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Thank you for always supporting me and my dreams.
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******************************
The bullet barked out of the gun and its impact threw her into the wall.  Her eyes were wide with horror, shock, and disbelief as her body crumpled and slid slowly to the floor.  A second, third, fourth, and fifth shot rang out – then there was nothing but the smell of blood and gun powder, and the faint sound of whispers and whimpers.
******************************




Lusty Leavings



The room reeked of sex. Alex couldn’t read the clock, but her internal one knew she was going to be late for work if she didn’t haul ass.  She scrubbed her face with both of her hands, trying to rub off the cobwebs of sleep and sex.  Trying to rub away the memories of what she had just done. Again.
How many times had she fallen back into this pattern?  Fucking stupid.  Sex with an ex.  Why?!?  Fucking alcohol - that’s why.  Stupid bar.  Stupid alcohol.  Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.
“Fuck,” she whispered.  
Her ex sighed and snuffled at her voice, but didn’t wake.  
Don’t wake the beast - get up and get the hell out of here before you have to talk about shit.
Alex gently lifted the covers and eased towards the side of the bed, her face grimaced as the opened sheets let in the cool air.  Her ex stirred again as she was just putting her left foot’s big toe on the carpet.  She turned to see she had awakened the creature.  
FUUUUUUUCK.
“Good morning,” Alex whispered.
“Morning - where are you going?”
“Work.”  Alex popped off the bed and started pulling on clothing as quickly as possible without looking like she was running out.
“Work.  You’re always going to work.  Don’t you want to come back to bed and play a game?”
“Mandi, you know.  I just…I gotta go to work.”  Alex started feeling panicky, she couldn’t find her shirt.
Maybe it was in the living room?
Mandi threw the covers back exposing her naked, creamy skin and said, “Are you really sure you can’t, maybe, go in a little late?”
“I really can’t.  I’m in the middle of a really difficult case - and I need to focus.  In fact, I can’t believe that I’m still here.  I have to go all the way home, take a shower, get dressed…”  Alex’s voice trailed off as Mandi’s hand had dropped from her brow to her delicate flesh and she started playing with herself.  Mandi was a knockout. It didn’t matter what kind of a bitch she was, and she was a mega bitch, she was a 12 out of 10 on the hot scale.  Red head.  Slender.  Milky white skin.  Flawless.  Well, not flawless - she was a Grade A bitch, user, and manipulator. 
So there’s that.
“Come on - the guy is still going to be dead tomorrow - right?” Mandi asked as she pushed her fingers into herself and bit her lower lip.  “Just a few minutes…it’ll be fun.” Mandi tasted herself on her own fingers and shuddered with arousal.
Alex shook her head, again trying to shake off the sex cobwebs.  “It’s important.  I have to go.  I’m sure that you can entertain yourself,” Alex said gesturing to Mandi’s treasure chest of naughty toys.  She walked over, grabbed a neon pink toy and then slapped it on the bed.  “Remember, you don’t need me for this,”  Alex added, bringing up one of the last fights that they had before the last time they broke up.
Oh yeah, way to go.  Piss off the viper.  Poke the bear.  What the HELL is wrong with you?!  Find your clothes and bounce!! Go go go!!
“I’m sorry… I’m cranky.  I just need to get going and get some caffeine in my system.  I’ll call you later.”  Alex stalked out of the room and left Mandi to handle herself.  From the kitchen, where she found her shirt, she could hear the soft sound of buzzing coming from the bedroom.  She bent over the kitchen sink, turned on the water and took a long, long drink. 
Drink the water.  Don’t listen to the buzzing, ignore the buzzing.  Act like this is normal.  Act like you don’t want to rip off your own skin.  Okay… Go Go GO!!  No need to dally… get yer shit and go!
She picked up her keys from the counter, slipped through the front door, and...
Shit.  No car.  
Images started floating back into her head.  Lots of beer, lots of dancing, lots of cleavage.  Kissing, sucking, touching. 
NO!  Don’t think about it.  
She had left her car at the bar and had walked – stumbled rather – the 10 blocks to Mandi’s house.
Jesus.  WAY too much alcohol.
No big deal, she could grab a coffee a few blocks down, and the cool air might do some good.  At least the hammering headache that often comes with all that drinking hadn’t found her yet.  That was a pleasant sign.  A good omen for the day.  Of course, she had started the day with Mandi, so anything that happened for the rest of the day had to be better than how it started.




Work Sucks

After a the brisk walk and the cup of coffee, Alex’s quick morning shower was quicker than usual.  She rushed around her apartment nearly forgetting to fill Dexter’s bowl with food and only gave him a cursory stroke before rushing out the door.  Bagel in mouth, keys in hand, she had to go back inside twice, forgetting first her ankle holster and then her thermos. 
Damn I’m getting put through my paces…
By the time she got to the precinct, she had eaten her bagel and her short cropped hair had dried into a strange shape.  She sat in the car fighting natural cowlicks and curls trying to tame the mop on the top of her head into something presentable.
Her partner, Bret, was already at his desk, though only the top two thirds of his head were visible over the mountain of paperwork that he had piled around himself.
“Hey man, when are you going to clean that desk of yours?  You’re starting to look like a hoarder,” Alex jibed and dropped a bagel on his desk.
“Like I tell my wife, I’ll get to it when I get to it.”  Bret was a no nonsense kind of guy.  A forty-something year old, slightly balding, black man - two kids, a dog, a cat, a hamster, and thankfully a house just big enough to hold all those creatures.  He had the long, lean build of Samuel L. Jackson, a deadpan sense of humor, and was always dressed in what appeared to be yesterday’s wrinkled laundry.  It was tough for him, at first, to be partnered up with a much younger, female partner.  But after five years together, they had gotten into a good rhythm and were grateful to have one another.
“So, what’s on the docket for the day?  Anything new come in?”
“Come on, we finished up the last two cases and still haven’t completed the paperwork.  You know the chief isn’t going to assign us anything until we turn in these files,” he said around a mouthful of bagel.
“Fine.  I’ll help.”  Alex looked at her desk - clean, orderly, not a paper or file in sight.  
But much like the iceberg that fucked the Titanic, this desk has something hidden under the surface.
Alex pulled out a file box from under her desk and got started on the last two weeks of paperwork.
Booooorinnnnnng….
Four hours and five cups of terrible coffee later, Alex looked up from her desk.  Her eyes felt funny and had a hard time focusing on anything more than a foot from her face.  She decided she needed to take a break and maybe get some fresh air.  She signaled to Bret that she was headed outside; though he didn’t look up, he nodded in understanding.
Perhaps she would walk to the deli and pick up a couple of sandwiches.  She was about three quarters through her paperwork and needed some brain food to keep going.  A good Italian sub would hit the spot, and a Turkey on White for Bret would boost his spirits as well.
While on her way to the deli, Alex thought back to the previous night’s extra curricular activities.
Damn it, why did you go into that bar?
She knew why.  It had been six months since her last real flirtation.  And that ended in coals, literally.  Jenny, the flirtation, had an insane ex who placed a blivet on Alex’s stoop, rang the bell, and left.  After stomping out the fire and getting burnt shit all over her shoes, Alex decided Jenny wasn’t worth the effort - besides, they really didn’t have anything in common.  Jenny was a banker, pretty, and had a fairly decent sense of humor… but she was also quite petty and a little dull.  Plus, she had a crazy ex. 
Of course, who doesn’t have a few of those?
Her love life was pretty bland these days, and last night she had decided she would try the bar, see if any new birds had flitted their way there.  Of course, it had been all the same faces she remembered from the last time she was in.  Morose and slightly despondent, she had decided to just sit and watch from her bar stool as all the gay girls and boys tried their hand at making a connection.
After a few beers, she had felt a hand on the back of her neck.  The smell of sex and a cheap starlet perfume Alex couldn’t remember the name of made her arm hair stand on end.  
Mandi.
A fresh beer floated in front of her face, and the hand made its way down the front of her shoulder, across her chest (just glancing the top of her breast), and lips touched her ear.  “Looking for me?” Mandi had whispered and then flicked her tongue along the shell of her ear.
“Hell no.  I was looking to meet someone nice,” Alex had quipped.  
“I’m nice.  Look, I even bought you your favorite beer….” She nibbled her ear this time.
Alex grudgingly took the beer, and Mandi squealed with delight.  
It’s just one beer… what harm could it do?
Again images of cleavage, dancing, and other debauchery floated into her memory.  
Shit… It’s not entirely your fault.  You were lonely and that woman is a predator.  She feeds on the slower, desperate members of the herd - and you, my friend, you were definitely desperate.  Sex with an ex… so many reasons NOT to do it.
Lost in thought, Alex stood in Archie’s and paid without even really knowing she had ordered.  On her way back to the precinct, she did her best to keep her mind from wandering back to last night’s debauchery.
Bret was still neck deep in paperwork when she arrived.  He smiled his gap-toothed smile when Alex slapped down his sandwich and pickle.
“Oh my… Archie’s?”
“Of course.”
Between bites of sandwich they discussed the details of a few case files and talked about their weekend plans.
“Slow day… Did any cases come in while I was out?”
“Nah, couple robberies, an assault, and of course a domestic dispute.  Actually, if you file the last bit of paperwork that you’re hiding in your desk, I think we can be assigned to whatever comes in next,” Bret flashed his dark eyes mockingly at Alex.
“You’re not done with yours though, right?  I mean, this fucking pile isn’t any smaller.” Alex gestured to his mountain.
“Well, actually, this ‘fucking pile’ is all old material and I was just reviewing it for testimony that I’m going to have to give next week.”
Alex did a couple of fist pumps and shot out of her chair.  She quickly calculated how many files she had cleared.
These are done… these are done.  I have to sign these.  My notes for this one are here… annnnnd....
“Gimme fifteen minutes.”




