to stay with friends for two months?"  

"Amy didn't want to move in with friends and have Carla hound them. She would say, 

'Let Connie's wicked self handle Carla's devil self,' then she would laugh. She kept reassuring me 

it was only a few months and she had a way to deal with Connie and her attack dog, Princess."  

"How was that?" 



"There's a tree outside her window. Billy, Connie's neighbor caught her a few times and 

they both had a laugh over it. I just couldn't imagine her climbing a tree but you gotta do what 

you gotta do," Julia said lightly then sobbed and blew her nose. 

"How did Connie hear that Amy needed a place?" 

"Detective, who in town didn't know? Billy looked out for Amy, though. He was one of 

her favorite meat customers. He liked his chicken seasoned and only breast meat." 

"Why did he have to look out for Amy?" 

"At night she would find that Connie latched the back door so even if she had a key she 

wouldn't be able to get in and her dog would be barking and Connie would come in the back 

yelling and hollering at the dog and kick it out of the way. Amy couldn't take the way she treated 

Princess. It was easier for her to climb the tree, so Billy would make sure she didn't hurt herself." 

She took a few breaths to compose herself and continued. "That woman is a real creep. A few 

Sundays ago, all dressed up for church, she comes to the meat counter and tells Amy she owes 

her some good cuts of meat. The woman only eats TV dinners. What is she going to do with real 

meat? Anyway, Amy tells her how much meat costs and there is no discount. Connie said she 

knows Amy gets a discount for whatever she buys at the store so she could afford to give it to her 

free. Amy was so angry she just walked in the back. Greg and Mai were there and just couldn't 

believe what that woman said. Connie got all huffy and left when she noticed she had been 

overheard."  

"I noticed there was a new deadbolt lock on Amy's room door. Do you know anything 

about that?" 

"Oh, yeah. On the second day she was there Connie went into her room and looked in her 

things. When Amy found her things moved around she went right down stairs with a stick to beat 

the dog off, and told Connie she was moving out. She wanted her money back. Whooo. Connie 

got all upset and said she did no such thing and yada yada yada. So she told Amy because she 

was firm about it that if Amy was so untrusting of her she would have a locksmith put in a lock 

for her. Amy suspected she had a master key so when the locksmith came Amy had him put in a 

deadbolt lock so if it's locked from the inside a key can't be turned from the outside. If she 

couldn't prevent Connie from coming in when she wasn't there then she would make sure she 

never came in when she was in her room. Connie thought she was tormenting Amy by leaving a 

drawer partially open or finger smears on things, but Amy was used to Carla doing those things 



so to her it was just a transition from Carla to Connie with an end in sight to having her own 

place." 

"What reason would Connie give to going in Amy's room?" 

"She's the landlady and had to make sure she wasn't flushing something she wasn't 

supposed to down the toilet. Amy complained that the water was always slow to drain in the 

toilet, sink and bathtub."  

"When was the last day you saw Amy?" 

"Saturday. She came over for a few hours. I work the weekends with Mondays and 

Tuesdays off. Amy has Wednesdays and Thursdays off." 

"Does Carla say anything bad about Amy here?" 

"Not here. No one would talk to her if she did. I will admit, Carla is slow on some things 

and does just what she's told to do and nothing more, but her supervisor works her pretty hard 

with the unloading and stocking. Amy and Carla work different hours so they don't see each 

other here."  

"Would you consider Amy and you close friends?" 

Julia looked surprised. "I would say so, yes." Her voice husked. And then she cried again. 

"Ghusn, my husband, and the baby loved her too." She sobbed. After a few minutes she went on. 

"When she moved over to Connie's Ghusn insisted she have dinner with us and do her laundry at 

our place. So every other day she brought her laundry and had dinner with us. If it was a sport 

night Ghusn would sit glued to the game, and Amy insisted on cleaning the kitchen or bathroom 

and wouldn't let me help. It was her way of relaxing. When Carla and her were roommates it was 

her way of keeping her personal space. If there wasn't a game on TV Ghusn would tease her into 

playing board games until late at night. She gave Ghusin a run for his match sticks." She paused. 

"Amy was looking forward to living in her own place without feeling she was responsible for 

taking care of Carla." 

"What changed her?" 

"I'm not sure, maybe therapy, but she did say over a year ago to Carla with us as 

witnesses, when the apartment lease was up, Carla was on her own. She stuck by it." 

"Wasn't Carla at all worried about her having to be on her own?"  



Julia snorted through her tears. "I have no idea. We don't mix in the same circles. I know 

Amy doesn't like speaking ill of anyone. She says it will come back three fold to her. Ghusn and 

me, we spend our social time with other parents that talk kid talk." 

"When was the last time she did her laundry at your place?" 

"Saturday night. We watched movies. Or Ghusn and I did. Amy read a story to Chelsea 

and then studied for a certification test she had coming up. She wanted to move into management 

which they said the job was hers as soon as she passed her certification test. The store is planning 

on having two mangers instead of one and she had a good chance." Julie blew her nose.   

"Amy had two friends she wrote to regularly. One signed her letter with a T and the other 

BJ. Do you know who they might be?" 

Julia smiled. "She had her secrets. I do know that about two years ago she was excited 

about a trip she was taking to see someone and asked if I could cover for her should Carla ask 

where she was. She didn't say anything about it when she got back either but she was excited. 

Then about a year ago she took another trip only this time she sent Carla to San Francisco to Gay 

Pride so Carla wouldn't nose into her business." 

"Did you know who she kept a scrapbook on?" 

Julia smiled. "It was her father. About three years ago she found out she was adopted. 

She said up until then, she didn't know what the scrapbook was about. Keeping the scrapbook for 

her was the only thing her adopted mother did for Amy out of the kindness of her heart. The 

woman was not the nurturing type but she did care for Amy. Amy didn't tell Carla because Carla 

would break things when she was upset with Amy. Anyway, besides finding out that she's 

adopted she finds she has a twin sister out there somewhere. Can you image? If you're a twin and 

after being separated since childhood that would certainly open anyone's world." She was quite 

for a while and Alex waited. "The other day I asked her how she was doing locating her family 

and she said she had two sisters and planned on meeting up with both of them real soon. Who's 

going to tell them their sister died?"  

"Did she mention the names of her sisters?" 

"No." 

"Did she keep any of her things at your place?" 



Julia shook her head no. "In our small place with a baby? No. She did keep two boxes of 

stuff in the trunk of her car. She didn't trust Connie and she said she wasn't going to put her 

paperwork in storage because Carla trashed her belongings in the storage unit." 

"She had a combination lock on the storage. Do you think Carla would know the code?" 

Julia looked surprised. "She shouldn't have a combination. I gave her one of our heavy 

duty locks. She thought Carla would go back and empty out her stuff just to irritate her. She 

didn't much care for what was in the storage; it was just something to distract Carla." 

"Do you know whom she cleaned for?" 

"Yes. Aaron is her Monday. She spent a lot of time with him. He has a live-in nurse, 

Bruce. Sometimes he would pick Amy up when her car was in the shop. Aaron is getting weaker 

these days and probably will be moved to a convalescent home for his last days. He has cancer. 

When he was stronger he told her stories about his days on Broadway. When he became too tired 

to tell her stories, after she cleaned, she read to him. He knew all the Broadway stars and juicy 

stories about their private and no so private lives.  

"Tuesdays she did Susan's right after she got off work from here around 1PM. Then from 

there Millie's. Millie's was easy since she was neat and didn't use all her rooms. She has allergies 

to most cleaning chemicals. Amy cleaned her place twice a week and Millie couldn't be there 

when she cleaned because of the sprays or whatever chemicals were in the air. You would never 

know that by looking at Millie, but she's a straight up vegan.  

"Lila and Mel were her Wednesday regulars at two PM. At first they hired her to come in 

every other Wednesday then made it once a week. Amy said they really wanted someone to 

listen to them argue and take sides. What she would do is ask them if they remembered whose 

side she took the previous argument and then agreed with the other no matter how preposterous it 

sounded. What a laugh she was.  

"Then there was Zytka who was more of a neat freak than Amy ever was and paranoid 

about people going through her trash. So Amy took her trash directly to the dump. She used to be 

Monday's too until Aaron needed more of her time. Zytka didn't mind because she got more of 

Amy's time on her new schedule. Amy moved her to Thursday about 10 AM so she could make 

it to the dump just before they closed. We think she was in prison in one of those communist 

countries and that's why she's like that, or for all we know she's that way just because.  



"Fridays' she did Charles' condo in the same building as the one she's moving into. He's 

very fastidious, she said. He wanted everything just so. He was her one o'clock. Charles and her 

talked a lot about places he visited before he came here. Amy didn't say why but he just stopped 

traveling. He used to be married. I saw a picture of his wife and kids on a table when I delivered 

his weakly meat order to him. Some of our customer's we'll deliver to if they're not strange."  

"Did she take any days off from her cleaning?" 

"No, she had too many people that wanted her to clean their place. Ken and Johnnie were 

every other Saturday. Jess, Linda and Bessie were the other Saturday. Amy stayed busy because 

she liked talking to her clients and because she didn't have to see Carla and then Connie. You 

know, she didn't just clean their houses. She shared meals with them, played games with them, 

listened to their stories. She was a great listener." 

"So the people during the week she did weekly and the weekenders were done every 

other Saturday?"" 

"Zytaka had her come in every two weeks." 

"I noticed you have lockers in here. Anyone of them Amy's?" 

"No. She used mine to keep her purse in but she had this thing about keeping personal 

stuff in public places." 

"Which one is Carla's?" 

"607." 

Alex studied it. The lock was top of the line. The others had combinations or cheap key 

locks.  

"If I have any more questions I'll be back or if you can think of anything to add give me a 

call. Oh, one last thing. Do you know when exactly her sisters were coming into town?" 

"I thought for sure last weekend." 

"Thanks, Julia." 

Alex was mentally weary by five. Four of the people she interviewed were weepy and 

insisted they couldn't believe that Amy was dead and she was a great person. As she typed in her 

notes she wondered where Amy was staying and suspected she was with her sisters.  

"Hey, there. Want a ride home?" 

"Hi," she greeted Elizabeth. "I would love a ride home." Alex shut down her workstation 

and gave a peck on Elizabeth's cheek as they left the office holding hands.  



"Are you too tired to take a ride out to the house? We have enough light left for a tour 

and it's finished enough that you don't have to use too much imagination to see what it's shaping 

up to look like," Elizabeth said. 

"I'd love to. Would you mind if I napped on the way?"  

"No." 

Being left to rest Alex realized she wasn't sleepy after all. She studied the interior of 

Elizabeth's hybrid. "Maybe I can look at SUV hybrids."  

"Are you going to hold out for another car until you get a cabin to drive up to?" 

"I don't really know what kind of a vehicle I want. I liked my LandRover but it inhaled 

too much gas just in idle." 

Alex looked out the window with interest as drew nearer to Elizabeth's property. The 

driveway wound around gardens and trees. To the left was the beginning of a waterfall that fed 

into a pond. The gazebo was finished, as was most of the landscaping.  

The first thing Alex noticed about the two story house was the lone turret on the east 

corner. It had three views; the winding driveway, the front of the house and the forest road. The 

exterior was composed of stone and recycled material that looked like wood shingles on the 

sides. The roof had solar panels and the eves showed the Chinese influence. The rain gutters 

drained into barrels for collecting water.  

Alex's eyes moved back to the large yard. "You sure have a lot of gardening to do. But 

it's beautiful even without all the flowers planted."   

"They're planted they just have to grow into the space. Come on. I'll show you." 

Hand in hand they strolled along the stone path. Wooden and stone benches created rest 

stops to admire the various statues that had yet to be delivered. Right now sprayed Xs marked 

where the statues would be placed. Alex smiled. 

They walked up the porch stairs and peered into the house. Construction was nearly 

finished inside. Floors were laid but the base boards were on hold until the wallpaper was 

finished. The workers paused and exchanged greetings with Elizabeth.   

"Wow!" Alex stopped in front of the bay window. The view was beautiful even if the 

gardens were not in full bloom. 

"I can't wait until next year to see if everything took root," Elizabeth said.   

"So, show me your private room," Alex said. 



The two climbed the stairs. The master bedroom was on one side of Elizabeth's study, the 

turret room, as Alex referred to it, and the library was on the other.   

Alex walked into the round room. She could see that it was made for a person that liked 

to look out a window. Since Elizabeth liked to write late at night she would be looking out at 

stars.  

"We're going to have to get a telescope," Alex commented. "While you work, I can set 

my little stool right there and study the stars." 

"Are you going to ask the shelter for your telescope back? You can set it up on the back 

balcony," she hinted. 

Alex chuckled understanding Elizabeth's love of isolation when she worked.   

On the back balcony Alex's eyes went wide with delight. "A hot tub! Up here! Won't it 

leak or be too heavy!" Alex quickly walked over to it. She turned and tried to peer into the room 

that overlooked the hot tub. The windows were one way glass. "I'll take this room." 

Elizabeth led her back downstairs. "This room, I'm quite happy about. Glen thought it 

up," Elizabeth explained as she pushed open a door.   

Alex burst out laughing. "A cat play center!" 

"For rainy days." 

"If other cats hear about this we're going to have a lot of visitors." 

"Yeah," Elizabeth replied in a wistful tone. 

"What?" 

"I was thinking of getting a dog…what do you think? Not right away," she added 

hurriedly. "Not until we get used to things…but without the geese…." 

Alex grinned. "Why not geese? They'll love the pond." 

"I'm not interested in bonding with the feathered creatures. Besides, can you imagine 

what would happen if a guest was goosed?" 

"Can you imagine how it would cut down on unwanted visitors?" Alex said. 

"It's the poop I have a problem with." 

"I don't mind a dog." 

"Well, it won't be right away. I was thinking of a pound dog that gets along with cats and 

with Angel. We are Angel's favorite babysitters." 



"Yep. That we are." Alex's stomach rumbled. "Are you hungry? If there aren't any more 

rooms…" 

"Are you starving? I haven't even shown you the kitchen or the room that if we ever get a 

maid or cook, or a guest that we want to keep far, far away." 

"More rooms? This is going to be a pain to keep clean. Do you realize that? Show me 

what else our castle has," Alex smiled, but her stomach gave an even nosier growl. 

"Well, the kitchen isn't much to see since the utilities aren't in and we can wait for the 

other rooms." Elizabeth leaned over and gave Alex a kiss, letting their lips linger against each 

others.   

"I like the house. I can't wait to move in and get some real presence here." Alex's stomach 

growled again. "How about if we order something and take it home?" 

"Sounds good. You'd be scaring off the waitress if we had to wait." 

As Elizabeth drove, Alex ordered from Mollies and had her add two slices of her special 

desert. 

"I'm going to have to start running again," Alex mentioned as she hung up. 

"Do you mind if I joined you? I've been running with Joy and Fanny but this is tax season 

and both are too busy these days." 

"What time do you want to run?" 

"When you get back from work or maybe about lunch time?" 

"A run in the middle of the day sure would do wonders for my stress and wake me up. 

Shall we start tomorrow?" 

"Yes. The sooner the better." 

Alex looked at her watch as they pulled in front of Mollies. "Twenty minutes. Even with 

the windy driveway we got here fast." 

Alex didn't have to get out of their car as Helen spotted them and rushed the bags of 

takeout to them. Alex gave her cash. "Keep the change." She inhaled deeply as Elizabeth headed 

home. 

"The baby shower has been moved to tomorrow night. They have a new arrival and don't 

want a lot of stuff going on her first night. Do you get some time off this weekend?" Elizabeth 

asked. 



Alex yawned and nodded yes. "Unless it's a special holiday or something happens that 

requires a detective, I do. But, next week I start call rotation." She glanced over to look at 

Elizabeth whose eyes were on the road. "What have you in mind for this weekend?" 

"You lying out in the sun while I work in the garden, not our place but at the rental, to get 

in some practice for our own gardens." 

"I can do that. The cats will love it. I noticed Mama Cat is taking to you. It must be all 

that bonding when you're writing late at night." 

"Her style of bonding is lying across the keyboard when I'm trying to work. I have to lock 

them all out to keep from going crazy on them." 

"There are some things that cross the line," Alex mocked.  

  



Chapter 8  

Fourth Day of the Investigation  

 

Friday's morning meeting was short. Chief Harper and Mark had meetings in Bales to 

discuss court cases with the district attorney.   

Alex spent most of the morning going over their evidence and decided she needed to 

speak with Mandy about Cynthia White in person. All the way there she kept thinking about the 

twins. Where did Cynthia White fit in? 

Two hours later she was on her way back to Sunrise. Cynthia White had plastic surgery 

to change her face. Why? Was it money or a story…that would be the extreme. It had to be 

money. The great motivator.  

Alex ran up the stairs to the house, excited about her run with Elizabeth.  

"Hi, Honey! I'm…." 

"Please don't do the Ricky Ricardo bit," Elizabeth shouted back at her.   

Alex found Elizabeth in the study with photos spread out on the table.   

"Hi," she said as she kissed the back of her neck.   

"Hi, yourself." There was a pause and Alex knew Elizabeth was not happy with her about 

something. "I called the station to see if you wanted me to fix lunch after our run. Harriet said 

you were in Bales." 

Alex felt her face redden. She had promised to let Elizabeth know when she was leaving 

town and to call in periodically. "I didn't remember to call you." Alex could feel her chest 

tightening.  

"Elizabeth, I… I can only say, I thought of you when I was in Bales, but not to call you." 

She pulled out the necklace from her pocket that she bought from a street vendor.  

Elizabeth accepted the gift and opened it. "It's nice. Thank you. Shall we get ready for our 

run?"  

"Yes, sure."  