And Then You Die

Fifteen minutes or so later, Alex and Bret were rolling.  Bret usually let Alex drive, but considering her slight hangover - Bret was behind the wheel.  He always drove a little faster, and a little less cautiously than Alex preferred.  As Bret came to an almost screeching halt behind another car, Alex fake braked the floorboards.  Bret shot an eyebrow up and peeped at Alex from the corner of his eye without turning his head, his “cut that crap out” look.  He definitely had that look down, it was one he gave to his children often.
They had been driving around for a couple hours assisting with various calls when one came in specifically for them.
**** Car 159, Car 159.  We have a possible 187 near the corner of Beacon and Berkeley ****
**** Please advise if you are available, and call into the office, over. ****
Alex picked up the radio and said, “Hey Darlene, I’ll give you a call in a minute, we’ll start heading that way now.”
Alex’s cell had three missed calls, all from Mandi.  
Jesus.
She dialed the precinct and got Darlene.  
“How’s my best girl?”
“Good God Alex, you know, I thought I was your only girl.”
“Yeah, yeah.  What do you have for me, Darlene?”
“Some hot shot, blue blood, geezer is D.E.D.  Got the call and the first cops on scene think we might have something for you two to look at.”
“Is CSI on scene?”
“They are my next call dearie.”
“Alright, address?”
Darlene rattled off the address causing Alex to whistle and say, “Whoa, D.  That is a hoity toity neighborhood, this oughta be fun.”
Be sure to keep a wary eye on their butler – they have a reputation you know,” Darlene said in her best British voice.  
“Oh, I will.”
“Tah tah, love.”
Alex turned to Bret, “Darlene, she is such a tease.”
Ten minutes later, they were two blocks away.  Nothing but red and blue lights filled the street.  One of the tape officers stuck his head in the window and said, “Hey Alex, gimme a big ole kiss.”
“In your dreams Holder.”
“Every night…”
“Bite me.”
“I do that in my dreams, too…”  
“That guy is a sick bastard,” Alex said after they were out of earshot. “You know that I had to kick his ass out of my apartment after he casually stopped over at 1 AM?  Creepy.  How long is he going to be demoted to blues for?”
“What I heard...Holder is stuck there until he proves that he can actually perform the duties he’s assigned to.  He’s always causing trouble in other cases, especially when one of his old buddies from ‘back in the day’ gets pinched.  Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if he has been in on some of the schemes those turds are involved in.”
Creepy fucker.  One of those guys who thinks that I just haven’t found the right man yet.  *barf*
As they eased to a stop in front of the house, Alex whistled.  “Must be nice…”
“Must be,” Bret echoed, ducking his head down to the level of the passenger window.  Both got out of the car, and stared in awe at the grandeur of the town house.  
Shit.  Maybe they really do have a butler…
They badged their way past the gate, into the house, through the hall, and started to walk past the front sitting room.  Alex turned her head as she saw movement out of the corner of her eye and stopped in her tracks. 
Who is THAT?!  Stop staring...
She stood, mouth slightly agape, staring. Mesmerized.  Before her, a very familiar scene was playing out; a young woman consoling her mother, the presumed widow.  Alex had been to many crime scenes, and had seen many family members console one another – this one shouldn’t have been any different.
But LOOK at her!  Stop staring...
She had dark hair to her chin, high cheekbones, a severe jaw line, a small but straight nose, and flawless, olive colored skin.  At a question from the officer standing nearest her mother, she shot him a fierce, warrior-like look.  Her eyes flashed anger, disdain, resentment, and something else.  The raven-haired beauty said something to the apathetic looking officer that was inaudible from the hall, but whatever it was made him blush in embarrassment.  He quickly walked away, giving the woman and her mother some space.
The woman turned slightly, and then it happened.  They locked eyes. 
Oh. My. God.  Stop staring…  Seriously.  Look away. You are intruding on a personal moment.  You are seriously freaking her out.  Look away….
But she didn’t.  In fact, they stayed, eyes locked together for what seemed like an eternity.  Alex’s blue eyes drinking in every inch of her, and she staring back.  The moment could’ve lasted for five minutes, maybe it was only one second, Alex couldn’t be sure.
“A-hem! Detective Connolly, the victim is back this way... in the kitchen.”  
And like that, Alex clicked back into motion.  Back into detective mode. She swiveled towards the voice that had interrupted what felt like the most intimate moment she had shared with another person in months.
And THAT included last night.
Bret stood in front of her, this time both eyebrows raised, hands on hips, and had that “what the HELL do you think you’re doing” look all over his face.  
Alex flicked a look back towards the sitting room, but the alluring woman had refocused her energy back on her mother.  Forcing herself to focus, she followed Bret back into the kitchen.
“What have we got?”
“Well, no forced entry.  No obvious wounds.  No messages written in blood.  Time to let CSI have their fun.”
The kitchen was a chef’s dream.  Everything was stainless. White marble countertops.  Gas range.  Double oven.  Copper pots hanging from a ceiling rack.  Huge knife block on the butcher block island.  Also of note, the body on the floor.
Ah.  The master of this castle.  
“What do you think?” Alex asked.
“Well, we were called because even though there was no forced entry, the back door was wide open.”
“So, maybe he opened the door for some fall air, had a heart attack and died,” She surmised.
“I’m pretty sure that could be the case… but it’s not.”
“Why not?”
“Their dog… he also didn’t make it.”
“Shit.”
Alex bent down, and used her pen to look through the man’s suit pockets without touching anything.  She stared at his face.  He had the same very straight nose and dark hair (though just graying at the temples) that the vixen in the front room had.  
Must be her dad.
His eyes were stuck in a blank stare and his mouth was slightly ajar.  His eyes were incredibly bloodshot, and lips looked coated with dried saliva.  A coffee mug was in pieces all over the floor. 
“Let’s get them to bag the mug, and swab his mouth.  Perhaps the bereaved widow popped some arsenic in the guy’s coffee.  Yeesh…”
“Yep, and we’re going to have them take the dog as well,”  Bret said.
“Great.  Who do we have questioning the family?” Alex asked nonchalantly.
Bret’s eyebrows again popped up to what was once his hairline and he gave her his most winning smile. “Well, my friend, that’s gonna be our job.”  He clapped Alex on the back and gave her a sideways glance.
Shit.
“Shut up, Bret.”
“Then pull yourself together.  I thought I was going to have to wipe your chin… you were practically drooling.”
“Yeah, yeah.  I just got…”
“I know what you got…” Bret cracked another smile.  “I saw the whole thing… thought you got struck by lightning.  Was going to have CSI take a look at you, thought you might’ve seen a ghost, locked eyes with Medusa or something.  Alas, you were just frozen by lust.  No biggy.”
“Yeah, no biggy.  Let’s get this part over with so they can get out of here.”  
And so I can have a closer look at her…




Float Like a Butterfly

The front sitting room looked like something out of Home & Garden - everything had its place, and every place had its thing.  
Why do people collect so much crap?  I mean, it looks nice… but what the hell do you do with all of it - just look at it?  Jesus… look at all the doilies.
There was a hutch of fine glass vases, recognizable artwork on the walls, a bar cart cluttered with crystal filled with various liquids, two supple leather wing back chairs, a fireplace, multiple side tables and a loveseat with some ornate stitching.  The loveseat was what Alex was focused on - well, more specifically the two individuals sitting on the loveseat.
Both detectives pulled out their notepads and took a seat in the leather chairs.  
“We’re sorry for your loss and for the intrusion.  But we need to ask you some questions,” Bret said sympathetically.
“Your names for the record…”
“I’m Kara Yazzie, and this is my mother, Caroline.”
Her name is Kara.  Kaahraaa… sounds like an Amazonian princess name… Jesus Christ, pay attention.
“And your father’s name?”
A slight hesitation, a gulp, and then, “Jonathan.”
“Which one of you found him?”
“I did,” Kara said.  Caroline’s shoulders began to shake and she shoved her face into a handkerchief to muffle her sobs.
“... And do you live here, Mizz Yazzie?” Bret asked.
“No, I have a key, and was stopping over to pick up some files.  I was in the study looking through my father’s desk, and heard a loud crash.”
Okay, so twenty minutes ago you two couldn’t stop staring at one another and now she won’t look at me… greeaaaat.  I definitely freaked her out.  Maybe if I just stare at her feet she’ll feel less threatened.
“You mean, you were here when the mug broke in the kitchen?”
Another hesitation. “Yes.  I didn’t think my father would be home.  I had let myself in the front, and went directly into the study to collect some work documents.  I heard the crash, and walked into the kitchen… and then… I found him…. Just lying there.”  She seemed to space off as if she was seeing it all again. “I ran over to him.  Felt for a pulse.  But there was nothing.  I called 911 immediately.”
Bret cleared his throat, “And did you see anyone else?  Hear any cars running, squealing tires, anything like that?”
She shook her head, making her raven-dark hair glisten in the lamp light.  “No.”
“Alright.  And, Mrs. Yazzie, when did you arrive?”  Mrs. Yazzie pushed the handkerchief to her mouth, squeezed her eyes shut, and started shaking her head left to right.
“She got here while I was on the phone with 911,”  Kara answered for her. 
Alex looked around the room again.  There was a small pile of shopping bags on the floor in the corner.  Gucci.  Dolce and Gabbana.  Armani.  All clothing, no doubt. 
Mrs. Yazzie was dressed in an impeccably tailored dress, spike heels, dripping in jewelry, and had mascara lines running all the way down her cheeks.  Kara on the other hand, was wearing a pantsuit, sensible shoes, and earrings that glistened underneath her dark hair.  Her makeup was understated and there wasn’t a hint of smearing.
Interesting… no tears… perhaps a femme fatale?  Do you inherit when daddy dearest dies? 
Alex was making notes on Kara’s answers, but was making more important notes about her demeanor and how she handled herself under the scrutiny of the questions.  She seemed unflappable.
“And what documents were you picking up from the study?” Bret asked.
“Work documents.”
“Where do you work?”
“Symbio-Labs.”
“And did your father work there as well?”
“Yes.  He runs the company.”
“Ah.  Okay.”
Alex cleared her throat and looked directly at Kara, “Miss Yazzie, or is it missus?”
Kara adjusted her gaze to meet Alex’s, “It’s Miss,” Kara said slightly coolly.
Slightly embarrassed, but attempting to hold back the inevitable blushing Alex continued, “Okay…” Scribble, scribble, “Did your father know that you were stopping over for the files?”
Pause.  Stare.  “Of course.”
Is it just me, or did flames just rise up behind those dark chocolate eyes?
“I’m just wondering why the files weren’t out on the desk waiting for you.  You said you were looking through the desk for the files.”
“Detective…?” Kara asked grasping for Alex’s last name.
“Connolly,” Alex said folding her hands, suddenly aware of how sweaty they were.
Why are you trying to antagonize her?  Stop it.
“Detective Connolly, my father was a very important and busy man, the fact that he forgot to leave the files on top of his desk wasn’t strange.”  Kara stood up.
Whoa… look at that body.  Delicate, yet ample features.  Stop staring.  Seriously, stop staring!
“Now, I’m quite sure that you have everything you need.  I can’t imagine what else you could gain from talking to either one of us.”  Kara stared malevolently at Alex and then shifted her attention back to Bret.  “If you don’t mind, I’d like to take my mother upstairs and collect some clothing for her.  I’ve already called my aunt – my mother will be staying with her for the time being.”
Bret popped out of his chair, “Yes, ma’am.  We have everything that we need, for now.  I’ll have an officer escort both of you upstairs.”
With that, Kara gave a quick nod and ran her eyes back over to Alex, and for another quick moment they were locked in a staring contest.  This one was different from the first.  This one – Alex felt the anger, resentment, and judgement that she felt were earned from her questions.
Wowsah.  
Bret motioned to the officer on the edge of the room, “Officer Murphy, please escort Mizz & Mrs. Yazzie upstairs to collect some personal effects.”
And like that, they were out of the room, being escorted by some rookie.  
Shit, I should’ve done that.  Should’ve apologized.  Look at her, you could practically blow her over with a fan.




Sting Like a Bee

After twenty minutes of speaking with CSI, going over the scene a couple more times, and talking about the latest Patriots victory with another plain clothes cop, Alex saw Kara helping her mother down the stairs.  She was carrying a large suitcase in one hand and attempting to hold up her mother with the other.  Officer Murphy plodded behind the two women – as useful as a fart in a jam jar in Alex’s mind.  She left her fellow boys in blue to run up the stairs and help Kara with the suitcase.
Alex shot Officer Murphy a death glare over Kara’s head and said to him pointedly, “What the hell is wrong with you Murph?  You couldn’t help her with the luggage?”  Officer Murphy blanched and stopped walking down the stairs. 
“Sorry Alex... I mean Detective Connolly,” he stammered.  He turned a shade of red that Alex could only think to call ‘stewed beet’.
Alex shot him another death glare and offered a hand with the suitcase.
“Let me get that… you already have your hands full,” she suggested to Kara.
Kara stopped a stair above her, and looked down at her.  “Oh, now you want to be friendly?”
“I’m sorry.  Truly.  I’m just trying to help,” Alex replied earnestly.
Kara must have seen the sincerity in Alex’s look.  Her hard glare softened, and she held out the suitcase.  As Alex reached for the bag, her fingers grazed Kara’s and they both involuntarily and simultaneously sucked in air and let go of the bag.  The suitcase bounced against Alex, and she recovered quickly enough to stop it and her from toppling down the rest of the stairs.
“Ha… butterfingers,” Alex said.  She could feel warm heat spreading up her cheeks and she knew her fair colored skin was quickly turning an embarrassing shade of mauve.  She turned, loped down the stairs with the suitcase, and faced the front door waiting for Kara and her mother.
“Which way to your car?” Alex asked.
“Follow me, Alex, is it?” Kara was now right next to Alex, almost shoulder to shoulder.  Alex felt slightly amused that Kara was a good four inches shorter than her. 
What a lovely proportioned lady.  Good height, great body, that face.  Yeesh… stop staring!
Alex
could smell some familiar yet allusive fragrance coming from Kara.  It was slightly floral, very earthy, definitely sexy.
“Yeah.  Alex.”  She held out her hand, made eye contact, and smiled.
Kara looked down at it and back up at Alex.  She almost looked a bit fearful when she said, “No offense, but I’ve had just about all the police interaction I can take today.”
“HA! I get that all the time…” Alex blurted and gave Kara her a winning smile.
Oh my god.  Stop flirting.  What the hell is wrong with you?
Kara and her mother started out the door and Alex followed.  About a block later, they arrived at a very nice looking Mercedes.  Alex whistled. “Nice car.”  That elicited a sideways glance from Kara that looked like it was right out of Bret’s playbook.
“Thanks.  It’s new.”
“Shall I put this in the trunk?”
“Yes, let me open it…”
Kara helped her mother into the passenger side and came around to the trunk.  Once open, it obscured the view to her parent’s house and it was almost like there wasn’t a crime scene unit a block down.  Under the streetlight, Alex thought that Kara looked tired, obviously the day had been very hard on her. 
“Look, I just wanted to apologize for offending you.  I can’t imagine finding my father like that.  I’m truly sorry.  I can be a little blunt, comes with the job… I know you’ve had a really terrible day...” Alex offered, staring intently at Kara.
Kara had her eyes cast down at the pavement and looked up.  It was like a laser connecting their eyes together.  Kara’s focus on Alex at that moment was too much, and made Alex feel uncomfortable in a strange way. She stammered on, “Anyway, I’m sorry.  If you have any questions about the case, here’s my card.  This is my line at the station and this is my personal cell number.  You can call… whenever,” she shrugged and held out the card.
Kara looked at the card she was offering – her face crumpled and she began to cry.  She started crying so hard that she nearly sank to the street, but just as she started to collapse, Alex grabbed her and held on.
Alex pulled her close, and whispered, “It’s okay.  You’ve been strong all day. Just let it out.  I’m so sorry...shhhhh…”  Alex held her gently, and alternatively rubbed her arms and caressed her back.  Kara continued to sob and shudder for another minute or two. And then, like a switch had been flipped, she stiffened.  Alex didn’t notice for a few seconds – it felt so good to hold her.  When she did, she pulled back, looked into Kara’s eyes with her hands on both her shoulders and said, “Better?”
Kara stared at her wide-eyed.  Eyes still slightly filled with tears, she looked mortified and again just a little scared.  She shrugged her shoulders to push off Alex’s comforting hands, backed away, quickly brushed the tears from her face and apologized, “I’m sorry, I never do that. Thank you for helping with the suitcase.”  
Ouch…
Alex, held out the card again, gave her a little smile, cocked her head to the side, raised her eyebrows slightly and said, “Just in case?”
Kara looked down at the card, as if it might bite or sting her.  She glanced back up at Alex, her earnest face, her sweet non-threatening smile, then she grabbed the card and fled to the car.
As she drove away, Alex puzzled over what had just happened.  By the time she got back to the house, the body had been moved, the doors were being sealed with tape, and Bret was ready to head out.
“Everything alright?”  He asked.
“Yeah, course.”  
“Hell of a thing, finding your dad like that.”
“Yeah, shitty day.”
As they drove back to the precinct, Alex plucked at the wet spots on her shirt from Kara’s tears.  
What a strange day.