The run was silent and tense. Even when Elizabeth left her far behind, Alex could feel the 

strain. She watched Elizabeth's figure way ahead of her. At Elizabeth's turn around point she 

headed back to her. As soon as she was abreast of her Alex turned around and ran alongside of 

Elizabeth.   



"I need to give up the idea that one of these days I'll be able to run alongside of you and 

just get a bike. Then I'll keep up." 

"I'll have to plan a more challenging route like over curbs and such," Elizabeth returned. 

"Are you planning on getting a dirt bike?" 

Alex huffed a laugh.   

"Do you have time for lunch?" Elizabeth asked. 

"Yes. That would be nice," Alex answered.  

When Alex finished her shower and changed she found Elizabeth re warming spaghetti 

and vegetarian tofu balls with a small salad sitting on the table.   

"How did you finish your shower so fast?" Alex asked sliding into her seat. 

"Well, if you really want to know you'll have to come and join me." 

"Showering with you sounds like a nice carrot to conserve water. I'm thinking of taking a 

ride up to the cabin this weekend," Alex mentioned. 

"In what vehicle? My hybrid is too low to clear the road to your cabin and so are the 

police vehicles. Besides, if Bear sees you peeking at the cabin before he says it's ready, no telling 

what he'll do." 

"Are you and Sam keeping in close contact?"  

"Do you think we're talking about your cabin behind your back?" 

"Yes."  

"Well that's what happens when you keep threatening him." 

"He knows I'm not serious! That's my cabin, our retreat," she said.  

"The first place you bought," Elizabeth added. "But you have to understand that hauling 

supplies up there and digging in frozen - " 

"This is the end of March. It should be thawing out," Alex said. 

"Then now's a good time to look for an appropriate vehicle to take us up there." 

"I don't know why I'm being such a pain about this."  

"This?" 

"My cabin and getting a new car." 

"Do you regret leaving SID?" Elizabeth suddenly asked. 

"No. I've out grown that type of life. It's not good for daily consumption to be hyped up 

all the time. At least in a small town police department, there's a lot of down time." 



"Really? That we've yet to see. So what made you decide you had enough?" 

"Besides you? Sunrise. I was here too long. It's the hazard of being a sleeper. SID thought 

if they had me doing jobs outside of Sunrise on occasion it would help keep me focused. It only 

made me wish for something I didn't have, a real someone to come home to." 

Alex curled her fingers around Elizabeth's.   

"Well, we both lucked out, didn't we?" Elizabeth remarked softly. 

"We did. Listen, instead of running up to the cabin, how about we walk around the 

castle? We can bother the workers or something." 

"Okay. We can explore the woods behind the house or try out the hot tub on the deck.  " 

"The water is on? In that case, maybe the hot tub in the master bedroom. Will we be 

alone?" 

"Ah. Plans for more than soaking," Elizabeth whispered as she leaned over to kiss Alex 

softly. "And yes, the electricity and water are working, but when the workers leave they turn off 

the electricity, so no hot water, maybe too cool for relaxing." 

  



Chapter  9 

Day Six 

"Good morning, Mark. Looks like Harriet has been getting good hits on her inquiries. 

Amy sightings have been nil for the weekend. The good thing is no more dead bodies." 

"Why are you in so early? Weekends off agree with you?" Mark said as he removed the 

ammunition clip from his gun then stashed the two in his desk and locked the drawer. 

"Don't you feel so much better after a weekend with your family? Notice how quiet it is. 

You used to wake me up earlier to run," she reminded him. 

"Yes. These days my running is when I get home." He sounded resigned to an unhappy 

fate. "The kids want to come along so we're slow speed. Jon rides his bike and I push Katie in 

her stroller. She's complaining she's old enough to ride a bike like Jon. Angel just walks along, 

trying to avoid the bike and stroller. It gives Linda some quiet time while she prepares dinner." 

"Looks like we're all changing schedules. Elizabeth and I started running together last 

Friday at noon. It seems to be a good time for me." 

"I'll have to remember that so when calls start coming in that Detective Adison needs 

assistance, I can explain you're training with Elizabeth who probably is up the road somewhere." 

"And that's the truth. Walking is no preparation for running. She's leaving me way behind 

with her long legs." 

"So, what information do we have on the murder case?" he asked. 

"Claude Holloway's estate is worth twenty million dollars, and it's tied up in investments 

that won't mature for another two years. It's payable to his three daughters. If one of the three is 

deceased it's split between the surviving. If there are no daughters…it goes to his estate. And 

there are two claims against it, namely Mrs. Angela Holloway and Adele Richards, her daughter 

with no blood relation to Claude." 

"Two likely suspects but where does the reporter fit in? It's been confirmed she had a face 

change to look like the twins. It can't be for the money because a blood test would be required by 

the estate." 

Alex picked up a piece of paper from the printer and handed it to him. "This is a list of 

the articles Adele Richards reported to the police that were stolen from her mother by BJ. Two 

things of interest. One is the Tag-Heuer diamond watch with a leather strap, which on that other 

page is a picture of one that Harriet pulled off the Internet. It looks just like the watch Carla was 



wearing when I interviewed her. Now look further down and see the pair of Colt 45s. Claude 

Holloway had worn them in one of his few cowboy movies he played in. The report was filed 

and written up by Adele with her mother vouching to its correctness." 

"They didn't write the serial numbers on this report sheet. Any results on matching the 

gun we found with an owner yet?" 

"There's a match with the one found at the murder scene and from an old report of stolen 

articles from a Burbank studio's prop room. That must have been before they had armories." 

Alex grinned at Mark's puzzled look. "Usually a studio rents real weapons or rubber replicas 

from an armory company. The company calls to the arms manager and lets him or her know how 

many and what they need. Whoever is using the weapon or replica hands over a legal ID until the 

weapon is returned. Apparently Mr. Holloway didn't return his entire costume in his last western 

and someone took issue with it. The pistols are still reported lost so maybe that's why Adele 

didn't write the serial numbers on the stolen articles sheet." 

"This is getting to be messy," Mark said. "How would she know they were stolen from 

the movie company?" 

"Mrs. Holloway was Claude's secretary at the time. And that isn't the least of it. The hairs 

I found on Cynthia's pants and on her shoulder were from a dog, cat and rodent. Too funny, don't 

you think? My thinking is they were planted, like the photograph of Amy and Millie and of Amy 

and Carla, and moving Amy/Cynthia's body to Millie's and putting the gun in her hand and 

shooting her in the head. It's all obvious and a CSI would figure out what is planted and what 

isn't." 

"Confusing the crime scene with junk evidence."  

"I'd like to know where the other gun is. If they were your dad's and you were going to 

set up a suicide scene and plant one of them, wouldn't you find it difficult to part with either of 

them and having second thoughts, try to retrieve the other?"  

"Unless it wasn't done by a sibling and it's like Harriet thinks it's the step-daughter, Adele 

and her mother because of the inheritance. Twenty million is a nice chunk of money even if taxes 

bite you. What is interesting here is the timing of Connie being at the Animal Emergency so 

Cynthia takes that time to enter Amy's room, which since she starts work at 3AM she wouldn't 

have been in her room, and whoever killed Cynthia was also taking advantage of the fact that 



Connie was out of town. Where was Billy in all this? Normally, he keeps an eye on Connie's 

place."  

"He's a HAM operator, Mark. He was probably talking on the radio because the skip was 

good. He has a pal in Russia he talks to when the vibes are right. Besides, the body was moved in 

the elevator which goes out the front door where Billy in his shack wouldn't see." 

"We're back to finding out what Cynthia was writing about. We need to find her notes on 

what story she was supposed to be working on undercover. Her boss and coworkers don't know 

where she was staying. We haven't found any hotel/motel in the four counties that have reported 

missing customers." 

"It would be nice to find out where the sisters are. If Harriet's right then the sisters must 

be hiding from Adele. Do you think the killer knows the wrong person was killed?" 

"What if it was done by the three sisters?" 

Alex made a face. "After reading those letters…no. But then again, people have been 

known to turn when a family member is threatened. Why not send someone to ask around about 

Adele Richards and Cynthia White in their home town?" Alex suggested.  

"You're not going anywhere. You get into trouble when you leave town. And I can't go 

because I have to be in court." 

"Where can't you go?" Chief Harper asked as he entered the station followed by Harriet, 

who was carrying a bag of warm bagels. Chief Harper set the coffee dispenser on the table and 

looked at his two detectives. 

"Alex wants to drive out to talk to Cynthia White's boss and look into Adele's 

background." 

"You aren't going!" Harper and Harriet said in unison.   

"You attract too much trouble when you leave town," Chief Harper said. 

"I'm going to have to leave town sometime," she informed them all dryly. "I appreciate 

your worry about me but…" 

"You aren't going," the Chief repeated flatly. "If someone goes it'll be Mike. He's doing a 

good job working third shift and deserves something out of the ordinary."  

"I think he would do well with the interview. It's a shame to waste his talents on night 

shift even though he wants to work it," Mark said. 

"Alright. We'll setup an interview. Where are the three night owls?" 



"Mike and Bobbie are heading in. They were checking around Elizabeth's place. 

Someone reported seeing a black SUV parked around there."  

"I passed by the house Gary and Margaret were renting. It has a 'For Rent' sign up," 

Harriet mentioned. "I was going to speak with him this morning to see how he's doing." 

"Did he request time off for moving, Mark?" 

"He mentioned he was talking to Granny Joan about him and Gus moving into to her 

house but didn't say it was definite. The house is too big for one person and they have a good 

rapport. She's always feeding Gus treats." 

"It's not like Gary to be this late without calling in. See if you can reach him, Mark." 

"You think something's wrong?" Alex asked. 

"Don't know, but I like to know where my officers are when they're unusually late for 

meetings without calling in."   

*** 

A call from a concerned citizen reported Gary lying outside of his truck with his dog 

locked up inside barking. Gary was unconscious and was rushed to the hospital via helicopter to 

Bales Hospital. Everyone in the department was reluctant to leave their phones in case the 

hospital called with news of his condition. 

Mark leaned over to pick up his ringing phone.   

"Mark, this is Mike. How's he doing?" 

"They're pumping his stomach and hoping we got to him on time. The doctor thinks he'll 

pull through." 

"Man, that's good to hear. Listen, since we talked, I keep going over in my mind how he 

was when we met at shift turnover. He looked to me like he was pulling out of his depression. He 

said he found a room for him and Gus with Granny Joan, and he had a friend that was helping 

him get out of his slump. He didn't sound like someone planning on suicide and he wouldn't have 

done that to Gus. He loves that dog like a kid." 

"Do you happen to know who his friend is?" 

"No. He didn't say. Maybe he told Bobbie. Gary's not one to cry on a man's shoulder. 

Since he's not the bar-type maybe he met her during his shift or at the beach. He likes taking 

walks on the beach." 

"Thanks for the info. Get some sleep." 



"Sure boss. Though I don't think I'm going to get much sleep." 

Mark hung up and looked at the others. "Doesn't Gary stop at the bars near closing time 

to make sure the clientele aren't too drunk to drive home?" 

"That's what his night reports indicate, why?" Alex asked. 

"According to Mike, he didn't look suicidal last night. The hospital found particles of 

something on the outside of his lips. They're analyzing it now."  

"Do you think Margaret came back and tried to kill him because he knows something?" 

Alex asked doubtfully. 

"No," Harriet stated firmly. "Margaret really cares for Gary and Mark, didn't you say they 

were a good match? I'm sure it's tearing her up to have left him behind. They were a cute 

couple." 

"So maybe this 'friend' that was helping him through the loss of Margaret poisoned him. 

Why?" Mark ventured. 

"Maybe he saw something during his night shift and he hadn't put it together yet. 

Remember he was called to Connie's house for a prowler the night of Cynthia's death? We know 

she was killed in that house and those papers I found are pretty important. He could have seen 

someone out that night, and being so depressed lately, slow to put two-and-two together," Alex 

said. 

Chief Harper picked up a phone and called the hospital. "Arnie, this is Harper. I want you 

to put someone outside of Gary's room and I don't want you to let anyone in there that is not part 

of his medical team. That means you're going to have to introduce yourself to each one of those 

nurses and make sure they understand no substitute staff without you being notified….yes. 

Round-the-clock and make sure you tell each one of your cops that and I mean everyone 

including the orderly that changes the sheets….yes. It smells like that." 

"If he comes to, he'll be able to tell us who could have drugged in his food," Harriet said. 

"Alex, grab a crime scene case and let's check his truck and see where he ate last night," 

Mark said. 

"So, you think Margaret did it?" Alex asked as she slid in Mark's truck.  

"No. Like Harriet said, they cared for each other enough to talk about marriage. And I 

don't think it's her family either. That would cause a split in the family partnership and right now 

they can't deal with that when they're being hunted." 



Mark stopped his truck a few yards from Gary's truck and began to look for any evidence 

of what may have gone on.   

Mark held up a curly fry he found in the seat. "Looks like Albert's." He pulled out his 

cell. "Harriet – Mark. Can you or Bea get over to Albert's burger stand and find out who works 

their night shift….Yes." He closed his phone. "She already knows. Her neighbor's kid, Vincent 

and his buddy Duke. I was wondering what happened to those two. I'll interview them. When 

we're finished here I'll head for Granny Joan's where he's boarding and then stop and speak with 

the two kids. Harriet said they're renting the back room from Vincent's parents. I'm going to drop 

Gus off with Granny Joan. She called this morning asking about Gary and Gus."  

When they finished with the area, Alex called Max to tow Gary's truck to Mandy's CSI 

lab.  

Once the car was sitting up on the tow truck bed secured for its trip, Alex checked her 

watch, wondering how much time she had before she met Elizabeth for their afternoon run. 

"Drop me off at the lot so I can pick up a vehicle. I'll see if Elizabeth wants to go for an early 

run."   

"Hi, Elizabeth," she spoke in her cell. "How's your day?" Alex chuckled. "Do you want to 

go on an early run?" Alex laughed again, feeling better just speaking with Elizabeth.   

She let herself in the front door, and went out into the backyard. Just as Elizabeth had 

said, she was getting down and dirty. AJ, the black smooth haired feline was finding something 

interesting in one of the piles of weeds Elizabeth was creating on the winding brick walkway. By 

his sudden frantic attack of the pile he must have found something. Jack and Jill, the orange and 

white litter mates, took over whatever he had started. AJ then calmly left the two to the pile. AJ 

was an instigator Elizabeth and she had decided. Both women wondered why Jack and Jill had 

not figured out for themselves that their brother liked to play pranks on them.  

Her eyes wandered over the backyard. Two thirds of the garden had the weeds cleared 

and dead foliage removed. Against the house wall were fertilizer bags. Alex shielded her eyes to 

see Mama Cat, MC, stretched out on her side, taking advantage of the shade. Only the occasional 

flick of her tail indicated she was not entirely asleep. Alex leaned down and kissed the top of 

Elizabeth's hat.  

"It really looks nice," Alex commented. "I would have thought those were weeds 

myself." She pointed at tiny yellow flowers of the dandelion.  



"It's an herb. Very good that you remembered. And here I thought you were nodding off 

on me. One day you're going to surprise yourself and get down to some serious gardening." 

"Yard work," Alex made a face. "It's a chore. I like it better when you do the tugging and 

pulling, making noises under your breath while the cats and I find a safe spot to watch the 

massacre of vegetation." 

"Let's get dressed for our run."  

"We have a cop down. Gary from the nightshift. He was found him on the beach 

unconscious," Alex said.  

"Will he be all right?" 

"The doctor said yes. He's still unconscious. We think someone poisoned him." 

As usual, they were five minutes into the run when Elizabeth left her behind. Alex kept 

reminding herself that she was more of a long distance runner than a sprinter and was sure if they 

had to do a marathon, she would beat Elizabeth to the finish line. 

*** 

After they both had showered and Alex returned to work Elizabeth found herself too 

wound up to sit still. Even the cats were full of energy and bouncing around the house too 

disruptive for her to write. Elizabeth picked up her keys and locked the door. Driving in a car 

that made no noise allowed her to roll down the windows and hear the wind when she came to a 

stop. With no destination in mind, she ended up at the beach. Probably the same place where 

Alex's co-worker was found, she thought. Elizabeth walked along the edge of the waves looking 

for seashells but not picking any of them up. Tired of that she found a secluded place where the 

sun but not the wind could reach her. Leaning back with her eyes closed she let the sun's energy 

soak into her face. In the distance, she heard a faint sound.   

A dog barking.   

Opening her eyes she spotted a long legged golden dog racing along the beach sometimes 

in the waves, joyously stretched out into a full run. She wondered what the dog was running 

after. The dog disappeared around the bend and then moments later reappeared, running in the 

opposite direction. Suddenly the dog broke off her run and leaped into the water, bounding after 

a bird, only to bounce back to the shore and resume her race with an imaginary partner.  



Elizabeth wondered who owned the dog. She only knew three dogs, Bruno from the 

woman's shelter, Angel, Mark's dog, and Gus, the injured police officer's dog that he took 

everywhere. 

When the golden dog failed to reappear a fourth time, Elizabeth glanced at her watch. It 

was nearly five. Time had passed quickly.   

Elizabeth jogged back to her car. 

Elizabeth waved at Max as she pulled into one of the parking stalls reserved for the police 

department.   

"How's she running?" Max asked holding her door open.   

"She's running fine but I think I rather like Alex's SUV because it wasn't so low to the 

ground."  

Max chuckled. "I have a friend that has a Rav 2005 for sale. They don't eat gas like the 

SUVs and they're high up. 'Course they drive like a car. No guts like the SUVs have." 

Elizabeth laughed. "I just bought this one and I like it enough to keep it. No guts you 

say?" 

"Naw. It's just a car higher than most and they stuck the name SUV on her." 

"Hm. Not something Alex can use then?" 

Max laughed heartily. "Not if she's going up in those mountains. When's her cabin going 

to be finished? Still snow up there?" 

"You'll probably know when the rest of us know. She'll let out a squeal of glee everyone 

will hear." 

Elizabeth waved bye and hurried across the street. Alex was standing on the curb with a 

few of her coworkers.   

"Hey there!" Elizabeth greeted the group. "Is this an official gathering or can a civilian 

join?" 

"Hi Elizabeth, 'course not," Harriet told her. "You're part of this family." 

"We thought it would be nice to get everyone together for a family dinner. Just a 

spontaneous thing. Do you mind?" Alex asked. 

"No. Did anyone think to make reservations?" Elizabeth asked.   



"Harriet took care of everything. We'll be sitting in the garden so Mark's kids can see the 

waterfall and the miniature town. We also called in our orders. I hope you don't mind but I 

ordered for both of us, Mollie's special." 

"No, I don't mind. Did she say what her desert special was going to be?" 

"All her deserts are special," Alex grinned. "I thought it best to leave that to how you 

feel." 

"Good choice." She squeezed Alex's hand.   

Mark's family was already seated. The two kids were working on puzzles that the 

restaurant supplied but once everyone arrived the kids were curious about the new police officers 

and grilled them until dinner arrived. It was not until desert was nearly finished that Alex finally 

had a chance to speak with Elizabeth. 

"So, how was your day?" Alex asked her. Elizabeth glanced up from her nearly finished 

chocolate mousse.   

"I took a walk on the beach." 

"You went all alone?" Katie, Mark's six year old asked in a dramatic voice. She was 

seated next to Elizabeth at her insistence. 

"Well, I wasn't alone," Elizabeth hedged. 

"Anyone I know?" Alex asked, smiling at the help her small interrogator was giving her. 

"Do you know any long legged golden dogs that love to run in the water?" Elizabeth 

asked her. 

"It was a dog?" Katie squealed. Her brother Jon sat up in surprise.   

"You have a dog now?" Jon demanded. Elizabeth guessed he was thinking of Angel's 

status in their home.  

"No. The owner was probably on the other side of the bend. But this dog was wearing a 

big grin on her face as she ran in waves chest deep. She did these leaps in and out of the water, 

like a dolphin. It was so much fun watching her. I almost went down there to join her." 

"Why didn't you?" Katie asked. 

"She was having so much fun I thought I might ruin it if I interrupted her." 

"I would have liked to run with her," Katie informed her earnestly. 

"Are you sure her owner was there?" Jon asked seriously. "Did you look?" 



"No, I didn't. But she was wearing a collar and she did disappear after a few runs on the 

beach. When I left I didn't see her." 

"Daddy, can we go look and see?" Katie asked plaintively.   

"Sure honey. Right after dinner," Mark assured her. 

Elizabeth was grateful neither Mark nor Linda glared at her for the trouble she caused. 

Once Katie put her six year old mind to a problem, she used everyone to solve it. 

"Why don't we all go?" Matthew, Harriet's husband offered. "I haven't been down to the 

beach after sundown for a long time." He smiled at his wife.   

"That's a great idea!" Bea said looking at her husband, Bob. "We just need flashlights and 

we can practice our signals." 

"Signals?" Katie asked. "What kind of signals?" 

"Morse code," Jon her brother informed her with authority. 

"Oh brother. Just don't be doing Morse code along the beach or we'll be flooded with 

calls from people thinking we're being invaded or the mafia is planning something," Chief 

Harper groaned.   

"Well, come on. We have a mission," Bob said as he nodded to the waitress to get the 

checks ready.   

In the parking lot, Bessie Harper decided she wanted to go too, to walk off her dinner, she 

said. It took about thirty minutes to get everyone a flashlight, even down to one on a key ring. 

They all headed to the beach where Elizabeth had seen the dog.   

"I hope Mark and Linda forgive me before the end of the summer," Elizabeth mentioned 

to Alex.   

"This is a family outing. Everyone is happy. Let's just hope we don't lose anyone in the 

dark."   

Genie was sitting in her van when the group arrived. 

"Hey! What are you doing here?" asked Alex. 

"We're here to help find Elizabeth's dog."   

"My dog?" Elizabeth said. In the van were a few of the women from the shelter and all 

wearing night vision goggles. "My gawd! Is this a joke or nightmare?" 

Genie laughed.   

"Who called you?" Alex demanded in an undertone. 



"Katie. She said she needed reinforcements. She said Elizabeth lost her dog on the beach 

and she needed help to find her. She said it's golden." 

"Alright! Everyone gather around." The chief flashed his light and just about everyone 

flashed theirs in return. "We need half of you to go off that way, stay in pairs if you wander from 

your group. The other half that way. Wave your light if you find the dog. Nice equipment you 

got there Genie," he commented.  

"Hey, Genie," Mark edged up to her.  "Isn't that the equipment we use on our night 

training sessions?" 

"Yep." 

He sighed. He thought it was funny to put Katie on the phone and have her call Genie 

because Aunt Genie could help look for the dog Katie was worried about, indirectly getting back 

at Elizabeth, sure that Genie would say something to her about this snipe hunt. Genie no doubt 

thought it would be funny to get back at Mark for trying to irritate her and thought using Mark's 

training equipment he stored at the shelter was a way to poke at him. Then there were some of 

the women at the shelter that were restless and wanted to do something to join in the search. 

Everyone but Aggie who was pregnant, wanted to come. Claire, the manager of the shelter 

elected to sit this one out with Aggie. 

Alex held Elizabeth's hand as they silently walked further along the beach close to the 

cliff wall. "What's wrong, Hon?" 

"I feel like I'm taking these nice people on a snipe hunt," she whispered. Her flashlight 

wavered back and forth looking for anything that was out of place.   

"I just hope we don't find something that Mark and Linda would rather their children not 

see." Alex smiled up at the dark profile near her.   

"Hey! I got dog prints!" Bob's voice hollered.   

"Where?!" squealed Katie. "Where?" 

Soon lights converged where one flashlight waved back and forth. Alex and Elizabeth 

remained where they were.   

"Is that all that's bothering you?" Alex asked, squeezing Elizabeth's hand. 

"Why do you think something is bothering me?" 

"You went for a walk on the beach and didn't take your cell, or did you just have it turned 

off?" 



Elizabeth found a spot to sit. Alex sat next to her. The two ignored the sounds of excited 

voices around them.   

"So?" Alex asked again. 

"I'm wondering if my wanting this big house is making you feel uncomfortable," 

Elizabeth admitted. 

"Of course not! We have a castle for a home and a cabin for our retreat. Elizabeth what 

makes you feel I feel uncomfortable?" 

"I don't know…maybe it's too big." 

Alex started to laugh. "Eh. Now you're worried about cleaning the place. I'll buy a 

vacuum cleaner for each floor. Maybe we should think about hiring someone to come in and 

clean every two weeks, maybe even once a week. Maybe we'll hire someone later to stay in that 

room downstairs. We'll be okay." Alex stroked Elizabeth's hand to comfort her. "If I get restless 

and need to take a walk to think about something I have a lot of room to walk and I'll have 

company with the cats following me." She waited for Elizabeth to say something.   

"Is it because I keep calling it your home rather than ours, does that bother you?" Alex 

ventured. 

Elizabeth shook her head.   

Another yell and lights moved along the cliff wall. Elizabeth flashed her light to the left 

of them and nearly jumped when luminous eyes blinked at them.   

Alex jumped up.   

"Hey, dog," Elizabeth cooed.   

"It's got foam around its mouth," Alex warned her.   

"She's probably been drinking the ocean water," Elizabeth told her. "Angel gets that way 

when she drinks the salt water." 

Alex pulled out her phone and did an autodial for Sandra Rogers, one of Sunrise's 

veterinarians.   

"Jane, this is Alex…" Alex chuckled at Jane, Sandra's significant other, who had heard 

about Elizabeth losing her dog on the beach. "Nothing happens without the grapevine getting 

involved. Yes, we found the dog. Foaming at the mouth but Elizabeth thinks it's because she's 

been drinking sea water. Is there something we can do until you open up tomorrow?...We'll be 

here. Follow all the waving flashlights." 



Elizabeth was waving her light to let the others know she found the dog.   

"Well, looks like the dog found herself a home," Genie mentioned, arriving with 

everyone else.   

The dog's head was lying in Elizabeth's lap, not making any effort to get up with the 

arrival of the crowd.   

"Can I pet it?" Katie dramatically whispered.   

"No, honey bun. She looks really wiped out," Mark told her. "When she's feeling better 

we'll come and visit."   

"If you two keep finding stray dogs, we're going to have to find a nickname for you," 

Linda informed the two women. "I think we need to call Jane or Susan," she added looking at the 

dog closer. 

"I called. Jane's on her way." 

"How about going for a drink to celebrate a good find," Bob said.   

"How about sharing a movie with popcorn? Care to join me?" Bea asked  

Chief Harper joined the group with Bessie. After deciding the situation was taken care of 

they waved goodbye. "You all did well. See you tomorrow." 

The group began to break up but Katie insisted on staying until the doggie doctors got 

there.   

"Do you think she's going to be alright," Katie asked worriedly. 

"She might not be a she," Jon informed her.   

Everyone shined their lights to the back legs.   

"We'll just have to wait to find out," Linda Scripts told the children firmly not wanting 

them to do any self-discovery. 

Katie hopped up and would have run toward the light that was waving in their direction 

had not Linda quickly grabbed her arm. "Don't go running in the dark, honey bunny. You aren't 

familiar with this area." 

Mark went to go find out who was heading their way. He came back with Jane and 

Susan.  

"Hey, puppy," Susan cooed. The dog did one weak flip of its tail and closed her eyes 

again, not bothering to sniff at the hand that reached to touch her.   



After doing a quick check Jane clicked her tongue. "Dehydrated. We're going to have to 

get her into the clinic and start a drip. By these ribs I would say she's not been eating much."  

"She!" squealed Katie.   

"And by the tag she's wearing, her name is Sarah," Susan added. "Tomorrow we'll call 

the number on the tag. It looks like she's from around Bales. Her feet look tender. She's not very 

old maybe two years. You're going to be a big girl, you are," Susan spoke to the dog as she 

continued to examine her by flashlight. Jane had returned to their truck with Mark to get a sling 

carrier.  

"Come by tomorrow and I'll let you know what we have on her," Susan told Elizabeth.   

"I will."  

After Sara was loaded into the back of the truck with Susan riding with her, the two 

families watched as the truck slowly pulled out of the parking lot.   



Chapter  10 

Day Seven 

Alex felt Elizabeth move next to her and then felt a draft. Her mind started the process of 

waking up, first recognizing that she was alone in the bed, and then remembering she was 

working on a case. She opened her eyes and blinked at where she thought the clock was…it had 

been moved. She rolled onto her back and looked in the other direction. A wall.   

Okay. I'm in Elizabeth's bed and we're not in the Ebben's house.   

Fully awake Alex threw back the covers and swung her legs out of bed. As she padded to 

her bedroom she could hear the alarm from her room start and then stop. Elizabeth met Alex in 

the hall.   

"If I look as bad as I feel, I'd say today's going to be a long day," Alex mumbled.   

"Then let's do something to change that," Elizabeth responded. Taking Alex by the 

shoulders she turned her around and guided her into the larger bathroom.   

"I should call in now and tell them I'll be late," Alex smiled. 

*** 

Alex found a note on her desk from Mark. He had taken a trip to Mayward to interview a 

private eye regarding Holloway. 

Alex pulled out her cell and dialed Mark's number. 

"Hey partner? What's going on?" 

"A PI sent Chief Harper an email. He mentioned a local television station that had some 

film we may be interested in viewing that never made it past the local censors." 

"On Holloway?" 

"Before and after his funeral. This PI used to be a cop but got an early retirement on one 

of their budget cuts. Whatever he tells us can't be used in court and he knows it, but getting a 

better understanding will help us eliminate fluff from fact." 

"Just watch your back and…" she shook her head. On her trip to and from L.A. she had 

done the right things and she was still waylaid. "Just be careful," she finished. 

"I have Angel with me," he replied. "It was either Linda and the kids or Angel." 

"Oh. I hope she didn't mind Angel being the pick," Alex chuckled. 

"She was happy with the choice. The kids would miss school and so would Linda. I'm 

about two hours away. I'll call you when I get some info." 



"Okay, Partner. I hope you finished all those reports of yours," she told him. 

"You are one lucky dog. I did," he replied. "Angel, one bark to the babysitter."   

Alex laughed at the one bark in the background and barked back.   

She dropped the phone in the cradle and began to review her notes. Picking up the 

ringing phone she continued to type. "Sunrise PD, this is Detective Adison." 

"Adison, this is Amanda Briscolle." 

"Hey, how are you doing? I didn't get a chance to thank you for your help," she said as 

she sat back in her chair. 

"Sure you did. You probably don't remember it." Alex could feel her change gears from 

social call to business. "This is an official call, Adison. We know that Carol Jones, Henrich 

Reiner's protégé was one of the snipers up at your cabin. We also know she wasn't there to shoot 

you. She's second cousin to Eleanor Hamilton, the mother of the sextuplets you interviewed in 

Southern California. Her baptized name is Glenda Robinson. She was involved in the shootout 

where we found you. From what our crime scene forensics department put together is you were 

kidnapped by paid assassins to make it look like the Jade Amulet was involved. Adding your 

name to the hit list came from within the Bureau. Rita was there by arrangement and she took 

Carol Jones there to make sure it was on the up-and-up and that was why the shootout occurred. 

We found the plane she used with blood from a wound Rita suffered from and a message that 

whoever set them up, they were going to come looking for them. She made it clear it was 

someone in the FBI." 

"Does Agent Lockwood know who I am?" 

"Yes. He's been suspended without pay and under investigation as are members of the 

Lockwood family that are in various Federal law enforcement branches. Spouses included. As 

his background was investigated links to other members of his family have shown a pattern of a 

crime family operating under the auspices of the Federal Government. Not pretty for the Bureau 

but they should have cleaned up their messes themselves when they knew something hinky was 

going on with their favorite family of agents." 

"So the Lockwoods are cleaning up possible witnesses?" 

"If a name appears on a witness list and they're dead or disappeared, it's another black 

mark on them. Disappearing people or arranging accidents is trademark of black ops in 

government affairs and they have family ties in that agency." 



"Don't I know it," Alex said heavily.  

"How's Elizabeth?"  

"Good. She's excited about her house." Alex smiled, picturing Elizabeth's furrowed brow 

as she moved things around on the 3D model of the house and property.  

"How is Sam doing on your cabin?" 

"He's keeping it a secret. He's having way too much fun with this project." 

Amanda chuckled. "Well, the last I heard is that you'll have a safe house next to the bomb 

shelter just in case someone you knew in the past remembers you had a bomb shelter below."   

"Did he say anything about the hot tub?" Safe house?   

"What do you want with a hot tub in the wilderness?" 

"Well, did he?" 

"Can't say."  

Alex could hear the smirk in her voice.  

"So, you'll keep me updated on whether I need to worry about another assassin from the 

Lockwoods?"  

"Yes. Alex, I don't think you or Elizabeth are in their sights anymore. That latest fiasco of 

trying to eliminate you and Rita wasn't one of their best moves. They have everyone's attention 

now." 

"I'll let Elizabeth know about the Lockwoods. You know she suspects Agent Helen 

Brown was assassinated?" 

"We all know that as fact." 

"Well, take care of yourself, Briscolle. I don't want you to be another name on a list." 

"I feel the same about you and Elizabeth."   

Alex disconnected and pulled out her cell phone, pushing the autodial for Elizabeth. No 

answer. 

Alex's line buzzed.  "Sunrise PD, Detective Adison speaking." 

"We didn't do it." Click. 

Alex blinked her eyes a few times.   

"Alex, you alright?" Harriet asked concerned. She placed the bag of bagels on the table.  

"Uh? Oh…uhhmm…" She spotted Chief Harper behind Harriet, holding a folder and a 

coffee carafe. "We may have a problem," she informed the two, quickly prioritizing what news 



to impart first. "Remember the sniper the Jaded Amulet was using? I just got a call from Agent 

Amanda Briscolle from SID. The sniper is second cousin to the sextuplet's mother, Eleanor 

Hamilton. Though she goes by Carol Jones her family name is Glenda Robinson. Briscolle said 

my kidnapping was an assassination arranged by rouge members of the Bureau and the Jaded 

Amulet was meant to take the blame. There's an investigation going on that's looking into past 

incidents and they involve me and someone Elizabeth knew." 

"Oh, lordy," Harriet said dramatically.   

"Briscolle doesn't think Elizabeth and I are targets anymore. She just wanted us to be 

aware." 

"None of that news brings any comfort to me," Harriet said. "How about you?" she 

looked at Chief Harper. 

"I'll look into it. But if she says she doesn't think Alex and Elizabeth are targets…" he let 

it go at that.  

Alex didn't think with her two near recent brushes with death lately, he was too trusting 

of the Feds policing their own. 

"I have some more news…on our murder case is my guess. This call I just got the 

message was, 'We didn't do it', and then a hang-up." 

"Male – female?" Chief Harper inquired. 

"Female with a hoarse voice. Sounded hurried, like she was sneaking the call in. I heard a 

bus stopping or a vehicle with air brakes." 

"That could either be this Jaded Amulet thing or the Amy Milroy Case," Harriet said.  

"Unless it's a case we haven't heard about yet," Harper said. 

"So, how's Gary doing?" Alex asked.  

Harper glanced at Harriet. "You said you were going to call the duty nurse this morning." 