Sometimes You’re the Dog

The next day started better than the last.  No Mandi.  There were several voicemails Alex chose not to listen to, but no Mandi in her bed, and no Mandi in sight, so that was a good start.  She had fifty-two unread text messages; fifty-one from Mandi and one from her Mom reminding her that her brother was going to be in town in a few weeks and that they wanted to have a big family dinner.  Maybe they could all go up to the camp?
Oh boy!  The prodigal son returns…
The fifty-one messages from Mandi were basically just dirty talk and naughty pictures.  Clearly, they were taken of Mandi, by Mandi, for Mandi and for whoever she was trying to lure into bed that night.
Why would anyone send that in a text?  So graphic… and not in a good way.
Dexter was curled up on the bed, slightly irritated by Alex’s lack of enthusiasm for his morning love-fest. “Man, you are one demanding cat - you know mommy has other shit going on, right?”
He replied by squeezing his eyes shut and purring louder than before.
“Okay, just a few more minutes of love…”
Today, Alex was going to do some follow up running around on the Yazzie case.  Check into the details of Mr. Yazzie’s day, which meant going to Symbio-Labs. 
Perhaps she’d run into the enticing Kara.
Kara.
Alex had woken up a few times the night before, sweating profusely.  She kept having the same recurring nightmare.  Kara was at the top of a staircase… Alex stood a step below her… they were locked in a staring match and Kara pushed her. She then flew through the air towards the bottom of the stairs and then right before she hit, she woke up.  Every time it seemed like she felt the impact of the floor, but instead woke to bouncing on the bed.
Showered and fed, she added to Dex’s food bowl and plopped in a bit of coconut oil as a treat.  “Kitty, Kitty… Mean, Bad Boy Kitty…. Treat time for the lil’ beastie…”  Dex bounded from his sleepy spot on the bed and purred at the added vittles.
“You’re welcome - and don’t you forget it.”
On the way into the office, Alex got a call from Bret.  
“Hey Alex, I’m going to head over to the Coroner’s office… Do you want to start the day at the vic’s place of work?”
“Yeah, I can do that… Tell Cherry I said Hi...”
“Are you two back on speaking terms?” Bret jibed.
“Put a cork in it Bret… She understood why I didn’t want to date her… office romances and all.”
“Uh huh,” Bret deadpanned.
Dr. R.J. Cherry, was one of the CSI units top analysts at the Coroner’s office.  She was a nerdy yet vivacious beauty that had the hots for every female police officer in the city.  It became blatantly obvious to everyone that she had set her sights on Alex two months ago, but Alex would have nothing to do with her.  Cherry was a great coworker, but based on her track record, she didn’t think it was a good idea to mix business with pleasure.  Cherry didn’t take Alex’s refusal seriously, and embarrassed herself several times until finally giving up.  Things had been a bit icy until last week when Cherry indicated that she was dating someone else.
Alex flipped a bitch and started towards Symbio-Labs all the while hoping that she would have a reason to talk to Kara again, but doubted she would be back at work already.
When she entered the lab, she was greeted by a security guard who smiled when she flashed him her badge.  “Hi Detective.  We were notified you would be coming.  You’ll need to step this way to get a visitor’s badge.”
After she was properly logged into the system as a visitor, a young, nerdy looking woman took her to Mr. Yazzie’s office.  “I’m Mr. Yazzie’s secretary, Ms. Sissy” she snuffled, “I mean, I was.” She snuffled again and grabbed a tissue from her desk.  “Any questions you have, or any paperwork you need, you just let me know.”
“I’m sorry for your loss.  I’m going to need his entire calendar for the last year and any new appointments… or standing appointments for the foreseeable future.  Also, a list of projects and a brief breakdown of what he was most recently working on would be appreciated,” Alex rattled off smiling sympathetically.  “I’m also going to need to talk to a bunch of coworkers.  So, if you could get me a list of his most recent interactions, and then get them to come down here one at a time, that’d be great.  I’m sorry to ask you to do all of this…. I’m also going to have to speak with you… so, whenever you are ready, we can start with that.”
Alex worked the majority of the morning talking to boring science nerds, going through files, and looking at scientific studies that didn’t mean much to her – and no Kara.
“Well, Ms. Sissy.  I think I’ve got all that I need for now.  I’ve taped up all the boxes of items for the CSI guys to come and get.  They should be here in about an hour,” Alex explained.
“Is there anything else that you think I need to know? Or, anyone else I should visit with?”
Ms. Sissy hesitated, “No.”
“Are you sure Ms. Sissy?” Alex pressed eyebrows up, doing her best Bret impression.
“I don’t know if this matters, but a week ago, when I came into the office… Mr. Yazzie was already here and he was yelling at someone on the phone.  I’m not really sure who it was, but I know what day, because he took the rest of it off and let me work from home.”
“Well, thank you Ms. Sissy.  We’ll be requesting the phone records anyway.  What day was that?”
“Last Monday, the 11th.”
“Alrighty.  I’ll make sure to take a good look at the records.  Thank you for all your help today Ms. Sissy, it was a pleasure working with you.”  Alex held out her hand and Ms. Sissy plopped her overly dry, limp as a noodle hand into Alex’s.
Yeesh… dead fish handshake… bleh!
Outside the lab, Alex called Bret, “Hey Bret, I think we may have gotten a teeny tiny lead.  Seems Mr. Yazzie was wigging out on someone about a week ago before anyone in the office had arrived.  Gotta love the eavesdropping secretary!”
“That’s good.  I’ve been with CSI all day… they’ve found a possible entry wound… of a needle.”
“Seriously?  An injection?”
“Yep…looks that way.  We are waiting on blood analysis right now.”
“Interesting…”
“I’m going to head back to the station and do some paperwork on this.  I’ll see you in a bit.”
“Roger that.”
Intrigued, Alex decided to go take a look at the crime scene one more time, in the calm cool light of day.  It was always easier when there weren’t thirty police officers roaming around the scene.
Alex was able to find parking about a block down from the Yazzie residence.  On her way up to the front door, she noticed that the crime scene tape seal had been cracked.
Alex looked up and down the street, no one was milling about.  She pulled her gun out of her holster. 
Shit, I wish Bret was here...
She eased the door open and quietly entered the home.  The house was silent and dark.  If she hadn’t seen the broken tape, she would’ve assumed she was completely alone.  She crouched down and let her eyes adjust to the dim light in the house.  She crab-walked down the hall, making sure to keep completely silent, pausing every few seconds to listen for movement.  
She made her way to the front sitting room, and had a brief memory of how it felt to be sucked into Kara’s gaze.  She shook that feeling off and continued down that hall, past the stairs.
She paused again.  Nothing.
She continued down the hall and then heard it.  A strange metallic sound… then again.  And then, a brief shuffling of...papers?
What the fuck…?
As she silently stalked down to the next room, the noises got a little more audible.  Definitely paperwork.  She stood, not knowing what she would find on the other side of the doorway.  She paused, gun up, safety off, and counted to three to steady herself.  Then she whipped around the door frame, “Hold it! Police!  Don’t move!”  She commanded using the most authoritative voice she could muster.
The person was outlined by the light from the window, so there was no way to identify who Alex had in her sights.  The good news was there was only one person in the room and he or she was frozen in place.
“Alex?”
Kara’s voice?
Alex moved around the room, gun still trained on the intruder.  After her eyes adjusted, she lowered her gun, clicked the safety on, and holstered her weapon.  It was Kara.
“What the HELL are you doing in here?!  This is a crime scene.  You can’t just break the tape, yanno?” Alex said in an almost booming voice.
“I’m sorry.  It couldn’t wait.  I needed those papers.  I forgot them last night.”
“So you thought you would just waltz right in here?”
“I’m not doing anything wrong!”
“You’re breaking the law!”
“Well, you didn’t have to come in here all Rambo-like!”
“The hell I didn’t!  People who enter crime scenes are either police officers or criminals!”
“Well, I’m neither!”
“I’m not so sure about that!”
Suddenly, they both realized that they were standing only inches apart, pulses racing, chests heaving rapidly in anger.
Or… excitement?
Kara was staring up at Alex, anger and fear in her eyes.  She continued to stare at Alex and Alex at her for what seemed like a full minute.  Then, she gaze moved to Alex’s mouth.
Alex noticed the change, first it was a furtive glance at her mouth and then Kara just stared at it.  Like she was waiting for something.  Both of them had completely stopped breathing.  There was literally no noise in the house.  And then, simultaneously, a cacophony of noise and movement as Alex dipped her head to meet Kara’s lips, and Kara wrapped her arms around Alex’s neck.  Kara let out a moan of pleasure.  A noise of giving in.  They mashed their bodies together and crashed into the desk as their lips and tongues raged war on one another.  
OMG OMG OMG OMG…..
Neither woman wanted to come up for air, but finally Alex pulled her head back and looked into Kara’s eyes.  Both of them breathing rapidly, again.
OMG, what have I done?  
Kara suddenly looked very unsure and doe-like.  
Shit.  Did I do all of that?  Did I just attack her?  No.  She kissed me back… and with a vengeance.
“Uhhh...this is … uhh probably not the best place to …. Uhh…” Alex stammered.
Kara pulled back a bit further, and attempted to straighten out her clothes which Alex had mussed.  Alex noted that Kara had dressed down in jeans and a t-shirt...still, she looked sexier than anyone Alex had ever met.
Kara pressed her ravaged lips together.  
My god, they are so red and swollen…
“I apologize.  I hope I didn’t…” Alex started.
“Please.  Do not apologize.”  Kara had put her hands on her hips and looked up at Alex.  Her eyes twinkled in humor. “I’m pretty sure we both just did that.”
Alex grinned at Kara, and noticed that she shivered in excitement.  “So, there’s that…”
“You know, you are making me feel like maybe I’m a lamb and you’re a wolf with that smile…”
“This smile?” Alex pointed to her now neutral face… “Nahhh, this is my on the job smile.”
“Oh, too bad.” Kara quipped and turned toward the desk.
Alex touched Kara’s arm, and she turned slightly with an inquisitive look.  “I’m sorry if I startled you before… I honestly didn’t know what I would find in this room, but I wasn’t thinking it would be you.”
     “Mmm… and now?”
     “Now, I’m pretty glad it was you,” Alex said.

Kara turned to Alex, stepped within an inch of Alex’s body, put her hands around her neck and said, “Pretty glad?” She murmured and pressed her lips to Alex’s.  Alex’s body stiffened with arousal and she grabbed Kara by the hips pulling her until they were toe to toe, waist to waist, and chest to chest.  No daylight could be seen between their bodies.  The light kiss Kara offered at first became wet.  Tongues danced together, Alex let out a guttural noise that was akin to caveman speak and they both crashed back into the desk.
Alex moved her hands up into Kara’s hair, twisting it gently and using her hair to move Kara’s head for a different kissing angle.  
It’s like touching silk…
Kara moved her hands up and down Alex’s powerful back and shoulder muscles and she let out a satisfied sound of pleasure.  Their kiss deepened and became more intense. 
A few more moments of this… and I’ll die of pleasure…
Alex lowered her hands to Kara’s face, her delicate yet strong features needed to be explored… first with her fingers, then with her mouth.  She kissed Kara’s eyelids, her straight nose, her beautiful cheekbones, then nibbled at her jaw, and finally made her way to Kara’s neck.  “Mmmmm, oh Alex,” Kara whispered, obviously enjoying this moment as much as Alex was.
Then Alex’s phone buzzed.
What are you DOING?!  She’s digging around in a crime scene… she could be a suspect.  Do I care??  Shit.
Alex pulled back again.  This time, she put a couple of feet between them.  Chests heaving, struggling a little for breath.  Alex put her hands on her knees and looked up at Kara.  “Shit…. I want this.  I want you.  But…” Alex started.
“Perhaps another time…” Kara said.
Alex looked at Kara – head to toe.  
So sexy.  
Everything about Kara said “sex NOW” to Alex.  Her pupils, her lips, her heaving chest, her visibly taut nipples – she was literally braced against the desk waiting for Alex – but she couldn’t.  The investigation.  Her father.  The needle. 
Fuuuuuuuck.
Kara whirled around and started shuffling paperwork.  “What are you doing here, really?” Alex asked.
“I’m really trying to find some files that my father said were in his desk… but I cannot for the life of me figure out where the hell he put them.”
“Why are they important? What’s in them?”
Kara shot a look Alex, “Cop mode?” She waited a beat and then answered the question, “They are environmental impact statements for a couple of our projects.  I’m supposed to meet with Senator Johnson next week and the impact statements are crucial to the meeting.”
“Senator Johnson, the anti-environment donkey?”
“Yep, that’s the one.”
“Good luck with that.  I’d rather shove my fist in his face than papers.”
“Well, good luck with that.  He’s talking about running for President, and he wants to show how his cost cutting initiatives haven’t impacted the environment.  He’s got a lot of secret service looking guys around him all the time now.”
“Uh huh.  Any idea if the papers you were looking for were good or bad for him?”
“No.  In fact, my father was the only one other than the independent contractors we hired that have the results.”  She sounded frustrated.  She held the papers up and slapped them back on the desk.  “Well, great. Now I get to figure out which companies we contracted and see if I can get copies.  Worst. Week. Ever.”
“Yeah… Look I’m sorry.  I know that you want to look for stuff in here, but you really can’t just barge in here without an escort,” Alex said, going full cop.
“Yeah, you said… but then, can’t you be my escort, Officer Connolly?” Kara said playfully, batting her eyelashes at Alex.
“Ha… that’s Detective Connolly,” Alex replied in a deep voice pointing a finger gun at her with a wink.
“Oh… that’s right... my bad,” she said with a wink.  “Well, damnit.  I don’t see them.  I guess I don’t need anything from in here.  Will you escort me out?”
“Yeah.  I can do that,” Alex said.
After she walked Kara to her car, and fought every natural urge to pin her to the driver’s side door with her body, she made her way back to her own and headed to the station.  She struggled the entire ride there with whether or not she should say something to Bret about finding Kara in the Yazzie house.  She decided she’d keep it to herself for the time being, but made notes in her log regarding the encounter and the discussion about Senator Johnson.  She did leave out the smoldering passion and smooch-fest, however.  No need to give anyone those details.  Those she would save for a lonely night.
So, pretty much every night?  So sad… so true…