"I did. He's hanging in there. It's like he doesn't know if he wants to stay or not," Harriet 

said. "I was thinking of bringing in some music. I was reading a book, The Mozart Effect and 

was thinking this would be a good situation to put some of that stuff to work…nice music…no 

words. Then I was remembering that Granny Joan, who is taking care of Gus, said the dog 

talks…you know how Mark's dog does those funny sounds when she knows she's done 

something wrong?" Two heads nodded. "Well, I was thinking of recording Gus's voice making 

those sounds and playing them for Gary." 



"That's a good idea. People that are unconscious still hear what's going on around them. 

Maybe I'll stop over and read him one of Elizabeth's books from her children's series." 

"I read those stories to my grandkids," Harriet informed her, "and I like them too. They 

are funny and very sensitive. Maybe children's tales are what Gary needs to hear." 

The two followed Harper through his office into the meeting room. They set their coffee 

cups down in front of their usual place at the table then went to get pencils, paper and reports 

they would need for the morning meeting.   

After the meeting, Alex went over the interviews Mark had with the last two people Amy 

cleaned for. Mark had developed a list of people to speak with for more information on where 

Amy liked to go if she wanted to relax. Only three of them knew she had made contact with her 

sisters but didn't know anything more about them. 

*** 

At noon, Elizabeth arrived home as Alex strolled up the walkway. She waited for 

Elizabeth to join her at the door.   

"Hi. Did you get my message?" Alex asked. 

"Which one?" 

Her tone surprised Alex.   

"Don't mind me. I've been cranky lately," Elizabeth said apologetically. "Are you going 

to unlock the door?" 

"I left my keys on my desk." 

"Well, my keys are somewhere in the house."  

"Well, let's go see Genie for the spare keys." 

"I hadn't given her the new set yet." 

Alex pulled a small case from the inside of her coat pocket, and used her body to prevent 

anyone seeing what she was going to do. "I sure hope I'm still good at this."   

"Aren't you going to ask me where I was?" Elizabeth asked testily. 

"Can I ask when we're running? While you talk to me there will be less chance of you 

leaving me behind," Alex said.   

Alex followed Elizabeth into the kitchen.   

"What happened?" Alex asked sitting in the chair next to Elizabeth. 

"Would you mind if I adopted Sarah?" 



For a moment Alex's mind went blank. 

"The dog from the beach," Elizabeth reminded her. 

"I don't mind. Is that where you were? I called Genie trying to locate you and she said 

you were busy and couldn't be disturbed." 

"Oh. I was at the hospital reading to your coworker, Gary. I didn't want you to be 

concerned that I was getting morbid or anything like that." She gave an apologetic smile to Alex, 

and made an effort to lift her spirits. "Before I left, Granny Joan brought a tape recording of a 

dog whining and barking. It was pretty funny to listen to her get this dog to talk. The nurse at the 

front desk told me she's working on a list of readers so that Gary will have classical music, 

recordings from his dog Gus, Gregorian chants, mantras, and stories read by volunteers. 

Anyway, after listening to Gus I thought about Sarah and thought she could use a good forever 

home." 

Alex moved her hand to curl around Elizabeth's. "I think adding Sarah to our forever 

home is great. Someone in this household has to keep up with you running." She paused a 

moment and gave Elizabeth's hand a squeeze. "Briscolle called. She said the Lockwood family 

may have been…is behind the recent assassination attempts on my life."  

"I can believe that from them. So, who was murdered?" Elizabeth asked. "There's a rumor 

going around that Amy's ghost is walking around." 

"Not her ghost, as far as I know, she's still alive. Did they say where she's been seen?" 

"Too many places that I lost count. So who was the body if not Amy?" 

"A reporter that had her face changed to look like Amy and her twin. That should make 

the town thrilled that Amy has an identical twin somewhere." 

"So, not only is the corpse not Amy's but someone made it to look like her? Interesting 

small town we have here. Gives me a lot of material for another story." 

"Gawds, Elizabeth. Don't make it obvious. Can you image what that will do to the people 

that believe they are mentioned and not mentioned in your book?" 

Elizabeth laughed. "Oh, yes. Where do you think I get some of the suspense filler for my 

stories?" 

Alex looked at her concerned. "FBI type of suspense filler?" 

"You still haven't read any of my books," she accused. 

Alex blushed. "I live that life. I don't want to read about it on my time off." 



Elisabeth smiled. "I agree. We both need comedy and no murder and mayhem in our off 

time." 

"So would the Lockwoods single you out for assassination?" 

"Yes. Why do you think it was so easy for the White Knights to track me? Why do you 

think SID was so interested? I guess you weren't on the list for Need to Know Everything." 

"No, I guess I wasn't," she said thoughtfully. "Briscolle said if any more botched or 

otherwise disappearances or deaths occur with ties to the Lockwood family they'll all be in SID 

lockdown." 

"What does that mean?" 

"SIDs version of Gitmo, I presume. I know when SID needs a dangerous person to 

disappear; they're no different than Black Ops. I stayed away from that section of the Bureau. 

Boundaries blur and they have to have one of those little tracking devices implanted so if they go 

rouge they're easily located." 

"If they know about the implant they can have it removed," Elizabeth said. 

"I know. Let's talk about something more pleasant." 



Chapter 11 

Day Eight 

 

Wednesday morning Mark was back with a film show. He turned the lights off and Eric 

started the film on Claude Holloway's funeral. It began with the arrival of the hearse to the grave 

site. More than a dozen frames were spent on each person who attended. A figure dressed in 

black leathers and impaled with lip and nose rings sported the same thick curly hair and forehead 

of the late Claude Holloway. The figure didn't join the crowd around the casket as a short eulogy 

was given and flowers were laid on top of the casket.  

The film picked up at the reception in someone's house where there was a pitiful buffet 

with no alcohol and by the expressions on some of the faces, bad or cold coffee. The camera 

made sure this was noted. The widow claimed that Claude left no will, and had no family but her 

and her daughter. The camera panned to the step-daughter dressed in a figure tight dress, 

catching her sudden stiffening and slitting of her eyes.  

"That bastard is not going to come into our house!" she hissed sounding just like a 

serpent, forgetting there was a camera was on her.  

The camera quickly moved to catch a leathered young woman standing at the front door 

taking in the interior of the room before stepping in. It telescoped for a close up. The black 

leather motorcycle outfit with thick boots were not as putting-off as the lip and ear piercings. 

Everyone else was conservatively dressed.  

"Adele, let me handle it," a male voice could be heard saying. 

"I'm perfectly capable of handling that bastard or any others that show up!" 

The film ended with the sudden hand over the lens and the muffled sound of someone 

telling the cameraperson that there was to be no more filming.  

The camera operator apparently was not giving up. Each person that left the house was 

filmed and spoken with to get an idea what part they played in the stage actor's life. There 

weren't more than half a dozen people around the Holloway estate for the funeral.  

A police vehicle arrived and then left.   

The next clip showed Barbara Jean's arrest. It was in the day time and by the date at the 

corner of the clip, it was the next day. Sheriff John didn't identify himself but roughly grabbed 

Barbara Jean, throwing her to the ground in front of a few people. She demanded to know what 



she was being arrested for and asked for a lawyer yelling for someone to call the real police. The 

next film drama picked up on Barbara Jean with bruises standing before the judge. The 

prosecutor stated she violated her parole and she should be remanded to prison to complete her 

original jail sentence, disturbing the peace. The judge agreed that she was continuing to make a 

public nuisance of herself and sentenced her to finish her prison time.  

The camera panned to Adele and her mother who were not happy. Adele was 

immediately on her feet and pushing past people to speak with the district attorney. He merely 

shrugged his shoulders and arranged his papers for the next case.   

The film ended there. 

Mark turned the lights back on.   

"That gal in leather, Barbara Jean, doesn't scare me as much as the step-daughter, Adele. 

She's mean as all get-up," Harriet reflected. 

"She and her mother are something else," Mark agreed while handing around pictures. 

"The PI that called me down there said about a year before Claude's death; Adele hired him to do 

a search for all his three 'bastards'. She had three names. Georgie, the PI, located them and did a 

background on each as she requested and turned over his research to Adele. There were three 

girls, two of them identical twins. Also, the mothers were sixteen when they became pregnant, 

and seventeen when they had their babies. The babies were immediately adopted. I also 

interviewed Adele and her mother with their lawyer present, asking about Barbara Jean and her 

lawsuit against the estate. I asked if Adele knew of the daughters and she said no. The lawyer 

abruptly showed me out. " 

"A lawyer. Is that suspicious or what?" 

"Georgie called because he believes that Barbara Jean got a bad rap at the funeral and 

when he heard about Amy's death, he got even more suspicious. He thinks Adele has been 

setting Barbara Jean up since she had her located, to be arrested from petty theft to drunk and 

disorderly and he suspects she's been stalking Amy. Since she was messing with those two he 

suspects the other sister may have her woes from Adele too." 

"That makes her suspect number one," Alex said. 

"But where does Cynthia White come in?" 

"She is messing up our murder investigation," Mark said. 

"Oh, lordy," Harriet drew out slowly. "When it rains it pours." 



"It's not that bad," Mark assured her.   

"Oh, yes it is," she said. "Besides this mess, we have Gary in the hospital and whoever 

tried to kill him is still out there may be looking to finish the job." 

"And we have the missing Holloway sisters not knowing if any of them are involved in 

Cynthia Whites death," Alex said. 

"Eric, dredge through every database you can for information on the widow, Angela 

Richards Wright-Holloway and her daughter Adele Richards," Harper directed. 

"I see you've confirmed that the reflection of Barbara Jean in the window is photo 

shopped," Alex said to Eric.  

"It is," he said. "The software caught the difference in pixels."  

"I wonder if the leather Barbara Jean showed up at the funeral was an act. Eric, do you 

think you can get a picture of her in her leather outfit off that tape? And also one of Adele. I 

think I'm going to visit Carla and flash a few pictures her way. I need some neutral pictures too."   

"Will do. Anything else?"  

"Did you find who was messing with my computer at home?" 

"The FBI. Next time they visit they'll have a message with a graphic dynamite fuse to not 

mess with your computer. Being that it was the FBI I have to restrain my usual reply with just a 

hand slap." 

"Did you fill out a complaint form?" Harper asked. 

"I followed protocol," Eric said.  

"Meanwhile, we have evidence to sort through from Mike," Mark told the others. "He's 

still out of town trying to find out what Cynthia White's undercover work was on. She completed 

a news report a year ago of women inmates around the world. One of the prisons was where BJ 

was incarcerated. Cynthia was in there as the prison librarian."  

"Now we're getting somewhere. That might be the connection of Cynthia to the 

Holloways. Maybe he'll be able to find out why she went to such an extreme of changing her 

face to look like the twins." 

"Any other new news?" Harper asked. "Then let's work on what we have. Harriet, there's 

some shoplifting going on around the Northside shops. Can you take someone with you, dressed 

in civilian clothes, and walk around the shops?" 



"I will like to get out of this uniform and wear some tennis shoes for a while. These 

uniform shoes aren't the most comfortable for long walks," Harriet said. 

"If you can find a pair of good walking shoes that look good with the uniform, you let me 

know," Harper said. "Alright everyone, have a safe day." 

 

At eleven Alex shut down her PC. It was time for her run with Elizabeth.   

"Eh, Alex," Mark called. 

She looked up from locking her desk. "Yes?" 

"Would you and Elizabeth mind if I ran with you?" 

Alex grinned. "Are the kids too much for you?" 

"They're arguing and whining and I want peace and quiet when I run," he admitted. 

Alex leaned over and tapped in a number. "Hey, sweetie… well that can be easily 

arranged. Mark wants to know if he can join us adults for our run?... Yeah?...Okay. See you in a 

few." 

Alex hung up the phone. "It seems our noon run has inspired others. Do you want to meet 

us at the -  Oh. I see you're prepared. You can drive me over then." 

When Mark arrived at Elizabeth and Alex's house there were cars already lined up.  

"I think everyone is gearing up for the Mid-Summer Charity run," Mark guessed. 

"I wonder who I'm going to be running with at the back of the pack?"  

"You think you have it bad? If I'm the only guy here they're going to have expectations," 

he said. "Oh, this is better."  

Mark and Alex changed quickly. 

Some of the men that showed up were teachers from the high school and some track 

students. The runners were all experienced and like Mark guessed, were getting ready for the 

Mid-Summer Charity Marathon that Sunrise gave to help raise money for charities in the four 

counties.  

Alex stayed even with Elizabeth, only because Elizabeth was not running like she usually 

did. Too many people jostling for the front was her excuse. There was no conversation between 

them just comfortable companionship. By the time they finished the route they usually ran, Mark 

was still leading the pack around the park.  

*** 



Later, Alex waited for Carla to take a lunch break and stopped her out of sight from the 

craft shop, least her boss find more questioning of Carla a reason to let her go. "Evening, Carla. 

Can you give me a few minutes?" 

Carla's frown turned to a look of curiosity at the large envelope Alex held. "A few. 

What's up?" 

"I have five pictures I'd like you to look at." She pulled them out and handed them to 

Carla. The first she pulled was someone that had nothing to do with Sunrise and so was the 

second. She looked at the first two pictures and shook her head. The third was the picture of a 

leathered up Barbara Jean with ear, nose and eyebrow piercings. 

"Wow," Carla breathed, dragging the word out. "She is so hot! This is her…this is Kitten. 

Where did you get this picture? Can I have it?" 

"So, I take it you've not seen her in leathers?" 

"I've seen her in a few things and out…" Carla tried to waggle her brows.   

"No. They're evidence. What about the other two?" 

"Nope," she shook her head without pausing to study the photo of Adele and paused at 

the other but passed that up too.  

"Okay. Thank you. Have you heard from Kitten?" 

"No. I think she's gone. But there are a lot of others out there." She sounded unconcerned 

but if Kitten no longer mattered why did she want the picture? 

"Well, have a nice day, Carla."   

Back at the office Alex wrote up her notes and personal impressions. She sent a CC to 

Harper, Mark and Harriet. She spent the rest of the afternoon going over everyone's notes, made 

some phone calls and was no closer to figuring out who killed Cynthia White. 

At five thirty Alex collected pictures she wanted to look closer at under a magnifying 

glass at home, stuffing them in her coat pocket. She intended on using the dining table if 

Elizabeth was starting a new project where she cut out pictures from magazines to put together 

characters for her next book. As she began her walk she remembered when she first arrived in 

Sunrise that walking to and from work was a ritual she used to unwind from one job while 

mentally gearing up for another. She didn't miss the juggling of two jobs. Breathing in deep, she 

enjoyed a hint of ocean spray in the air.   

"Hey," a voice called to her from a park bench. 



Alex looked over toward the voice where two women were sitting in the dark. A hat was 

pulled down over one of the women's face and the other was wearing a fake mustache and 

military kakis with heavy boots. Alex wondered if anyone was fooled by the disguises. 

"I want you to know, we're running for our lives," the bearded woman said. 

"Amy?" Alex asked the woman with the hat pulled over her face.   

"Someone's trying to kill us," Amy said, but not pulling the hat up.  

Alex looked around quickly, getting the familiar feeling of being watched.   

Alex pulled out her phone and called a favor in.   

"See that building? We'll head over there." 

"That's the women's shelter," Amy said in a hesitant voice. 

"Wouldn't you rather stay somewhere that is a safe where you get your own warm bed 

and a chef whose goal is to out-cook Mollie?" 

"Who's Mollie and what's the hitch?" Barbara Jean asked suspiciously. She looked 

around them while she followed Alex and Amy. 

"The restaurant Mollie," Amy explained. 

Suddenly they both froze. 

"What?" 

"That's the SUV that tried to run us over," Amy said. 

"And shot at us," BJ said.  

The said SUV took a turn to a side street and disappeared.  

The three sprinted for the house. As they ran up the stairs the door was opened. Alex 

looked back and couldn't see the vehicle's lights. 

Once inside Alex pulled her cell out and called Chief Harper.  

"Chief, I have Amy and Barbara Jean at the women's shelter. Someone in a black Mazda 

SUV, windows tinted was identified by the two as trying to harm them. I'll take their report but 

meanwhile I'm going to keep them at the women's shelter for their protection." She listened to 

his instructions and nodded. "Will do. Good night."  

Claire gave Amy a hug. "I'm sorry for whomever that was that died in Millie's house, but 

I'm glad it wasn't you." 



Alex was not surprised that Amy stayed with the hug a few moments. Claire's empathy 

for people in emotional pain was one of her strong points to running a successful safe house for 

women fleeing out of state abusers.   

"And you are?" Claire turned to Barbara Jean and waited for Barbara Jean to speak.  

"BJ," she said warily, staying out of reach of Claire's hugs.   

Claire waved them to the elevator. "Come on then, Amy and BJ. I'll show you two to 

your room. It's on the third floor with a nice view of the skyline. We have a library on the second 

floor where we also play games and socialize. If you can't sleep at night and want to wander, 

that's the only place you won't set off alarms. My suggestion is you don't set any off. It gets 

everyone cranky and a house full of cranky women is not something you would want to wish on 

anyone." 

Both women looked into the room before stepping in. It had two single beds, a dresser, 

and a closet with a toilet.  

"All the rooms on this floor share a bathing room behind that door." She pointed to 

another door that had a comical icon identifying what was behind the door. "Genie will bring up 

a light dinner. You two look like you haven't been eating much. Are you allergic to anything? 

Okay. We have secondhand clothes on racks in the basement. They've all been cleaned and 

repaired. If you need underwear, we have unopened packs that you can toss in the washer and 

dry them for use the same day. As you can see on the beds you have new tooth brushes, towels 

and soap. If you need anything else let me know and if it's possible I'll get it." 