Sometimes You’re the Hydrant

Once back at the station, Alex and Bret went over a few of the hanging case details.  The tox screen still wasn’t back.
“Cherry said to give it 24 hours.  She practically kicked me out of her office around noon,” Bret complained
“Has CSI found anything?”
“Not a thing yet.  Based on the contents of the Yazzie’s dog’s stomach, the dog appears to have been killed by poisoning… probably in some sort of meatball.”
Alex gave Bret a sideways glance, “Lovely.”
“Yeah.  Lovely.  Have you eaten?”
“No, I just finished up at Symbio, thought I’d kill some time going over the crime scene again…” she started.
“Let’s go get some grub,” Bret suggested and grabbed the keys.  When they got in the car he continued, “See anything different in the clear light of day?”
Yeah, I saw quite a few different things… touched some too… and the kissing….  
While Alex reminisced about her encounter with Kara, Bret had started the car, backed out and started making his way towards some sort of lunch.  
She was so soft.  Her lips so full and pliant.  She fit her body into mine like a glove…
“Yo, Alex?!” Alex snapped to attention…
“Wha…?” She started again, “Oh! Yeah. No.  I didn’t find anything useful… Sorry man, I have the stares.  What are we going to eat?”
“I figured we’ve both had a crazy day, let’s have an Italian late lunch.”
“Giacomo’s?”  
“It’s like we’re one person sometimes….” Bret said grinning.
After a hearty meal of pasta, salad, and a large slab of meat, both Alex and Bret were regretting their large Italian lunch.  Alex drove while Bret made exaggerated groans of agony about the state of his full belly.
“Damn that place is good.  I think I need a new pant size, but oooooooooo-eeee!” Bret cooed.
**** Calling all cars.  Calling all cars.  We have a 211 in progress.  Shots have been fired.  Roll Code 2 as we may have a 132 situation.  It’s the pawn shop on Bromsfield by Tremont Street****
“Shit.  We gotta take this.  That’s Mac’s place.  He was hit last month…”
“Well, we’re only about 3 minutes from there… Hit the gas Connolly.”
Bret spun around in his seat, grabbed two vests from under his seat and pulled one on.
Alex brought the car to a halt in the back alley, and pulled on her vest.
“Let’s roll.” Alex said after securing the last strap.
“Whoa, whoa, whoa.  What’s the plan?”
“I say we head to the back door of the building and see what we can see.  Then we can give everyone an idea of what it looks like.  Last time the guy came flying out the front.  The back door is through the cage making it the more difficult and less likely departure.”
“I can live with that,” Bret said.
They both popped out of the car and pulled out their pistols.  Stealthily they made their towards the back door – it was difficult to see through, the cross-hatchings of metal to protect from intruders didn’t make it any easier.
**** He’s coming out the front. Over. ****
“See, what did I tell you?” Alex said smiling.  Both cops holstered their weapons and started making their way back to the car.
A loud crash rang out.   A young man, average height and build, emerged from the back end of the store.  He had blood on his shirt and carried a silver revolver with a long barrel.  In obvious distress, he ripped off the black stocking that was covering his hair exposing a completely shaved dome.
Alex and Bret raised their weapons and took cover behind of the doors of the car.  The young gunslinger didn’t seem to notice the two police officers squatting near the car.  He rubbed the gun on his temple, and sweat flicked off onto the ground.
“Hold it.  Right there.  Put the weapon down and your hands in the air,” Bret called out.
The man swung his shaved and tatted head in their direction, lifted his gun carrying hand and pulled the trigger twice in Bret’s direction.  The bullets thunked into the passenger side door and Bret crouched below the window to keep his head out of harm’s way. 
At this point, the skinhead hadn’t noticed that Alex was there.  
Shit – this asshole can’t be more than seventeen… Too young to be shooting at cops in a back alley, and certainly too young to die today.
She took aim at his right shoulder, and squeezed her trigger finger.
* POP *
The kid fell to the ground and started yelling in pain.  “You okay, Bret?” Alex yelled over the screaming man.
“Yep…  Good shooting.  Call it in, I’ll go wrestle this idiot into some cuffs.”
Alex grabbed the mic, called in their location, and requested an ambulance for the punk.
When she looked up, it was like a scene straight out of her worst nightmares.  The skinhead had Bret pinned to his body, gun pointed at his head.  Blood trickled from his forehead where the perp had bashed him with his gun.
Alex started sweating profusely.
No no no no no… shit shit shit shit….
She trained her gun on the kid, and tried to assess the situation.
What do I do?  What is the right thing?  
She took a closer look at what him.  His eyes were wild.  He was bleeding from his right shoulder.  He breathed heavily, drooling and spitting on every breath.
Bret had a quiet and stern look on his now sweaty and bloody face.  His hands were limply held at his sides.  He must have noticed Alex assessing him, because he made a pistol with his fingers and shifted his eyes to the kid.  
He wants me to take a fucking shot.  While this asshole has a gun to his head.
Fuck. Fuck….  Shit shit shit.
“Put the gun down.”
“SHUT UP… FUCK YOU, YOU FUCKING PIG!!!”
“Listen, you’re hurt, there’s nowhere to go, more police are coming in about two seconds.”  No response.  “Come on.  Let’s get you some medical attention.”
“SHUT UP!”
Alex took a half step around the driver’s side door, put her left hand up, and pointed her gun up in the air.  “Look, I’m going to put my gun down.  You do the same, and we’ll get you to the hospital, you’re losing a lot of blood.”  Alex pointed to the blood still flowing from his shoulder.
The kid glanced down at his shoulder and lowered his gun to Bret’s abdomen.
Bret’s eyes widened, his right hand, previously in a pistol shape started a countdown.  
Five… Jesus, don’t do this…
Four…. Fuck, I can’t believe this has to happen.
Three… The kid looks like the might give up… don’t make me do this.
Two… Bret, do not move.  DO NOT MOVE…
One….
Bret spun around and stuck his forearm into the kid’s face, Alex aimed and fired - this time at his now exposed torso. As the skinhead fell to the ground he pulled the trigger on his revolver.
Bret spun around again, this time towards Alex.  Teeth clenched, face pinched in a grimace of pain and agony, he fell to the ground grabbing his thigh.  Alex raced towards Bret and assessed the injury. 
“FUUUUUCK!”  He yelled and sucked air through his teeth.
“Oh my god Bret, I’m so sorry. Help is on the way man… just hang tight.”
Alex shoved her hand onto the pulsating wound on his thigh, pushing with all her might to make the bleeding stop.  Hot, sticky blood oozed through her fingers and sweat dripped furiously from her forehead. Seeing all the blood pour from her partner, she knew this limited amount of pressure wouldn’t be enough to slow the bleeding.
She reluctantly let go of his leg for a moment, jumped up, and began tearing at her shirt to get it untucked.  Once loose, she grabbed at her undershirt, and yanked hard until she ripped the front flap of her tank top off.  She wadded the material into a white ball, and dropped back down to Bret’s bullet wound – pushing this time with both hands and all of her weight. Bret cried out in pain, but the blood didn’t ooze around her fingers or around the wadded cloth.
“Fuck… Where the fuck are the EMTs?”
What seemed like an eternity went by, and then Alex heard the ambulance pull up behind her and the EMTs jump out.  She turned to her partner and said, “Hey buddy… you’re looking good… we’ve got help now.”  Bret’s eyes were closed,  his face was strangely gray, and it was dotted with sweat and blood.
The EMTs rushed over, pulling at Alex to look her over.  She waved them off and they immediately started to work on Bret.  As soon as they stabilized his wound, they rolled him onto the gurney and pushed him into the back of the ambulance.
Several other cops had arrived and had taken charge of getting the Coroner’s office over to the scene to deal with the skinhead. One squatted in front of Alex, “Hey Connolly.  You alright?  What the hell happened here?”
Alex stared into space… and recounted the entire situation to the young cop.  She sat there, long after the cop had finished taking notes.  Another cop came over – Lisa, the police shrink.  
“Alex, do you want to talk about what happened?”
“No.  I want to go to the hospital.”
“Alright, I’ll drive you.”
“I can drive myself.”
“Actually, your police vehicle has been ruled a crime scene, so you do need a ride.” She paused briefly waiting for comment, “Come on, let’s go see how Bret’s doing.”
Alex and Lisa made it to the hospital just as Bret’s wife walked in.  “Carla, I’m so sorry.  Bret’s so tough, he’s gonna make it,” Alex assured her.
Carla hugged Alex fiercely, “He’s my rock, he’s just gotta make it.  You’re going to stay with me, right?”
“You couldn’t drag me away,” Alex promised.
Four hours later, they got the news that Bret had made it out of surgery.  The bullet had nicked his femoral artery, but the doctors were able to fix the problem. 
Lisa put her hand on Alex’s back, “It’s because of your quick thinking and the EMT response time that he’s going to be okay.”
Alex glanced sideways at Lisa ‘the feel good lady’, walked over to Carla, and gave her a bear hug.  “I’m so fucking glad he’s okay.  Do you need anything?  Can I do anything?”
Carla patted Alex on the arm, “You’ve done everything you could do.  Thank you, Alex.  Do you want to come visit Bret real quick with me?”
“I’d love that.”
After standing in Bret’s hospital room for a few minutes, staring at Bret’s calm, expressionless form, Alex excused herself and made her way to the exit.
“Alex!  Wait… You need to talk about this.”
Greeeaaaaaat… the head shrinker….
“No, I really don’t.  I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”
“You’re not coming in tomorrow.”
“Oh, right.  Monday then.”
“No, Alex.  Your partner was shot.  You killed someone.  You are on leave until you are deemed ready to return to work.”
“Fuck… Fine.  When is our first appointment?”
“Next week, let’s do Wednesday, first thing.  Take some time.”
Oh shut the fuck up….




Idle Hands

Alex woke for what seemed like the fiftieth time that night and looked at the clock; 4:45 AM.
Fuuuuuuuuuuck….
Every time she fell asleep, she saw the whole scene again.  The gun to Bret’s head.  His signal to shoot the skinhead.  His inevitable countdown.  The recoil from her pistol as she let one go.  The skinhead getting hit in the chest and the bark of his revolver.  Bret falling in agony after he had been shot.  Alex’s hands on Bret’s leg, and the hot, dark red blood oozing through her fingers.  Bret’s face - gaunt, gray, and sweaty.  Every time she looked up, no ambulance was there.  No extra police.  The skinhead suddenly hovering over Alex and Bret, gun raised, and firing into Alex’s chest.  Once, twice, three times… Alex falling to the ground, looking up at the sky, buildings all around, and hearing a woman calling her name.
Alex decided going back to sleep wasn’t going to happen.  So, she pulled on some shorts, socks, a sweat wicking shirt, and some running shoes.  
Time to work off the doughnuts.  
She stretched for ten minutes, took a quick drink of water, and bounced out the door.  Five AM and barely thinking about being light.  She was alone on the streets of the city.  She sucked in the cool air and enjoyed the quiet.  She ran around the harbor, down the steps to the water, and sat in the sand on the beach.  She looked out on the horizon, and waited for the eventual sunrise. 
As the sun peeked over the ocean, she decided she would head back to the house, grab a quick shower and go see how Bret was doing.
Fifty minutes later, coffees in hand, she entered the hospital.  She stopped by the front desk to find out what room Bret had been moved to.  The grumpy looking front desk clerk clicked a few buttons on his keyboard, looked up at her apathetically and said, “Room 321.”
Alex made it to the third floor and stood, staring at the numbers on the door.  
3...2…1..  Shit.
Her eyes glazed over as she went through the scenario again.  This time without the three shots in the chest from the dead skinhead.  
“Alex?”
Alex blinked her daymare out of her eyes and realized the door had been opened.  
How long have I been staring at Carla?
“Hey Carla… Coffee?”  Alex offered raising the untouched second cup of coffee in her left hand.
“Bless you.  Come in…”
“How’s he doing?”
“It was a long night, but he looks better… don’t you think his coloring is better?”
Alex followed Carla into the room.  Bret did look better, he wasn’t all sweaty, though his skin still had a bit of gray pallor to it.  Carla walked around the bed and motioned for Alex to take a place at his bedside.
“You can talk to him… he hasn’t woken up again since I first came in, but at least you can win every conversation.” Carla said with a wink.
Alex shuffled up to the bed… and was suddenly at a loss for words.
Instead of saying anything, she put her hand over his hand gave him a quick squeeze, then sat in the chair next to the bed, and waited.
Carla and Alex stayed like that for about thirty minutes - comfortable silence in an uncomfortable situation.
A nurse popped her head in, looking far too cheery for 7AM… “And how are we feeling this morning?”
She walked around the room with her clipboard, chattering about the weather, doing her best impression of a chipmunk.  Alex shot a side-eyed, “OMG DOES SHE EVER STOP TALKING?” look at Carla and she sniggered. 
“You know, you spend way too much time with my Bret, if I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were his kid.  That look was pure Bret,” Carla said once the nurse left the room.
“Ha!  You know, he’s not my father, but he’s one of my best friends.”
“Girl, you need to get out more.”
Ain’t that the truth…
Alex sucked in deep breath through her nose, raised her eyebrows, shook her head a little, and let it out a knowing sigh.
“So, I heard that there were some serious fireworks between you and some dark-haired damsel in distress.”
Alex felt herself turn red, “Bret and his big mouth…”
“Y’all best not be bad mouthing me right now,” a dry-mouthed, weak voice chimed in.
“Bret, you son of a…. Telling everyone my business,” Alex said standing over him holding up her right fist as if to give him a swift punch in the chops.  “How you feeling?” Alex asked smiling down at her frail looking partner.
“Like I been shot.” He said and cracked a smile.
Both the ladies laughed at that.  “No shit?”
“No shit.”
Seems like my badass partner is gonna be just fine.
“Well, I should be going.  Carla, do you need me to do anything for you today?  Can I call anyone for you?”
“No baby… you go have your Sunday.  My sister is watching our herd and I’ll hold down the fort here.”
“Alright, I’ll see you tomorrow.”
With that, Alex took her leave of them, suddenly cheered that Bret woke up while she was there.
When Alex got home, she spent the rest of the morning reading news, drinking copious amounts of coffee, and making notes on articles that she read about Senator Johnson.  
What a fucking donkey.  
She heard her cell phone chirp for the twentieth time that morning.  
Mandi, no doubt.
She decided to give in and check her messages.
Ten missed calls. Fifteen unread messages.  Five hundred seventy-three unread emails.  Junk mail, it’s an inbox killer.
She scrolled through the missed calls.  There had been seven from Mandi, two from mom, and one from an unknown number.  
On the messages side of things, she had twelve from Mandi.
Jesus, give it a rest.  I’m not interested.  It was a mistake!!
Two from mom.  
** You never called me back about your brother coming **
** Are you going to be free? **
And one, from the same unknown number…
** Alex... Detective Connolly… this is Kara.  Please give me a call when you get this, I think I’ve found something… interesting.  x **
Alex started to reply, fumbled her phone, and it clattered on the floor.  She laughed at herself as she noticed that her heart was racing and her palms had immediately become clammy.
Jesus.  She can do that to me in text?? I feel like an idiot.
She picked up her phone and saved the unknown number as K, knowing being in private contact with someone related to a case was a not kosher.
She clicked into her missed call log, hesitated, and then pressed the letter K.
It rang twice, and then Kara’s voice was on the other end of the phone.  Alex hesitated.  She wasn’t actually allowed to work right now.  She was technically on leave.
“Alex?  Are you there?” Kara inquired.
“Eh- Yeah.  I’m here.  Can you hear me?”
Good cover.
“Yes, listen, I am about to step into a meeting, but could you meet me downtown at O’Connor’s at about 5:30 tonight?  I have a meeting with one of the independent contractors, and I want to give you what I’ve found so far.”
Alex hesitated, she really should pass this on to whoever is covering her desk.  
Who the fuck am I kidding?  I’m not passing on Kara.
“Yeah, absolutely.  See you then.”
They hung up and Alex glanced at the time.
1 PM…. jeeezus… this is going to be the longest four and half hours ever…




The Devil’s Playthings

O’Connor’s was packed and louder than normal.  Being a Sunday, there were plenty of football games on the screens, jersey’s on the patrons, and buckets of beer on every table.  Alex made her way to the bar and ordered a beer.  A loud cheer rang out and Alex turned to see “TOUCHDOWN” on the screen.
Amazingly enough, the Raiders are doing well this year.
Alex felt a small. warm hand touch her lower back.  She turned her head slightly and Kara was looking up at her.  Alex flashed her a genuine smile and said quietly, “Hey.”
Wow, she’s almost too beautiful.
“Hey.  I have a booth over in the corner.” Kara said indicating which corner with the tilt of her head.
Alex noticed Kara was carrying a small, dark brown, leather attaché case in her hand, and didn’t miss the fact that she hadn’t removed her other hand from Alex’s lower back the entire journey to the booth.  Once at the table, Kara motioned to the waitress and asked her to bring them a couple of menus and whatever Alex was drinking.
“Are you hungry?” Kara asked, “Because I’m famished.”
“Yeah, actually.”  
“Great, they make excellent Bangers and Mash.”
“Mmm…. that sounds good.  And since they come with your recommendation, I’ll give ‘em a try.”
You’re so waif like, I can’t imagine you ever eating anything larger than a side salad.
The waitress came back with Kara’s drink and took their orders.
Another boisterous explosion of cheers broke out, and Alex saw the many fist bumps, high fives, and smiles that accompanied a good play.  She also noticed a large man sporting a Broncos jersey wasn’t really looking at the tv, nor was he whooping it up with his fellow fans. Instead, he seemed to be pretty interested in their table.
Of course, he might just be a hater… Or staring at the sexy lady on my right.
Alex took a sip of her beer and decided to keep one eye on the guy.
“So, this is a very loud bar… I’m not sure what you want to share, but this might not be the best place for it,” Alex said.
“That’s okay, I was starving, and I think we can just huddle a little closer,” Kara said playfully and then took a swig of her drink.  “I’ll show you what I have after we eat.  If I don’t eat, I might die.”
“Fine by me,” Alex smiled, wolf-like.
“Ooooo… there you go again, be careful with that smile Detective Connolly, it’s pretty dangerous.”
“HA!  Deal.”
The waitress showed up again, this time with a basket of bread.  They both grabbed at the same piece of bread, briefly touching fingers.
Fire.  Screw heat.  Her touch is like fire.
Alex smiled, Kara blushed.
“So, tell me something about yourself… I need something to distract me from all the tension.” Alex said.
“Okay, I can do that, but you will have to reciprocate.”
“I can do that.” Alex said with a reassuring nod.
“Alright,” Kara said counting off on her hand as she spoke, “I grew up in the city.  I’ve traveled extensively.  Went to medical school at Harvard, graduated with honors.” Kara did a little theater-like bow, “Annnnnd… I have shared three things, your turn.”
“Mmmmkay.  I grew up in the country - the mountains of New Hampshire to be more specific.  I have not traveled extensively.  And I graduated, with honors, from Suffolk with a law degree.”
“Really?  Interesting.  And why are you on the police force?” Kara asked chin in hand.
“Ah.  Well, I tried being a lawyer, then I realized I hated lawyers.  I thought I could use what I know to help people in a different way.  Besides, I really like getting out of the office.  Paperwork sucks.”
Kara chuckled, “I can respect that.  But a police officer, it’s so dangerous.”
“Yeah.  It is.”  Alex’s face went slack and she started thinking about the day prior.
Five, four, three….
“Hey, you okay?” Kara asked, touching Alex’s hand in concern. “You kind of spaced off.”
“Oh.” Throat clear, “Yeah, sorry.  It’s been a really messed up week.  My partner was shot yesterday.”
Kara’s face paled. “You mean… the detective from the other night?”
“Yeah.  He pulled through okay.  He even gave me a little crap this morning, so that’s a good sign.  I just… I keep seeing it.  The whole scene.  I know I could’ve done something differently.”  Alex pinched the bridge of her nose in frustration and to ensure that the tears she felt burning in her eyes didn’t fall and disappeared instead.
“I’m so sorry.” Kara said rubbing the top of Alex’s hand.
“Kara, my situation is barely anything compared to what yours is… if anyone is sorry, it’s me.  I was an ass the other night.  I have no excuse.  I can’t believe you’re even talking to me right now.”
Alex grabbed her beer and took another drink.  With the bottle to her lips still, she spied the Broncos fan looking at the monitor with his game.
Maybe I was wrong.  Seems to be into the game now.  Just a looky-loo.
The waitress came over with their food.  And for a solid ten minutes all conversation stopped and both women focused completely on their food.  Alex looked up and saw that Kara was keeping up with her military style of eating by shoveling food into her mouth as quickly as possible.  
“I can’t remember the last time I ate…” Alex said.
“I can, I ate a banana this morning...what was I thinking – just a banana?!” Kara shook her head and looked at her almost naked plate.  “Wow, I am just flying through this,”  She paused and took a drink, “I’m going to sleep so well tonight.”
Alex looked at her, smiled, bobbed her head a couple times in agreement.
I hope I can sleep tonight.
A few minutes later, they huddled closer and started talking about what Kara had found.
“Well, it took me forever to figure out which company we used to conduct the environmental impact studies.”
“Shouldn’t that information be readily available from whoever your company paid to do the study?”
“You would think, but my father didn’t run these studies through the company, or at least I couldn’t find any financials connecting us to the outside groups.” Kara said, raising an eyebrow.
“Okay.   What do the studies say?”
“They all say there was no impact.”
Alex shrugged and took another look at the Broncos fan, “Okay, so that’s good right?”
“Alex, there’s absolutely no way that there was no impact, the studies are either fabricated or have been altered.”
“Uh huh.  Why exactly do you think this has something to do with your father’s death?”
“Only the 3.5 billion dollars this lie might save the company responsible for the possible impact, not to mention the votes that it could cost the senator.  This is a hot button issue.  I really think it’s worth looking into.”
“Okay, well, if you give the names of the contracted companies, I can maybe see if your theory holds any water.  Besides, the badge tends to make people’s jaws flap.”
“I thought you might say that…. The thing is, I’d really like to be involved in this, I have a feeling that my scientific eye will be useful if not completely necessary.”  Kara grinned, baring all her teeth and batting her eyelashes.
“I’m not sure that’s a good idea.  Could be a little dangerous.  I’ll bring you whatever information that I find.”  Alex stated in a slightly arrogant, cop tone.
“Let me put it this way, if you want the names, you’re going to have to keep me involved.  Otherwise, no names.”  Kara laced her fingers together and stared stoically at Alex waiting for her response.
“Deal,” Alex said grudgingly.
Kara held out her hand for Alex to shake it.  Alex stared at her outstretched hand for a second and said, “No offense, but I’m not one to shake hands with blackmailers.”
“Ha!” Kara guffawed, “I get that all the time.”
Jesus, we are cute together….
Alex noticed the Broncos fan head to the door.  
Interesting - the game isn’t even over yet.
Alex and Kara remained in the booth finishing their beers and talking about their plan of attack.  Monday was just around the bend, and they could start making inquiries into these strange reports.
Alex paid for their food, though Kara was not pleased with her picking up the tab.  “I can have the company cover this…”  Kara suggested.
“Absolutely not.  This is on me.  Next time, you pay.”  Alex smiled.
Kara shrugged, rolled her eyes, and then nodded in agreement.
At the front of the bar, Alex said, “Let me walk you to your car.”
“Absolutely,” Kara said and ran her hand down Alex’s arm to her hand which she grabbed and led her out the door.
Oh my, she’s too adorable…
Control yourself.  You are breaking so many rules right now, I can’t even keep count.
They made their way to a nearby parking garage, silently.  Both considering what might happen when they get to the car.
You know what could happen… should it happen… again?  I fucking want it to… shit.
They slowed as they reached Kara’s car.  The stood silently and then they both laughed simultaneously.  
“This is just silly...I want to… I mean to say… shit.  Sorry.  I dunno… We need to keep this professional for now.  I’ll see you tomorrow morning?” Alex asked hopefully.
“Yeah, do you want me to pick you up, or are we meeting...” Kara trailed off and her eyes flicked over Alex’s shoulder, and widened, her mouth opened in a silent scream - Alex moved swiftly.
She spun, stabbing her fist into the first attacker’s throat.  He immediately fell to his knees grabbing his throat, gagging, and coughing harshly.  The next man, the Broncos fan, had a club.  He ran at Alex swung wide and then thumped her in the gut.  She went down hard. 
She heard Kara scream, and bounced back up.  A third man pulled Alex by the collar and put her in a headlock.  She grappled with the man while watching in horror as Kara was cornered by the Broncos fan.
“RUN KARA!” She hissed.  Kara shifted her attention from the Broncos fan to Alex and then activated her car alarm.
Kara looked like a cornered cat, and Alex could do nothing to help her.  Her vision started to blur.  She could hear her blood pumping in her ears, and so she pulled one hand off of the attacker’s arm, reached around his shoulder and curved two fingers along the underside of his nose, pulling up as harshly as she could.  He flinched upward in pain, letting Alex out of the headlock and grabbed at Alex’s nose-assailing hand.  Once he had fully grabbed Alex by the hand, they were facing one another and she planted the heel of her other hand into his nose – this time drawing blood and making him scream in agony.  He fell to his knees and let loose a litany of swears. 
Alex started after the Broncos fan and got a right hook in the face from the guy she had throat punched.  She tasted blood in her mouth.
Shit.
She spun one way, quick stepped another and then let out a fury of punches at the attacker.  She made contact on a few, but didn’t get a knockout punch. Unfortunately, the third man was back up and slammed something hard into her ribcage.  She groaned and then got bashed in the head.  She pinched her eyes shut in pain and fell to her hands and knees.  She looked up and saw Kara get pushed into the garage wall.  
FUUUUUUUCK!!
Alex got kicked in the ribs.  Once, twice, and then an elbow or heel into her kidney.  She screamed in pain and flopped fully onto the cement.  The attacker grabbed her by the hair, and bounced her head on the garage floor. And then, everything went dark.
…..Kara…..