Claire pointed at the windows in the room. "They have alarms on them. If you need air, 

push the alarm release. The windows don't go all the way up for a reason. If you need to stand on 

a balcony, the library has a balcony with a telescope to see the stars." She smiled at Alex who 

had donated the telescope to the shelter.   

"Phone use is restricted. We don't want any perps tracing calls here. Your cell phone will 

only work on the first floor and we discourage their use because perpetrators can trace a cell 

signal. Breakfast is served at eight, lunch at noon, and dinner at five. If you should miss any of 

them, Genie will provide you with something to eat. I encourage you to have your meals with the 

others. Depending on how long you'll be here, we have classes in sewing, how to dress for 

business, office skills, how to repair stuff around a house or apartment, how to spot a perp and 

other survival stuff. There's a list of on-line classes in the basement where we have computers. 



You'll need a password so if you want to use a computer, you need to ask so we can get you set 

up. Cursing and loud conversations are discouraged. Keep in mind the walls are thin here and no 

one wants to hear another person's business." Claire looked at the two women in askance, and 

getting no questions continued, "We have fresh bedding on both beds. Do you want to room 

together or separate?" 

"Together," they said in unison.  

"Okay. You share walls with Marie on the left and Claudia to the right. Across the hall is 

Georgiana. Marie sometimes wakes from nightmares and Claudia is given to wandering at night. 

If you run across Claudia, just let her be. She'll find her way back to her room. Every door has a 

lock, and I have a key to every door. If it makes you feel better by all means lock it. Any 

questions?" 

"Yeah. You teach knitting?" BJ asked sarcastically.  

Claire chuckled, "If you stay long enough and you're interested in learning something that 

we can provide, we'll connect you to an instructor. Jenny Gale likes to cook so Genie is giving 

her lessons on cooking professionally. Lee is a builder so we're planning gazebos and playhouses 

to keep her busy. Unless you have anything else to ask…Okay, I'll be seeing you two later." 

Alex watched Amy go over to the bed and study the covers and then pull them back to 

make sure they were clean. "These are mine!" 

"Connie had someone move your stuff out the day we removed the crime scene tape. I'm 

sorry. We weren't expecting her to be so quick about emptying your room out. In a week she'll be 

permanently out of the house. The bank has seized the house." 

Amy was still for a moment and then shrugged her shoulders. "I wouldn't want them now 

anyway. She was always going through my stuff when I wasn't there, even after I changed the 

lock on the door."  

"I got the envelopes that were taped to the back of the bureau," Alex said. "And two 

boxes of letters and some bills." 

"Oh, thank God," she whispered. "I was afraid she would burn them just out of spite." 

"Can you tell me what's going on and why someone would want to kill you?" 

"Our inheritance," BJ said. 

"Adele Richards and Angela Holloway?" Alex asked. 



"Adele is capable of anything evil. If you met her, you would think the same thing," BJ 

said bitterly.  

"Can I ask you some questions? We have a murder and we'd like to know what's going 

on." 

"Was it Tami that was killed?" Amy asked fearfully. 

"No. It was Cynthia White, a journalist." 

Amy looked at BJ. "You said they thought it was me." 

"That's what I heard!" 

"We all thought it was you, Amy. She looked like you in the face, but her clothing and 

other things had us wondering." 

"But then it has to be Tami. We're identical twins," Amy said looking distraught. 

Alex reached over and patted her arm. "Cynthia White isn't related to Claude Holloway. 

That we do know. She was a journalist that did an undercover story of women in prison over a 

year ago." 

Alex pulled out photos from her pocket and laid them on one of the beds.  

"These were taken at Claude's funeral, our dad," BJ explained to Amy. 

"Who is this? What is she doing at his funeral?" Amy pointed at Adele. "I've seen her 

around Sunrise. She's a free-lance photographer that wanders around the bars and public parties 

offering to take your picture for a fee." 

"Did she know Carla?" Alex asked.  

"I don't think so. She's not gay, that's for sure." 

Amy went to the photo of her and Carla.   

"Oh, gods. I remember this. That woman took our picture after I said no. Carla was 

flirting with her and the woman decided that meant yes to the picture. When I told her I wasn't 

going to pay for it and Carla certainly couldn't, she and Carla got pissed off. Where did you get 

this? This was about…two maybe three years ago? It was at the fair for raising money for the 

clinic's outreach program, helping the old folks at that retirement home." 

"This was found in your storage facility in a bag of clothes that were traced to Cynthia 

White. Can you tell me about the day you moved your stuff there?" 

"It wasn't a good day," Amy said, shaking her head. "On the way to the apartment from 

work my car blew a tire. I went spinning and hit one of those big trash cans on the driver's side. 



It messed up my driver's side door. I called my mechanic and he sent a tow truck. Bob, the 

apartment manager told us either we move everything out that day or he'll dump our stuff. Since 

Carla doesn't have a car I knew I would be hauling her stuff too, so I called a friend, Linda to 

borrow her truck. Before stopping by to pick up the truck I get a call from Carla that she's 

waiting for me in the apartment and she's driving the truck I was going to borrow. Linda 

wouldn't have lent Carla her truck because she had no license, so I hurried over praying Carla 

didn't back up into someone. When I get there I find all my boxed clothing is now stuffed in 

plastic bags and her stuff is in my boxes. I asked if she could give me a lift to the storage place. 

She whined there and back. What a nightmare. The most important thing was to get Carla to 

move her stuff out and return Linda's truck undamaged." Amy shook her head. "It was a horrible 

day." 

"So why doesn't Carla have a license?" BJ asked. 

"She had her license suspended for drinking and driving when we lived in Antioch. 

Drunk or sober she's not to be trusted driving. She doesn't pay attention to the road."  

"Is Carla on drugs?" Alex asked. 

"She doesn't have the money for that habit. Drinking is her poison when she has money."   

Amy glanced at BJ. "You know…maybe Tami is still in Grants Pass! Her girlfriend 

probably changed her mind. Tami said she was like that. Tell her she could have or do something 

and suddenly…"  

"Has it occurred to you that Claire can help you get Tami out of that situation?" Alex 

asked. 

"We're helping her," Amy said.  "That's why she's coming here." 

"Maybe her girlfriend figured it out," BJ worried. 

"I'll call her house…no, I'll call Marie. She runs the store next door and is a friend of 

Tami's that Jackie doesn't know about." 

BJ snorted. "I can't believe that anyone would be such a jerk if she knew her girlfriend 

was inheriting part of 20 mil."   

"People who love to control others do a lot of strange things. Could there be more than 

the 20 million at stake?" Alex asked. 

BJ shook her head. "That's all I found." 

"How did you and BJ get together?" 



"A while back, about three years ago, I found out that I was not only adopted but that I 

had an identical twin sister and a half-sister." She placed a hand on BJs arm, "BJ sent me a letter 

of introduction and three envelopes with information. At the time I couldn't figure out which was 

the best part of that news, that the woman that posed as my mother was not or that I had two 

sisters and one was my identical twin. I read up on what it was like to be an identical twin and 

that explained a lot of strange feelings and things that happened to me throughout my life. I had 

thought it was my nerves. Anyway I went to the adoption agency that BJ wrote down to see how 

I could reach my twin. As I was asking that, my twin was calling the agency for the same 

information. Synchronicity! Deana was her first name and her adopted family changed it to 

TamiLyn, but she likes Tami. Tami's adopted mother and father were always fighting. Not 

physical violence just a lot of yelling and screaming and throwing things around. At the time we 

connected we all wanted to meet right away but Tami just started a job and didn't have the 

money or days off to visit yet. I didn't have the money to visit her so we wrote using post office 

boxes. Her roommate was also her boss and she thought she was opening up her mail, like Carla 

was doing to mine. About two years ago I had a chance to visit Tami for the first time but BJ 

couldn't go with me. Then about a year ago I went to visit her again. To keep Carla from 

interfering, which she would because she's a pest, I paid her way to San Francisco which 

happened to be celebrating Gay Pride Week. While she was gone, I went to meet Tami in Grants 

Pass, Oregon. I couldn't believe the change in just one year. She was so nervous and kept looking 

at her watch. She said her boss doesn't like her taking long lunch breaks. I asked her to have 

dinner with me but she gave me some excuse I can't remember. Anyway, months later she 

admitted to me her boss was controlling and giving her grief about me and anyone else that came 

into her life. I was getting real strange vibes from her and getting nervous but her letters didn't 

mention what her boss was doing to her, but I could feel it. If I knew what she was really going 

through, I would have brought her back with me."  

"How did you get all that information on your sisters and father, BJ?" Alex asked. 

"My real mother left me her diary and some documents. She kept tabs of Claude. She 

said after Claude learned he impregnated her he had a vasectomy. He mentioned he had twin 

girls by another girl and wasn't going to get caught again." 

"Did he give her any money?" 



"She didn't mention it in her diary. I didn't learn she was my mother until she was dying. 

To me, she was this woman that kept reappearing in my life. Sometimes she was interesting and 

other times she would lecture me about how I was living my life. I just thought she was a crazy 

woman. She told me she was my mother when she was in the last stages of cancer. She asked me 

to visit her in the hospital and in return she would tell me who I was. A tempting bribe, but by 

then I was in trouble with the law, getting busted for things I did and things I didn't do. The day 

she died I beat up a trash can. Found my mother and then she's gone. Since I destroyed public 

property I went to jail. I put my time to good use though. I found out what I could about Claude 

Holloway. Those girls in prison know how to find out all sorts of things." 

"You had help, huh?" Alex asked, wondering if she meant Cynthia White. 

"One of the girls working in the library taught anyone that wanted to get a GED and 

showed me how to research." 

"What was her name?" 

"CW. Everyone called her that, even the guards, well, when they didn't call us by our 

number. She shared a cell with Tricia then was switched with me when Tricia was released. You 

think CW can be Cynthia White?"  

"Possibly." 

"No way does she look like Amy. She's taller and her hair color is lighter." 

"Plastic surgery and hair dye can take care of most differences. That explains why her 

clothing taste was different than yours, Amy. So, what did you find in your research?" Alex 

asked. 

"CW did. I don't know how and she wouldn't say, but the two last movies Claude 

Holloway was in, he invested money from the films into an account that would mature in thirty-

five years with myself, Amy and Tami as the beneficiaries. That's two years from now. He left us 

money! Who would have thought that after what he did to our mothers, he would think about us. 

CW showed me how to find a lawyer and he agreed to represent us. Claude Holloway's widow 

and her daughter challenged our claim but they have no leg to stand on. DNA tells all. They are 

both the type of evil that belongs in jail. I don't know how anyone could have been married to 

that woman much less lived with the mother and daughter." 

"Have you met Tami?" Alex asked BJ. 



"I never did. Tami's boss, Jackie Wiggins has been getting weird with Tami and she's 

absolutely scared of her. The only reason we know this is because Marie LaRue, a seventy year 

old shop owner next door to Jackie's shop called and told Amy what was happening. Jackie won't 

let Tami talk to anyone and locks her up in a closet at her store whenever she leaves town. We 

worked out a plan to free Tami next time Jackie locks her up. Marie and her grandson would 

rescue her and put her on a bus to Sunrise. Marie called me on Saturday the 12
th

 saying she heard 

Jackie make plans to leave town for three days. So Amy and I were waiting to hear more from 

Marie." 

Amy nodded. "I could feel her fear. It was giving me goose bumps and I was feeling 

nauseated." 

"Amy spent the night in my hotel room waiting for a call from Marie. We called and left 

messages on Marie's phone but it was the weekend and her shop isn't open during the weekends. 

Monday we didn't hear anything and Amy was still getting chills. Monday night when Amy 

finished her last job she was going to stop and pick me up and we would have lunch and see how 

she was feeling about Tami. If it was still bad, I was going to ride my motorcycle up there and 

check things out. Bad luck, Amy called to say someone had stolen her car." 

"I thought it was Carla and I didn't want to report her. She's been acting really strange for 

the last month. I think it's because she doesn't have a free couch to crash on anymore," Amy said. 

"I walked home to change clothes and Connie gets in my face shouting at me that I had let 

someone in her house without asking permission. I thought she was going to have a heart attack. 

I told her she was crazy and had to push her out of the way to get up the stairs. When I got in my 

room, the door was unlocked and I could tell she had taken some things. My closet door was 

opened and someone had gone through my clothes, my shoes were kicked around, the bathroom 

was a mess and I no longer had a shower curtain. I couldn't tell if it was a Carla tantrum or 

Connie's work. I thought maybe that's who she meant about going into my room. Anyway, I 

changed clothes, packed a bag and climbed out the window so I didn't have to pass Connie and 

her dog. BJ was waiting for me on her motorcycle." 

"As we're driving away that black Mazda SUV tries to run us down. It ran us out of town 

and I'll tell you, I was shit scared I wasn't going to out run that SUV. Amy wanted to go to the 

police department but while we were running I could have sworn someone was shooting at us. I 

looked in my mirror and sure enough, I saw a gun! I was shitting in my pants. We hid out a 



couple of days. Amy wanted to get those envelopes from her room at night so we headed to her 

rooming house but her landlady's dog was barking like crazy and that SUV was parked a few 

houses down." 

"Where have you been since?"   

"Around. It was scary to hear that Amy was dead and then we thought since we couldn't 

reach Tami it was her. It's been a real pain because Amy's not used to sleeping anywhere she 

hasn't cleaned."  

Amy poked her. "You said you liked clean places." 

"Anyway, we discussed our options and I thought if we just told you, you would protect 

us and find out who killed Tami, but now…" BJ said.  

"Why me? Why not Harriet or Mark…?" 

"Well, Harriet's not likely to be walking through the park at night. She drives home. Mark 

drives home in the opposite direction of the park and that would have left us too open," Amy 

explained practically. 

A knock on the door interrupted them. Genie had a tray of food and warm milk.   

"Elizabeth came over and will be playing cards until you're ready to leave," Genie 

informed her.   

"It won't be too long," Alex assured her. When the door closed she looked at Amy.  

"What's Tami's last name?" 

"James," the two chorused.  

"Since you two are safe, we need to get your sister in a safe place. I'll speak to Claire to 

get the ball rolling. She has all sorts of contacts that are very discreet." 

"So what about the woman that was killed looking like me? And in Millie's house? She 

must be going crazy," Amy said.  

"It can't be to steal our inheritance. I had to give blood to prove I was related to Claude," 

BJ said.  

"That reminds me, BJ, Carla said you were her girlfriend," Alex said. 

The sisters exchanged glances.  

"I've never met her," BJ said. "If I had, she would have a black eye by now. With all that 

stuff she's pulled on Amy, no way would I let her do that with me around." 



"I bet she's the one that stole those letters I told you were missing." Amy looked at Alex. 

"I think she stole my father's - our father's scrapbook. I left it on the front seat of my car and it 

was stolen." 

"Is that why you took her picture album?" 

Amy laughed unbelievingly. "I don't like picture albums. My adopted mother had this 

thing of putting pins in pictures with nasty stuff attached. I think she was practicing some sort of 

voodoo on people she didn't like." 

"Well Carla reported that you had stopped over at her place and her girlfriend was there. 

It was the girlfriend that reported you removed Carla's photo album." 

"Carla does not have a girlfriend," Amy informed Alex flatly. "She thinks anyone that she 

flirts with and returns a wink is her girlfriend. In the five years I've known her she has never had 

a girlfriend. She's high maintenance, as Dr. Marian, would say." 

"Did you change locks on your storage locker?" 

"No. After Carla tossed my clothes I just left everything. In three months when my rent is 

over I'll put everything back into the bags and give them to charity." 

Alex got up and went to get Claire to start her out reach. She would make a call to Chief 

Harper so he could contact the Grants Pass police chief to see how they handle such cases. 



Chapter 12  

 

The next morning, Eric, Mark, Harriet, Alex and Chief Harper sat around the table, 

comforted with a beverage and fresh baked bagels, ready to start tackling the open cases, namely 

the murder case of Cynthia White.   

"Before we start our meeting, Gary is awake but not up to visitors, with the exception of 

Granny Joan and Gus. The doctor wants to concentrate on getting him out of his depression," 

Harriet reported.  

"That is so good to hear," Alex said. 

"It is. We've arranged with the hospital to keep Gus on hand as part of his protection 

detail and to get his spirits up." 

"Like a therapy dog," Eric said. 

"That's right. What have you to report, Mark?" Harper said. 

"After the Chief contacted Grants Pass PD for assistance on a possible kidnap situation 

their night desk informed him that a local hospital notified them of a person with the name Tami 

James was admitted battered and semiconscious. The hospital staff suspected the woman that 

brought her in was the perpetrator. They sent someone over to take a report. At this time 

TamiLynn James is in a women's shelter until she's well enough to be transported here." 

"At least the three sisters will be together in a safe place. What about the SUV?" Alex 

asked. 

"With everyone on high alert because of the home invasions in the surrounding 

communities we've been getting calls about a Mazda black SUV with heavily tinted windows 

driving slowly through some neighborhoods. Billy called it in four times saying it parked nearby 

and drove away when he approached it. Now that we have filed the SUV to a specific case, the 

attempted vehicular assault against the two Holloway sisters and shots fired in their direction by 

someone in the vehicle, we can track where the SUV has been seen in Sunrise," Mark said. "The 

license is covered in mud so no one's been able to give us the plate number."  

"I'm working on tweaking the software for tracking the SUVs reported places it's been 

seen so it can also record the other three counties. I'm hoping the judge will do some pushing to 

get my software for recording calls by the cities," Eric said.  



"Don't count on it. Her husband is pushing his own," Harper said. "In about a month, this 

will come to a head so test your program as best you can and remember if other counties want to 

cross with ours, it has to be able to interpret other software languages." 

Eric's brows crinkled. Alex thought he may be trying to work out when he and his wife, 

the authors of the program, would get the time with two lively twins on their hands.  

"I heard from Mike this morning," Chief Harper said. "He thinks he knows where 

Cynthia White has been staying for the last year and he's headed there. She and Adele graduated 

the same year at the same school but moved in different circles. Cynthia lived in Mayward most 

of her life and went to LSU for two years, dropped out, went to work for the newspaper and rose 

to investigative reporter to having her own blog for the paper. Mark will be joining Mike with a 

warrant to search her second residence. Alex, what have you on your to-do-list?" 

"Do you think we can get a warrant to check the contents of Carla's locker at the 

supermarket and at the storage facility?" 

"The reason?" 

"Stolen articles. The designer watch she wore when she was here looked like the one 

Adele Richards and Angela Holloway listed as stolen by Barbara Jean." 

"Okay. I'll take care of it. Is Carla under surveillance?"  

"We just take notice where she's at in the normal scheme of things," Harriet said. "Why?" 

"She spoke with John who was called to Jakes Place around eleven fifteen last night." 

Everyone quickly went to John's night report.  

"She and some of her friends accused him of harassing her. There were four of them, all 

drunk and evicted out of Jakes for being too loud and argumentative. They took it outside to the 

parking lot where Craig, the manager, was told by customers they were being harassed. Carey 

was dispatched to give John backup but by the time she arrived, the cab John had ordered for 

them arrived to take them home." 

"Did he say where Carla went?" Alex flipped through the handwritten part of the report 

where he had scanned his notes in. His handwriting was a challenge to decipher.  

"No. His notes only say they all piled into the cab and Harvey the cabbie, said he was 

familiar with them all and would see that they got home safely." 



"Ten minutes later John was dispatched to Agie's who said someone is walking around in 

the dark around her house," Harriet said. "He and Carey have a lot of ground to cover during 

their shift." 

"We are spreading ourselves thin on second shift until we get our new hires," Mark said. 

"Alex, are you satisfied with your questioning of Carla to date on what role she played in 

Cynthia White's murder?" 

Everyone was quiet for a while, going over in their minds what they had on Carla. 

"I think she was used by someone to get to Amy, though I'm not sure it was BJ as she 

claims. Amy said she didn't put the combo lock on her storage locker nor return to the locker 

after the first day. Whoever did, dumped Cynthia White's clothes in the storage with those 

pictures. That means, whoever put the new lock on knew Amy's birthday and would have had to 

use bolt cutters to remove the previous one or know how to pick a lock. I think, like the finger 

print smears in Amy's room, it's all to rattle her and since she was under a psychiatrist's care 

though not on medication, it may have been meant to drive her crazy. From Georgie, the PI's 

information on Adele, that sounds like something she would do or have done. Also, how else did 

Carla get the designer watch that Adele and her mother put on the stolen list, which BJ couldn't 

have stolen since she was at the funeral, as a hard to miss mourner."  

"Carla needs closer scrutiny," Harriet said.  

"And so does Adele and her mother," Mark said. "However, they're out of our jurisdiction 

so we'll have to settle for Carla." 

"Then let's be about our work. Harriet, coordinate with Claire at the women's shelter the 

Holloway's business including the sister still in Oregon. I can't help feeling we're missing 

something really big. There are too many people involved. Mark, have a safe trip to Blair."  

An hour later with her search warrant, Alex headed out to the storage units intending on 

checking Amy's locker again while she was there to check on Carla's. 

Jonas was busy cleaning out a locker someone stopped paying on so his wife, Meri 

opened the gate, read the search warrant, and then sat back down in her chair and continued 

reading a catalog for winter sports gear. Meri wasn't someone Alex would have thought had a 

sport of any kind in her head but there she was, studying skis and boots.  



Alex started at the top floor, with the intention of working her way down to Carla's. She 

took the stairs rather than the elevator since by the sound of it, someone was using the elevator 

and by the curses, the boxes were heavy.  

On the third level Alex found the police tape had fallen and the police lock had been 

tampered with. By the cuts in the metal someone had tried to cut the lock off. When she opened 

the locker, everything was as they left it. On the second floor at Carla's locker there was no lock 

on it and when Alex looked inside, it was empty.  

Alex dialed Harriet. "Hi, Harriet. I didn't find a lock or anything in Carla's locker here. 

I'm going to the supermarket after lunch. Do you want to come along?" 

"I sure do. I want to see if she has anything else that was on the list for stolen goods. A 

pair of emerald earrings with diamond tear-drops was also on the list." 

*** 



Chapter 13 

 

"Jane said we can pick up Sarah tomorrow," Elizabeth mentioned as they jogged side-by-

side. The other runners had pulled ahead, serious about adding more distance to their time. 

Alex glanced at Elizabeth grateful she was taking shorter steps. "What time?" 

"About ten. I was going to work on a space for her this afternoon and when you get home 

go over to the pet store and get food and stuff she'll need." 

"A space?" Alex was wondering where Sarah was going to find her own territory apart 

from the cats. 

"Jane said her previous owners had her in the backyard all the time, so she's more of an 

outside dog then indoors. I thought we could start with the service porch with a bed and some 

toys and put up those baby barriers. Jane suggested we get a dog crate so she has her own safe 

place and if we should have to crate her for some reason she won't feel we're punishing her." 

"We're going to make her a house buddy," Alex said. "Jane said she's still young. Is she 

going to grow to miniature horse size? I always wanted a miniature horse. A golden palomino, 

like Trigger." 

Elizabeth reached over and patted Alex's butt. Two honks behind them let the pair know 

it was not unseen. 

"Hey, no groping a police officer in public," Mark's voice shouted. "You guys want a ride 

over to the vet? Jane called the office to say Sarah is yours today if you can take her. She's 

looking unhappy in her cage." 

Alex grabbed Elizabeth's hand and led her to the back of the truck bed. "Hey, Angel." 

Alex gave a pat to the long thin head that poked out of the backseat of the truck. 

Angel sensed excitement and would have paced the backseat of the cab if there was 

room. However, when they reached the veterinarian's office her ears drooped and Mark had to 

reassure her that it was not a visit for her.  

Twenty minutes later the trio returned with Sarah and Angel pressed her nose against the 

back window. Mark lifted a bag of dry food onto the truck bed while one of the workers brought 

out a case of wet food. Sarah meekly hopped onto the truck bed with Elizabeth following after 

her. Sarah seemed to know how to ride in the back of the truck, but she didn't look happy.   



Elizabeth had a hand on Sarah's shoulder, reassuring her nonverbally as the truck made 

turns slowly and arrived at the house. The mail carrier, Julie was stuffing a few advertisements in 

the mailbox. 

"Hey, what have we here?" she asked. Julie pulled a cookie out of her pocket and gave 

one to Angel whose tail was flopping against the seat. She then extended her hand for Sara to 

sniff and handed her a cookie. "Remember me when I visit. I'm the cookie carrier. So this is 

Sarah. Nice looking dog." 

"She is," Elizabeth smiled. Sarah waited for Alex to release the tailgate before she 

hopped down. Elizabeth rested her hand on the golden head waiting for Sarah to look around her. 

She then took her to the cab where a curious Angel was leaning out the window for a sniff. 

The two dogs touched noses briefly. Angel socialized with many dogs around town so 

Mark knew she was predictable around most dogs. Sarah was an unknown. However, Sarah was 

too preoccupied with her new surroundings to do more than touch noses. 

Alex lugged in the cans while Mark carried the sack of dry food. Angel was not happy 

about being told to wait. By her little noises she let them all know this was not what she wanted 

to hear. 

The cats bounded to the opening door but stopped suddenly when the dog entering wasn't 

Angel.  

"Well, they're not running away," Alex observed. 

Then MC hissed, and that seemed to be enough to get her kits to scatter. Sarah walked 

behind Elizabeth to put distance between the mother cat and herself, who stood rooted in her 

place with an arched back and puffed tail.   

"I'll see you later, Alex," Mark told her. "By the way, the chief said Gary's not ready to be 

questioned. About all he recognized was the hospital and he went back to sleep. "Are you going 

to take some time with Sarah? I'll cover for you," Mark offered.  

"Give me about an hour and then I have a visit with Harriet to Carla's locker," Alex told 

him.   

Mark waved and left. 

"He was giving you some good advice," Elizabeth told her mildly. "You have been 

working too hard for someone just off medical leave." 



"I knew he was covering up with that excuse of Sarah," she said. "I feel fine, Elizabeth. 

Really. Do you think I would be out there running if I didn't?" 

"Yes. Just to prove to yourself that you're okay. Let's let Sarah find her place." She 

removed the leash and walked into the kitchen to put a large mixing bowl of water down for 

Sarah.   

"So," she started, grateful that Elizabeth changed the subject, "looks like we're going to 

have to get some dog stuff sooner…unless you want me to…" Alex's voice trailed off, giving 

Elizabeth time to choose. 

"Could you? I want to monitor the situation here and let her get comfortable." 

"No. I don't mind." Alex was surprised at how happy she was at the thought of buying 

toys for a dog. Their dog. Cats, dog, and their own house. How much more domesticated can that 

be? A kid? There Alex's brain shut down.   

"Get everything large," Elizabeth reminded her. 

"Sure. Hey, do you want to take a shower? I'll watch everyone," Alex offered.  

"Why don't you take one first," Elizabeth gave her a quick smile. 

Sarah followed Elizabeth and took one lick of her water and then looked up at Elizabeth 

with expectation. "Hm. Would you like to look over the backyard?"   

When Alex stepped out of the shower she found four cats lying on her bed. "Hey, is this a 

cat shelter or what?" she asked softly. She scratched MC's head and then gave a pat to each of 

the others. "Elizabeth has her job cut out for her. Are you guys up to meeting your new sister?" 

Alex stopped at the back door to watch Elizabeth as she wandered the backyard with 

Sarah sticking close to her. Sarah, she noticed, stepped on flowers when Elizabeth was not 

looking.  

Alex stepped out to the yard and joined Elizabeth and Sarah. "I can see she's not a flower 

dog." 

"No. Like you, she thinks all plants are created equal to step on." Elizabeth slid an arm 

around Alex, and gave her a hug.   

"We are both trainable," Alex informed her. 

"Ah! Did I just get an offer to work in the garden?" Elizabeth teased. 

"Didn't I show some flower recognition Saturday?" 

"Yes. I think we got the 'this is a weed and this is a flower' down pretty good."   



Alex drew her into a hug. "I gotta go. So, now's your chance to take a shower cause…" 

she sniffed. "You could use one." 

Elizabeth pinched Alex's butt. "Give me a few moments." 

Sarah walked around the yard sniffing and looking up now and again at Alex who didn't 

know what she expected her to do. Sitting on the porch step she watched as the golden dog 

buried her nose in bushes and then jumped back startled. An orange and white Jill jumped out 

and started to run through the garden with a quickly recovering Sarah giving chase with a deep 

bark. Startled, Alex jumped up and started to rush toward the two, then quickly back peddled 

when Jill, Jack and Sarah headed toward her. Alex realized she was standing in front of the 

opened back door.   

"Oh, god," Alex breathed, not knowing whether to leap out of the way or rescue the cats. 

Instead, Alex wrapped her arms around the dog as it tried to pass her up the stairs. 

"No, Sarah. Don't chase the cats….not yet anyway." Angel and the cats, with the 

exception of MC, played tag or something like that. Sarah stopped her run immediately and 

pushed up against Alex, knocking her off the porch, onto the bag of fertilizer and then to the 

ground. Sarah, thinking it was a game did a deep woof and pawed at her sprawled form. 

"Ah, I see you two are getting on just fine," Elizabeth laughed.  

"Did you take your shower yet?" Alex asked embarrassed. 

"No." She gave a quirky smile at Alex as she brushed off her pants. "You're going to have 

to tell me what story you give to your friends about how you got those scrapes on your hands 

and…" she pointed at the stains on her knees, "those dirt stains." 

"Will you go take your shower?" 

Elizabeth laughed and left.   

"Sarah, this is rule number one in our house," she informed the dog softly. "You don't 

knock over the short one that will be your fallback caretaker. Remember that. Elizabeth won't be 

here all the time. I'm the one that will feed you and take you for runs." She realized with long 

legs chances were Sarah was not a walker. 

Sarah looked longingly at the backdoor and then paced around the backyard, sticking her 

nose in bushes, hoping for another surprise find. Alex caught glimpses of AJ every now and then 

as he made his way to the lone tree in the yard. 



A few minutes later Elizabeth emerged showered and changed. Alex let her eyes wander 

up the long slim legs, liking the way the jeans clung to her. In her mind's eye she recalled them 

wrapped around her waist as they were caught up in a moment of passion…how long ago was 

that, she wondered. 

"Hey, you need to change your pants," Elizabeth reminded her.   

Alex nodded. "Do you want to go for a walk on the beach with Sarah later?" 

"Sounds good. But that is a long walk…" 

"Oh, that's right. Your car is small." 

"Max recommended a 2006 Toyota Highlander Hybrid. He said the back is big enough to 

fit Sarah. Do you want to look it over?" 

"Yes. I have Eric looking for a vehicle that's big enough for two big dogs. We can take 

Sarah when we look and if she likes the back…" Alex gave her a kiss.  

**** 

Alex met Harriet at the supermarket.  

Cliff was staring at some women packing their car with groceries and Harriet was talking 

to a mother whose little boy was screaming to be picked up. He had been settled in his car seat 

and her groceries were already packed in the car. Officer Bob was standing next to his patrol car 

looking relaxed, but he was watching everything.  

"Hi, Michelle. Hi, Bob. Harriet, are you ready?" Alex asked. 

"See you later Michelle. Bye Ricky," Harriet called to the little boy. He stopped long 

enough to see who it was and then resumed his cries.  

"Are we going to need bolt cutters?" Harriet asked Alex.   

"How would it look if I pulled out a lock pick set?" 

"Lordy, detective. I can hear the noise that will cause at the next town meeting. Best use 

Bob's brute strength and cut it if we have to. Bob, can you bring the cutters?" 

Bob and Harriet were in uniform and that caught a floor supervisor's attention right away. 

She had only dealt with him over the phone and he was…patronizing.  

"Glen Hale? Detective Adison of the Sunrise PD. We've spoken over the phone. I'm here 

to search the locker of Carla Mason." 



He snorted in disgust. "That dyke. You can empty it for all I care." He gestured to the 

backroom. Alex looked at him and then at Harriet. Over the phone she had not told him whose 

locker she intended to search intentionally so she had not gotten this strong a reaction. 

"If I were you," Harriet quietly informed him, "I wouldn't be heard saying something that 

loud about an employee you manage. It might seem that should you fire her, that you're biased." 

"I'm not her supervisor. And I don't give a rats ass…" then he stopped, realizing who he 

was speaking to and that there were three police officers witnessing his attitude. "The lockers are 

over there. I got things to do." He turned and climbed the stairs to the office. 

"Bob, why don't you follow him," Alex suggested. "That room has a nice view of just 

about everywhere." 

Bob nodded and quickly took the steps, two at a time, reaching the top closely behind 

Glen. 

"Well, let's go see what we can find," Harriet told her.   

Julia was putting on her shoes and getting ready to leave when the two officers arrived. 

"I heard Amy's at the shelter. If you see her, can you tell her we've missed her?" 

"I will. Hopefully she won't be there too much longer." 

"Thank you. So, what's up?" 

"The lock on Carla's locker is changed." 

"She changed it yesterday." 

"Did she say why?" 

Julia shook her head. "She doesn't speak to me and if she did my husband would cut her 

tongue out. She made the mistake of calling me a four letter name in front of Ghusn and the 

baby. Do you know how impressionable a four year old is?" 

"When did this happen?" 

She thought for a few moments. "Maybe a month ago. She found out that I had reported 

her for taking a leg of lamb without paying for it. Glen probably told her. He's part of the reason 

why Carla's such a pain to work with. The other part is Carla herself." 

"So, did you see her taking things out of her locker?" 

"It was early morning. She had a heavy overnight bag that she took with her out to the 

parking lot. Since Amy's been gone, Glen's been changing her hours around to annoy her so I 

didn't know if she was just getting off or picking up her things." 



"She doesn't have a car so why was she heading to the parking lot?" Harriet asked. 

"There was a black SUV in the direction she was walking. I didn't really see too clearly. I 

was in a hurry to get home." 

"We can check the store camera," Harriet said.  

"Okay," Alex said, "Let's see what she's left behind." 

Harriet lifted the bolt cutters.   

"You don't need bolt cutters. We all have to give a second copy of our key to the 

management just in case they need to get into our lockers for drug searches, or so Glen says. 

They're kept in the office under lock and key." 

The two women went up to the office and heard Bob and Glen arguing. When Alex 

opened the closed door, both ceased. 

"Is there a problem?" Harriet asked.   

"No," Bob looked over at Glen who nodded his agreement. "We were discussing the 

merits of one basketball team over another. I'm partial to the Lakers," he announced.   

"Okay. I understand you have copies of everyone's key to their lockers. Why didn't you 

tell me that when we were downstairs." 

"Because the…she put her own lock on. I gave her a warning and she ignored it. Claimed 

I was going in her locker and was proving it by me making an issue of the lock." 

"So how long did she have her own lock on?" Alex asked. 

"Two months. I got it all documented." 

"Can I see the copy of her key?" 

"I told you we don't have it," he explained as if talking to a simpleton. Bob moved near 

him and Glen stepped back.   

"I would like to see your keys." 

"You got a warrant?" he demanded. 

"I have for Carla's locker and if you force me to have the court fax a warrant to see where 

you keep the keys…"  

Glancing at Bob, he decided to not argue the point and opened the safe. From inside he 

pulled out a large heavy manila envelope which he tossed on the desk with a thunk.   

Alex slipped her gloves on and picked up the envelope. There were two strips of red tape 

and neither secured the envelope.  



"When was the last time you opened this?" Alex asked. 

"I don't remember." 

"Do you remember why you had?" 

"If someone forgets their key we use that copy. Anyone that opens the envelope has to 

sign the ledger with whoever lost their key and when the spare is returned, initial the envelope." 

He pulled out a ledger which Alex took before he could toss it on the desk. She handed the 

ledger to Harriet. She dumped the contents of the envelope on the desk. Smaller envelopes slid 

out. Each was numbered not with a name but the number of the locker. All were sealed with two 

initials over the seal. Apparently, whoever thought up the idea to keep an extra copy of the 

locker keys made sure that trust was not abused however, the two red strips of tape were cut very 

carefully along the envelope flap. 

Alex found 607. There was a key in the envelope. "Harriet, can you sign the ledger?"   

Harriet and Alex went back to the lockers, where a handful of curious workers were 

milling around.   

"You guys need to be here?" Alex asked. 

They shook their heads and left. 

"Hey, it fits," Harriet drawled. 

"Yep." Alex rummaged around inside of the locker. Everything had been pushed to the 

back as if something that used to be in the front squeezed them back. When Alex pulled out a 

shirt a tape dropped to the ground. 

"Well," Harriet and Alex remarked softly.   

"Harriet, do you have…"  

"I got a camera, evidence bags and more gloves. Whatdya need?" 

"Camera. Then bag it. We'll need to get some fingerprints off her locker, just to be 

thorough."   

Alex carefully went through the pockets of the shirt, finding a scrap of paper with two 

phone numbers. One was the number Carla had given to them for Kitten. Further pushed into the 

back of the locker was a small packet of letters. Alex recognized the handwriting.   

"This woman is either stupid or being taken for a fool." She pulled out her cell. "Hey, 

Mark. Can you locate Carla and bring her in for more questioning? She has a packet of letters 

stolen from Amy and that watch….Yeah. Thanks." 



Harriet returned the key to Glen to lock back up. She initialed the ledger and was given a 

new envelope for the key. Cliff initialed the ledger and envelope too. 

"So, what do you think is going on?" Harriet asked Alex.  

"I would think if Carla was caught stealing from the store she would have been fired. But, 

if she had something over someone that does the hiring and firing…" 

"But why keep the tape in her locker?" Bob asked baffled. "He has the keys." 

"To be found," Alex and Harriet echoed. 

Back at the office Alex and Harriet were logging in the items from the locker when Carla 

entered with Mark. She looked upset. 

"I'm going to get fired if I don't show up to work," she angrily informed them. Mark 

gestured to a chair which she sat in. 

"We found these in your locker," Alex explained. She put the packet of letters on the 

table, the watch and tape. 

"So what? And what are you doing in my locker? It's Glen isn't it?" she demanded sitting 

up. "He lied to me!" 

"What was the agreement you had with him?" 

"Ask him!" 

"We're asking you," Mark told her calmly. 

Carla said nothing.   

"What are you doing with Amy's letters?" 

"They're not hers. They're mine." 

"They're addressed to her." 

"So what if I took them! She lied to me. She said she didn't have any money! As soon as 

she finds out she has money, she throws me out." 

"So you killed her?" 

"I heard the news. She's not dead." 

"But someone that looked like her is. Maybe you killed the wrong person." 

Carla wrapped her arms around herself. 

"So, you stole the letters and learned she was going to inherit. Did you and Adele plan on 

cheating her out of it?" 

"Adele should have gotten something. She lived with that filthy pervert." 



"So, you know Adele from where?" 

"Around," she muttered. 

"Is she Kitten?" 

Carla looked at Alex startled and then sneered, "No." 

"So the woman in leathers and piercings, who was she?" Alex asked.  

"I don't know. Adele showed me a picture of her and told me if someone comes around 

asking if I had seen her to say yes." 

"So, Kitten is a made up person then," Alex surmised. "We spoke to some of your friends 

and they said they never saw you with a girlfriend." 

"What are you asking about me from my friends?" she demanded. "Now no one will talk 

to me. Linda and Cassey told me to be out by the end of the week. You're messing up my life!" 

"I understand they asked you two months ago to find a place," Harriet said. 

Carla glared at her. "Who told you that? They said I could stay until I found a place. I just 

haven't found one yet." 

"You can rent a room at Harbor Arms until you find an apartment," Harriet said. 

"What was your deal with Adele?" Alex asked. 

"She said I would get ten thousand bucks. Alright? All I had to do was bring her some 

stuff Amy kept in her drawer and keep an eye on her. It was supposed to be a con game. No one 

would get hurt." 

"What con game?" 

"I don't know. They didn't tell me." 

"Did Adele meet Amy?" 

"Monday sometime. I don't know!" Carla was breathing heavy.   

"So were you paid anything?" 

"Adele gave me back the pack of letters and told me to return them to Amy's stuff, and 

she gave me some jewelry and told me when she got the money I would get my $10, 000." 

"You trust her?" 

"She wouldn't dare cheat me." 

"And this business with Glen?" Mark returned. 

Carla snorted and tapped her fingers on the table for a few seconds. "I found three used 

VCR tapes sitting near the back door about two months ago. It looked like someone forgot to 



toss them, which they do when the surveillance tapes wear out. Some of them aren't too bad off 

and I reuse them to tape TV shows." She shrugged her shoulders. "I took them to see if they were 

okay to use…" A smirk lit up her face. "And lo and behold, the idiot Glen got caught on tape 

filling up his truck with stuff from the market." 

"I heard you were caught too," Alex mentioned. 

"Yeah well, it's not like I'm the only one that takes stuff. I told Glen if he didn't do 

something about my getting caught I would give one of the tapes to the police. He said for 

turning over the tapes, I could keep my job. I said for one and that's how it is. But then he cut my 

hours and is giving me every weird hour he can make up to get the other two tapes." 

"So, when did you find out that Amy really was going to inherit money?" Alex asked. 

"I told you…" 

"You told us two stories. One that she isn't inheriting and another that she dumped you as 

soon as she found out she was," Harriet said. 

"Amy thought she was going to inherit some money," she repeated with deliberate 

slowness, "because some dyke from prison conned her into believing it! When she thought she 

was going to make some money she tossed me out while she's buying herself a condo! She didn't 

even have the decency to give me enough money to find my own place. She acted like she was 

broke." 

"I'm thinking you're missing something here. Thinking you're going to get a dollar and 

spending five dollars before you get the one, doesn't show much sense, now does it?" Harriet 

said.   

"I'm still missing the point: if Amy thinks she's inheriting but she really isn't, where is she 

supposed to have this extra money to pay for your rent?" Alex asked.   

"She's got a credit card."   

"But you said it was a con game. She has no money." 

"Well, she was applying for the manager's position. She would be making more than me." 

"Why do you think she owes you rent?" Harriet asked. 

"Because she promised my sister she would look out for me!" 

"You're an adult now you have to take responsibility for your bills or you'll never grow 

up," Harriet said.  

"So, yesterday…" Alex started. 



"What about it?" Carla turned her head from Harriet to Alex. 

"You changed locks on your locker," Alex said. 

"I was paying Glen back. I wasn't going to make it easy for him so I put the two tapes in 

my locker and told him where they were. He's got the key to every locker." 

"This was yesterday?"   

"Yeah." 

"What else did you remove besides the lock?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"Someone saw you walking out with a bag to a SUV," Alex mentioned. 

"I'm sure if we review tapes from yesterday, we could see…" Harriet began. 

"It was some stuff," she hedged. "I don't know what it was. It was in a locked bag," she 

insisted.  

"For who?" 

"Adele." 

"Where does she live?" 

Carla shrugged her shoulders. "I don't know. She calls me from payphones. Said she 

travels a lot for her business. She's a photographer, you know." 

"Was she the one that put the photos in Amy's storage?" 

"I don't know. A lot of those photos could have been her work. The one with that girl's 

reflection in the car window? She made that. She called it the mirror trick. She said Amy would 

find it and figure out what a con that woman was running on her. I told her I didn't notice the 

reflection so how was Amy going to." 

"Why did you toss Amy's belongings at the storage?" Harriet asked. 

"She pissed me off. She doesn't have a social life yet she gets everything she wants."  

"Why did you trash her stuff?" Alex persisted.   

"She pissed me off! I told you!" 

"Why would anything she told you piss you off if you two weren't together?" Harriet 

asked. 

"She had money! She had another savings account." 

"What makes you say that?" Alex asked 

"It was her money," Harriet returned. 



"She tossed me out!" Carla huffed. 

"Her lease was up." 

"But she wouldn't give me any money for an apartment. Where was I going to stay?"  

"So the jewelry Adele gave you, you didn't pawn it?" 

Carla shrugged her shoulders. "Some." 

"Did she give you a set of guns, like a cowboy would use?" Harriet asked. 

Carla looked at her strangely. "No."  

"Why didn't you ask Adele for an advancement of what she owed you?" 

"She doesn't have cash. She supports her mother." 

The interview went on. Harriet and Alex asking the questions and Mark remaining silent.  

An exhausted Carla was let go with a call to her work explaining why she was late. 

The three sat around the table looking at each other.   

"Well, we could say Adele is the one in the SUV except, it's the wrong color and make 

from what's registered to her," Mark began. 

"People don't always associate the right details to an event," Alex reminded him. 

"Memory is association to similar events that had occurred before." Sighing she continued, "I 

can't see Adele doing it all alone. Someone had to have helped put the body in Millie's house. 

That means an accomplice and for sure it's not Carla." 

Everyone was silent as they sipped their beverages and thought. 

Alex's phone rang. 

"Detective Adison, Sunrise PD…. When?... We're on our way!...No, no…. Okay, keep us 

posted!" Alex dropped the phone in it's cradle as she jumped up. "That was Mandy. She heard a 

Bales parking enforcement officer talking to another about a suspicious vehicle…a black Mazda 

SUV with tinted windows, parked a few blocks from the hospital that has been ticketed twice." 

She let out a hiss of anger. "Idiots didn't call us. There's a bullet hole in the window." 

"They have a chain of command to go through," Mark informed her mildly as the two 

trotted down the stairs. "Oh," he turned back to Harriet. "Can you follow up on the Holloway 

sisters?" 

"Sure. Just let me know what's going on or I'm going to be chewing all my nails and Matt 

is not going to be happy about that," she informed Mark flatly.  



Chapter  18 

 

By the time the two arrived a crime scene tape surrounded the area around the vehicle. 

Mandy and her staff were going through it. 

"Hi, Mandy," Mark greeted. "What warranted the search?" 

"A bullet hole in the window and two tickets on the windshield. It's a rented vehicle to 

Adele Richard's."  

"You found all that out in thirty minutes!" Alex asked.   

"There's more. Harper was talking to the doctor about your Gary when an orderly came in 

to say they had a draped body that had died from unknown causes. They couldn't figure out how 

it got there and for how long it was in the corridor." 

"Geeze, Louise!" Alex responded horrified. 

"Don't be so shocked. They've had surgeries all day and this one was tagged for the 

recovery room, which was full. The body had a surgical cap on, a chart giving the appearance of 

belonging there…until a nurse noticed the dates on the chart were for another day." 

"So, who was it?" 

"Adele Richards. Drug overdose." Mandy nodded and then went back to the vehicle. "By 

the way, you may want to look at one of those bags of evidence. You may recognize the gun," 

she suggested. 

"Alex," Mark nodded toward her. He was more interested in a bottle that had been 

recovered.   

Alex looked at the plastic envelope with the matching Colt45 of the corpse in Millie's 

house. "Well, the armory will be happy to get their weapons back. What's so interesting about 

that, Mark?" 

He was shaking the dust at the bottom of the medicine bottle. "I wonder if this is the same 

powder that Gary ingested." 

"Another suspect offed," Alex said. She looked around the vehicle and the team that was 

working around it.   

"Come on," Mark pulled at Alex's arm. "We need to get back. I don't like what I'm 

feeling." 

"Mandy, we'll see you later," Alex hollered as she ran after Mark. 



"What's going on?" Alex demanded as she buckled in.   

"I'm worried whoever it is, will be after the Holloway sisters." 

Mark's cell rang. "Alex get that will, ya?" 

"Yeah. Alex…yeah." the conversation went on for about five minutes before Alex 

responded. "We're on our way now. Okay." Alex handed the cell back to Mark. "Harriet called to 

say that Claire notified her that they have a new client flying in and need us to secure the field." 

The truck jumped forward, surprising Alex that it could go faster.   

"Tami is on her way here. Claire is picking her up. With Jackie missing they thought it 

safer for her to be with her sisters." 

Alex pulled her cell out and called Elizabeth. For a few moments they spoke and then 

Alex hung up.   

"What's wrong?" Mark asked worried. 

"Sarah chased AJ through the yard squashing flowers while she was at it. Elizabeth didn't 

sound upset about it. She was laughing." 

Alex glanced at Mark.   

"Sounds like Angel got the cats ready for Sarah," he said. 

"She sure did. Good thing because she's not going to be locked outside like her previous 

owner did," Alex told him. 

Mark chuckled. "Ooh, but someone has domesticated you. So, you are now a believer in 

me and Claire's mojo?" 

Alex tried not to laugh but gave in to a few chuckles. "Okay. But, if something should 

show that Elizabeth and I aren't going to make it, don't tell me. Okay?" 

He glanced at her and nodded. "I somehow don't see Elizabeth keeping you in the dark 

about your relationship. She's been with someone in law enforcement before you so she knows 

what to expect. That had to be tough to have lasted as long as it did. Are you worried?" 

Alex looked down at her clenched hands. "Just about your driving." 

"This truck is made for speed. Max juiced up the engine. "When are you getting your 

own? I can't see you borrowing Elizabeth's hybrid if one of the black-and-whites suddenly 

bombs out." 

"Or if I have to give chase. Eric is working on it. Max recommended a Toyota 

Highlander Hybrid." 



"Who do you…" 

"I don't think…" 

Both stopped.  "You go first," Mark offered.   

"Adele's death bothers me," she said. "Too many people are interested in the 20 million. 

What if some of these people were working it alone…like Adele just adding Carla to the mix for 

inside information and…" 

"Wait. You're forgetting the dead ringer, that started this whole thing," he reminded her. 

"I don't see Adele sharing. Remember that look she had on camera when she was looking 

at BJ entering her house at the reception?" 

"You should have been there when I interviewed her and her mother. Her mother is no 

different. Makes you wonder what Claude saw in Angela." 

"Makes you wonder what Angela had on Claude," Alex offered. "I like Harriet's theory 

that Angela was in it for his contacts, but the house they were living in, and the investments he 

made for his three biological children…uh huh. He had money smarts and invested wisely. So 

wisely he made sure his second wife and step-kid couldn't touch what he left for his kids. I think 

maybe over the years she might have been sucking him dry but why all this over 20 million? The 

upkeep on the house would dry up the money five years maybe." 

"You keep saying there is something else." Mark glanced to the left and made a turn onto 

the runway. The van from the shelter was already waiting.   

Alex slid out of the tall truck, stumbling on the uneven ground.  

"Got the place secure?" Mark asked Genie softly. 

"The best I can but it only takes a sniper shot…" she left the rest unsaid. "Hi, Alex," she 

added. 

"Genie. Where's your backup?" 

A head poked out of the van. It was Carppie from the pet store. She waved.   

"That reminds me I have to get supplies for the dog," Alex muttered. 

"Alex and I will take a look around, Genie," Mark said. 

Both got back into his truck. Alex pulled out the heat seeking device and braced it on the 

door. Mark slowly drove along the road back to the main street. Alex looked for any life signs 

tucked in the surrounding brush.   



The private runway was on Ketchen's land. There were few places anyone could hide, 

unless they were dressed in camouflage and laid flat in the dirt. The women that came by plane, 

just as Elizabeth had, were usually fleeing a killer that was close on their heels, so the police 

department and volunteers, kept the area cleared and inspected regularly.   

"Mark, I've got a hit," Alex announced.   

"There's a vehicle pulled to the side," Mark informed her. "How far is the hit?" 

"Looks like whoever it is spotted us and is making a run for that car." 

Mark's truck picked up speed not slowing down as it left the dirt road and crossed over 

the uneven field. Holding onto the dash board with one hand, Alex pulled her seat belt tighter. 

Alex feared if she tried to speak she would bite off her tongue. None too soon, they were back on 

the road.  

Mark herded the running figure away from the road and back to the open field.   

"Can you take her down!" Mark yelled over the noise.   

"Yeah!"   

He slowed down and Alex pushed opened the door and jumped. She rolled to her feet, 

swaying a little. Mark began to circle the running figure and while she was trying to avoid the 

truck, Alex tackled her from behind.   

The woman was winded, but still struggled. Alex had the advantage of the handcuffs and 

the grip that brought the woman to her knees.   

Mark parked the truck and joined her.   

"You got her?" 

"Yeah. No weapon on her. Want to go see where she tossed her weapon?" 

"Okay. I think I know where to look," Mark said.  

Alex patted her down a second time. The woman was angry and panting.   

From her pocket she pulled out five X-Bs, solid copper rifle bullets, a pack of gum with 

two sticks missing, a name she didn't recognize with a number, a hotel room card, and a credit 

card receipt for Mirage By The Sea Hotel located ten minutes outside of Sunrise. Her wallet was 

in her front pocket.   

"Well, Jackie from Grants Pass, Oregon, why are you out in the middle of a deserted field 

with bullets?" 



When she failed to answer, Alex pulled her up and dragged her to the back of Mark's 

truck. Alex controlled her with a twist to her thumb, and a firm grip on her shoulder. She pulled 

the tail down and shoved Jackie into the bed. With a nylon leg cuff Alex attached her to one of 

the cargo loops.   

"Mark, you need help?" Alex hollered. 

He signed her to bring the truck.   

"Whatchya got?" 

He lifted a Parker-Hale M-85, a sniper rifle.   

"Nice." Alex paused to answer her cell.  "Hello?...Well, we got one. Jackie Wiggins. 

Does the name ring a bell?... Thanks. We'll look around some more." 

Mark secured the rifle and looked in the back to make sure their prisoner was secured. 

Mark called Max and arranged to have the car picked up. While he called, Alex took a drive 

around the area again.   

"Alex, I'm going to sit in the back with…Bess. Handcuffs and leg cuffs on a bumpy road 

are going to leave a lot of bruising." 

"Hold on, I hear a plane," Alex announced. She pulled to a stop and Mark pulled out 

binoculars. Alex went into the bed of the truck and from there, with Mark's heat seeker, looked 

for anything out of place. 

**** 

"Who told you to be out in that field?" Mark asked, placing a picture of the M-85 on the 

table. "With a sniper rifle. It has your prints on the cartridge loaded and on the barrel," he added. 

Which wasn't the truth. No finger prints could be pulled off the surface, which was the purpose 

of the design. 

The woman remained silent.  

They were going through her cell phone for calls she had placed and received. Mark 

wanted to see how much he could rattle her cage while they traced the calls.   

Alex walked into the room and handed Mark a name.   

"John Smith. Any relation to Mavis Smith?" Mark asked. "It won't take long for us to 

find out. John Smith won't be helping you out here. He's been arrested for aggravated assault." 

"I want a lawyer!" Jackie gruffly demanded. 

"Okay. Do you have one in mind?" 



"No." 

**** 

 

"This is driving me crazy," Harriet informed everyone sitting around the table. "I looked 

for a Mavis Smith with a son named John. I found Mavis married John Smith six years after she 

gave birth to the twins…in Alaska no less. He was twelve years her senior and captain of a ferry. 

They didn't have any kids of their own. John is a junior and was her husband's son by a previous 

marriage. According to the Centurion Gazette in Alaska, John Sr and the misses, Mavis Smith, 

won over eighty million dollars in a lottery. The two died in a car crash and according to the 

Gazette, their will left their estate to John junior, who never lived with them, and Mavis's two 

twin girls. The money is on hold until the twins are found. If they aren't found in twenty years, 

their share goes to a charity that takes care of foster kids once they reach legal age. The parent's 

died six years ago." 

"Well!" Alex responded. "There's the other shoe. I knew something more had to be at 

stake. Did it say how much the estate is worth?" 

"About a billion now. They invested in the oil business, land and stocks. I sent the lawyer 

of the estate information on the twins and he's sending over a representative. I thought it best not 

to say anything to anyone yet. I think they've been through enough," Harriet said. 

"Can you imagine," Alex shook her head, "to go from worrying about how you're going 

to pay your bills, to worrying about how to fend of leeches?" 

"Well, you all are tired and until we get more information from the Oregon PD and the 

lawyer from Alaska arrives, we might as well go home. You all did fine work," the chief smiled 

at his team.   



Chapter  19 

 

"So, what's the problem?" Alex heard Elizabeth say. 

"Hon, I'm home!" Alex announced. She followed the voice and found the kitchen looking 

like a disaster area with scattered dry dog food and white flour and Elizabeth with a distressed 

Sarah lying down in the middle of it. 

"Eeep," Alex said. "This looks like a dog and cat game of tag gone awry." 

"That's exactly what it is," Elizabeth took the dog by the collar and led her outside. "Go 

take a break, Sarah."  

Alex pulled out a dust pan and broom and started to sweep up the dry dog food that was 

everywhere. Elizabeth went to answer the phone.   

"Oh, brother, this is a mess," Alex mumbled as she picked up a bag of flour that had 

fallen out of one of the top shelves and burst open on impact.  

Alex heard hang up the phone. 

"So, how was your day," Elizabeth asked.   

"It was less hectic than yours. I think we have the mystery of why Cynthia White was 

killed solved. Now we just have loose ends and…Elizabeth, can I ask you a personal question?" 

Elizabeth turned to her surprised. "Yeah." 

"When you found out you inherited money, how did you react?" 

"Well," Elizabeth drew out slowly, "I was still in shock over Helen's death, so it took 

about a year for it to sink in. When we lived together as a couple, I knew she didn't have to work 

and that she shopped in the expensive shops. It was about three years into our relationship she 

inherited her parents' estate. Helen wasn't close to her family and didn't speak of them. She 

mentioned their death as a passing thought. It was after Helen's death that I heard about her 

family from her estate lawyer. She had an older brother, too wild for Helen's serious self, who 

was his father's hope to carry on the family name. Edward, I think was his name. He died when 

he crashed a brand new sports car into a tree on the estate. Helen was away at college and was 

told by way of an official funeral announcement. Helen didn't show up, according to the lawyer. 

He explained Brian liked to torment her for as long as she lived under her parent's roof. She went 

to boarding schools in Europe by her choice and seldom returned home. Her parents, I gathered 

had no tolerance for children and left the parenting to nannies. The lawyer made it clear that 



Helen was daughter only in name and blood. At the time I couldn't understand what he meant by 

that…until the cousins showed up demanding Helen's will be nullified because I wasn't related 

and what I inherited was a family business." 

"What did you do?" 

"I let the lawyer handle it. He dealt with them for over twenty-five years and others like 

them." Elizabeth smiled. 

"What?" 

"I had a detective locate Helen's nanny. Helen had set up a retirement account for her and 

she was living quite nicely. I asked if she needed anything and she said she would like to buy the 

bar on the corner 'cause she wanted to get rid of the bartender. I gave her the money and the last I 

heard, she was singing all the songs she wanted without getting tossed out on her bum. So, how 

do you feel about being in a relationship with someone that has more money than we can 

possibly spend in our lifetimes, unless you won the lottery?" 

Alex shrugged her shoulders. "It really doesn't seem to make a difference in my life or 

yours. You're doing what you want to do, I hope. I'm doing what I want to do. My big worry is 

wondering when Sam is going to finish with my cabin. I still am procrastinating about buying a 

new SUV and… I still wonder how I found a person like you to not just fall in love with but who 

loves me back," she finished softly.  

Elizabeth leaned over and kissed her softly on her lips. "So, why the question?" 

"Between you and me…and soon the whole world… the Smith twins are billionaires. It 

seems their mother married a man ten years her senior, they hit a lottery, invested and when they 

died three siblings were left the Smith estate. John jr and the twins." 

"If the parents were all that wealthy, why didn't they send out a detective to locate them?" 

Alex nodded. "My thought too. However, Claire pointed out that some mothers don't 

want to bring their children out of whatever loving family they are being raised in because they 

have a guilty conscience already." 

"When did they die?" she asked. 

"Four years ago, is my estimate. The estate was charged with locating them. They located 

the son of the father, John jr., but not the twin daughters of the mother. I thought that a bit 

strange and Chief Harper made the same comment to the estate lawyer. Harper made a call to a 

friend of his in the FBI Alaska office and we're waiting for information. I think something fishy 



is going on in Alaska. So, we have two estates and only two murders and that's not too bad," 

Alex finished solemnly. 

"So you're worried how the twins are going to take it," Elizabeth said. 

"They're ecstatic for now. The twins had blood tests to prove who they are and the results 

will be done down here and Claire found an estate lawyer for the three to handle their interests."  

"Wow. Give them some time when the money has been in an account with their name on 

it for about a year and they still have money, then the reality will sink in…provided they don't 

have relatives popping up everywhere they go asking for handouts. Then there are the charities 

and political interests that somehow got your name from somewhere that lists you as 

moneyed…and life goes on. How about taking a walk with Sarah and I…or are you too tired?" 

"Nope. What about the cats?" 

"What about them?" 

"Well, MC follows us for a short distance when we run…" 

"We'll go easy on her and walk toward the park where there are plenty of cars she can 

hide under. I figured you would be busy so I called the pet store and asked if they could send 

over a welcome package for Sarah. Dorothy knows Sarah so she said she would put one together. 

It was delivered just before you arrived." 

"That's a relief. I was worried she would be chewing on my shoe from boredom." 

"She'll not be bored with the cats. They love her. She's an easy tease. I think she's been 

around cats." 

Alex peered through the backdoor at Sarah's light figure as it slowly walked through the 

garden sniffing. "Who's going to pick up her piles?" 

"We both are. It's part of your domestication experience. Since we gave up on your 

cooking skills, I thought I would add this to your list. So, do you want to put a leash on her or do 

you want me to?" Elizabeth asked. 

"I'm going to change shoes. I'll meet you in the front," Alex said. 

"You're not afraid of her are you?" Elizabeth teased. 

"Of course not. But when she starts pulling, I'm a gonner. I don't think digging my heels 

in will stop her."   

Elizabeth laughed.  

"Sarah, want to go for a walk?" 



Alex could hear Sarah's nails on the flagstone and the running of tiny paws across the 

kitchen floor. Alex smiled at feeling of being domesticated. Picking up dog poop wasn't that bad 

since she had been picking up after Angel when she came for visits.  

*** 

The walk was exhausting for Alex. Elizabeth was focused on teaching Sarah how to walk 

alongside of them which took some coaxing and dog treats to get her to stick close to Elizabeth. 

Elizabeth was thoughtful enough to give Sarah her social time at trees and bushes.  

When Sarah was settled in the laundry room on her bed, Elizabeth joined Alex in front of 

the television. Alex wasn't watching the show. Her mind wandered as she thought of her family 

and how her aunts made her feel special when she visited. They never sent her gifts for any 

occasions but rather gave them to her during her summer visits. Her mother moved them around 

too much to have a steady address.  

"Mind if I join you?" Elizabeth asked. 

"Not at all," Alex welcomed the tall form into her arms as they snuggled on the couch.   

Soon, both fell asleep until a whining dog woke them.  

Elizabeth slid out from behind Alex and went to let Sarah out. When she returned, Alex 

was awake and cleaning the remains of their dinner. 

"So, what are the sisters going to do until they get their money?" Elizabeth asked as she 

settled back on the couch, pulling Alex into her. 

"Well…Amy's skeptical about it all. BJ is curious why it took so long for them to hear 

about it when she had been doing research on the internet and then it dawns on her Cynthia may 

have kept that from her. I think so too." 

Alex pursed her lips. "With Tami, Claire has her work cut out for her. Amy sticks close 

to her while BJ gives her sass but I can tell she worries about Tami and what will happen when 

people find out she has money. I think they'll take care of each other. Until the chief figures out 

just who killed who the three will remain at the shelter." 

"You think they'll leave. Why?" 

"With all the money they have?" Alex asked. "They need to travel and see the world so 

they can appreciate small towns like Sunrise." 



"I'm with Amy. I wouldn't count my money until I see it in my account. Strange people 

pop up to challenge a will with that much money and it takes a long time for the court to make a 

decision." 

"Well…we can make a bet. How about, once they have their money, that they will leave 

to travel around the world. If I lose, you get a full body massage with hot oiled rocks," Alex 

nuzzled the back of her neck.   

"Only if you do it," Elizabeth turned a little to look up at Alex.   

"Okay. Now, if you lose. I would like you to bake a full turkey dinner, stuffed with 

whatever you stuffed it last time with."  

"Sounds like a fair bet to me." Elizabeth kissed Alex on the nose. "Sealed with a kiss."   

"It's a done deal," she whispered. "You know we can also make a bet to see who gets 

their money first. The Halloway sisters or the Smith twins."  

Elizabeth laughed. "Or we can bet on whether the twins will take care of BJ until they 

inherit. Remember two more years until Halloway's trust comes due." 

"Oh, I forgot about that. Can we change our bet?" Alex said.  

"Already you're haggling on the bet," Elizabeth said. "And you sealed it with a kiss," she 

taunted. 

Alex kissed her again and after a while, they moved to a bedroom. 



Chapter  20 

 

"Well," Chief Harper looked around the table at his staff. "This is one anfractuous case 

that I'm going to be happy to close or at least one of the deaths. Let's start with the good news." 

He nodded to Harriet. 

"Gary is on the road to recovery. He thanked us all for our support." 

They all cheered. 

"When is he coming home?" Alex asked.  

"Not yet. The doctor needs to assess how much damage the poison did to his system. I'll 

let you know," Harriet said. "Chief, back to you." 

"Now, to the murder case we can close. Cynthia White's cause of death was a blow to her 

head, covered up by a bullet through her head. Astonishing at how stupid Adele Richards was, 

she supplied us with a confirmation in her diary that it was her," the Chief said. "In her closet she 

had boxes of diaries going back to her childhood. She took pleasure in writing the details of how 

she tormented people she hated. She had been stalking Amy for years, stealing her things, riffling 

her belongings, making it seem like it was Angie then getting to know Angie and turning her 

against Amy. In her details she had a dozen ways of how to kill Amy, whom she considered her 

test run. Moving her body to Millie's house and messing with the evidence was her confidence 

that she could mess with the local small town police.  

"From Adele's notes, she tormented BJ filing false claims under different names against 

her so she was getting arrested on planted evidence and false accusations. Her intention was to 

demoralize her before killing her. She had many changes in her plans on how to kill her. For 

some reason, she hated BJ more than the other two sisters. With Adele's notes as evidence, we 

can turn them over to a lawyer for BJ to get her record cleaned up.  

"Now, Adele Richards murder… who wouldn't want her dead?" the Chief shook his head 

in mock seriousness. 

"That wicked wicked step-sister," Harriet said. 

"Very wicked," Harper smiled and continued. "Cause of death is a small hole through the 

head by person or persons unknown. That is still under investigation. Cynthia White. What's her 

story, Alex?"  



"Cynthia White was a journalist. She wrote about the underdog. She wrote about those 

that rose above hard times to do something worthwhile with their life and about those that failed 

trying. About two years ago she started a project on women in prison covering different countries 

and finishing off with a prison in the USA a year ago. A year ago after handing in her last piece 

on the women's prison in the USA, she told her editor she was going to disappear for a while on 

the trail of a bigger story. She did the usual of sending in small stories to pay bills so no one 

worried about her. What triggered her disappearance from the people she knew was something 

she uncovered while in jail. She was the prison librarian to allow her to keep sending in articles 

and to do her research without the other prisoners from becoming too suspicious of her perks. 

What set her on this strange life altering path were two things. One was running across the name 

of Adele Richards an ex-classmate, who was responsible for BJ's run-ins with the law that kept 

getting her thrown into jail and two an altercation that put BJ in the prison hospital for a few 

weeks. Looking in Adele and Cynthia 's background I found there was a lot of animosity 

between them through high school. The school was more than happy when they graduated. I 

spoke to a coworker of Cynthia 's at the paper who also graduated from the same school only one 

year back. He said Cynthia tormented Adele out of self-preservation. Adele was hated by most of 

the student body and feared. I'm not sure just what her intention was by having her face changed 

because blood tests and fingerprints would have shown she wasn't a Smith twin. This friend at 

the paper said Cynthia was working on a paper that was on murder for hire rings arranged within 

prisons. Inside the prison, if you know the right people, you get all sorts of information. Mark 

found some old airline tickets in Cynthia's room to and from Alaska.  

"Gary knew Adele because she took photos at the bars and would park at the beach after 

the bars closed," Chief Harper explained to the group. "He said he stopped a few times for 

conversation with Adele but it didn't occur to him to ask why she parked a block from Connie's 

place on a few occasions. I think Adele was cleaning up witnesses in Sunrise and Angie was also 

on her list. We won't know for sure because Adele used nicknames in her diary." 

"What about Adele's mother? Did the local police get a confession or a feeling that she 

knew what her daughter was up to?"  

"The police weren't able to question her. Her lawyer and medical doctor told the police 

she's under heavy sedation and can't answer any questions at this time, so they searched her room 

and found the diaries without her mother's contribution," Harriet said. "I'm sure her losses are 



enough for her to drink herself stupid if not drugged to calm her down. When I made a call to her 

house to confirm she wasn't up to make a statement, I could hear her in the background shouting 

obscenities at her daughter for being so stupid to get herself murdered and leaving her diaries 

around for the police to find. According to the Claude Holloway's executor, Claude was specific 

in his will that he considered Angela and Adele spending his money on their lavish life-style 

while he was alive to be spending their share of his estate. The ex-sheriff, Angela's latest 

paramour admitted to harassing BJ for Angela's sake, but swore he knew nothing about setting 

anyone up to be killed. He blames all of that on Adele. A bad penny he said." 

Everyone made noises of agreement on Adele's character. 

"It sounds like he knew Adele was up to no good regarding Claude Holloway's 

daughters," Alex said. "What do we know about Adele's murder ?" 

"I think Adele's murder was done by a professional," Mark said. "Her keys were in the 

ignition with the engine running, which we know because the gas tank was empty and the key 

was in the on position, which the person handing out tickets should have noticed. She was found 

on a gurney in the hospital looking like she belonged there." 

"So, who the hell knocked off Adele?" 

"Maybe Margaret took issue with Adele trying to kill her boyfriend," Harriet suggested. 

"I don't see Gary's Margaret as a sniper," Mark said. 

"Well, the family sniper did escape," Harriet said. 

"What about Adele's murder, Mark? That's in your jurisdiction. Bales." 

"Give us a few more days. I need to check with CSI to see if they've been able to locate 

just where the shot came from and if they found anything more on possible witnesses. Someone 

had to have heard or seen something."  

"Okay. Well folks, it looks like we have only a few things to worry about; Alex's cabin is 

finished and she doesn't have a SUV to get there in," Harper said. 

END 