Playing Doctor

Alex winced in pain and dragged her hand from underneath her body to assess the damage to her face and head.
Definitely a fat lip and definitely a good sized lump on the back of my head.  Woof… and my freaking cheekbone.  Yeesh.
Her face was slick with blood from where her head had thumped into the cement floor.
“Alex, Alex….? Are you okay…? Don’t move.  I’m going to use your phone to call 911.”
“No…” Alex croaked.  “Just gimme a minute.”
She rolled onto her back, opened her mouth and eyes really wide, and waited for the ringing in her ears to stop.  
“Where did they go?  Did they take anything?”
“Just my attaché case.”
“Shit. That had all the info in it, right?”
“Actually, no.  I didn’t bring anything of worth.  I still have the reports.”
Kara hovered over Alex.  Her look of concern worried Alex a little.
Do I really look that bad?
Alex focused on Kara’s face, there was a small scuff and the beginning of a bruise on her beautiful cheekbone.
“Jesus,” she reached for Kara’s face.  
Kara grabbed her hand, eyes wide and said, “Trust me, you took the brunt of that.”
Alex laughed and then winced.  Her ribs…
Ouuuuuch.  Fuck.
“Listen, I know you are freaking out a little - and you should be.  But I am not about to spend the next fifteen hours in a hospital so they can run me through the x-ray machine a million times only to tell me that they can’t do anything for me.  I just need to get home, take a shower, put ice packs in various places, and get into bed.  If you just help me up, I’m certain I can make it back to my car.”
“Fat chance tough guy.  I’m putting you in my car, and I’m taking you home.  I am technically a doctor - so after you are cleaned up, I’ll have a look at you.”
“Whatever you say Nurse Ratchet,” Alex quipped.
After a few painful movements, Alex was in the front seat of Kara’s Mercedes.  
“Jesus, this really is a nice car.  Aaaannnnd, I’m pretty sure I’m getting blood on it.”
“Uh huh.  I’m not really concerned.  It’s black leather.”
“Right,” Alex said sardonically.  She grabbed a handful of tissues from the center console, wiped at the blood on the leather, and then pressed them to her head to staunch any additional blood flow.
Kara exited the garage and started towards her house.
“Hey, not to put a wrench in your big plan to get me into your bed…. But I actually need to go home - Dexter is expecting me.”
“Dexter, huh?”  Kara asked, obviously expecting more of an explanation.
“Yeah, and he can be a real dick if I don’t show up,” Alex answered.
Did I detect a hint of jealousy?
“Okay, where are we going?” Kara asked, her voice a bit more stony than before.
Alex entered a code into her phone and directed GPS to bring them to her apartment building.  Alex dozed on the way to the apartment and was grateful to be home when she opened her eyes.
“Okay, no more sleeping until I examine you.” Kara got out of the car and came around to the passenger side, “You could have a concussion, and that means no sleeping.”
“Oh yeah?  What else do you have in mind?”
“You’re in no condition for anything else I might have in mind…”  Kara parried.

“Yeesh.  Alright.  Apartment Twenty-One.”
After a bit of maneuvering, Kara got Alex into her apartment.  Alex limped over to Dexter’s bowl and filled it.  As expected, Dexter came running.
“Dexter, Kara.  Kara, meet Dexter.  He’s the man of the house.  Now if you’ll both excuse me, I am going to hobble into the shower.”
“First, might I suggest some pain pills, ibuprophen… something?”
“Uhh, yeah… I think I actually have some leftover pills from when I dislocated my shoulder…”  Alex hobbled about, looking through the kitchen drawers.  She found the pill bottle, squinted at the writing, popped two pills out, and swallowed them both dry. “Okay, now the shower.”
Kara pet Dexter, and asked, “Do you need any help?”
“No, I think I can manage.”
A few minutes later, Alex came limping back into the kitchen.  She found Kara in pretty much the same place, petting Dexter and cooing at him.  
“Hey, remember when I said I could manage?  Well, I maybe could use some help.”
“I thought you might.”
Kara followed Alex through the master bedroom and into the bathroom.  The shower was already running; steam poured out of the curtain.  The bathroom was starting to get hot.
“I can do my pants. But… uhhh… I can’t, I can’t get my shirt off.”  Alex said slightly embarrassed.
Kara put a finger to her lips, “I see.  We can do this the fun way, or we can do this the clinical way – you choose.”
Alex’s eyes went wide and a deep blush started on her cheeks.
Kara laughed, “Clinical it is.  Turn around.”
Alex turned her back to Kara and Kara pulled her shirt completely out of her pants.  “Can you lift your arms?”
“If I have to,”  Alex murmured.
“Well, I could cut you out of it.” Kara offered.
“No way, this is my first date shirt.”
“I see, so was tonight a date?”
Shit
“No?”  Her blush deepened to purple.
“Was that a question?”
“No?”
“Ha!  Okay.  Do your best to lift up your arms.”
Alex did her best, grimacing in pain, and Kara gently pulled off her shirt with great care.  She placed her hands on Alex’s waist, and said quietly, “Oh my god Alex.  You could use some x-rays.”  She traced the already formed dark purple bruises on Alex’s side and rib cage.
“I have really light skin, it probably looks worse than it is.”  She was acutely aware that Kara’s hands were no longer on her back – they had moved to her stomach.  She felt Kara’s hair on her back, then her face, then her entire body.  She had pulled Alex into a gentle, full body hug.  She felt Kara’s lips touch her shoulder blade, and then she pulled back.
“Okay… let’s get this bra off,” Kara murmured in a slightly husky voice.
“Yeah. Okay.” Alex said quietly.  
She raised her arms again, and Kara did her best not to wing Alex around as she pulled off Alex’s bra from behind. Alex winced, sucked in air and then the bra was up high enough on her arms that she put them down and pulled it off.
Covering her breasts, she turned to Kara.  “Thanks.  I’ll be out in a minute.” 
“Okay, let me know if you need anything else.”  Alex was grateful that Kara maintained eye contact.  
Kara left the bathroom and Alex gingerly got into the shower.
No longer covered in blood and garage grit, Alex was wrapped in a towel standing in her bedroom unsure of her next move.  Unused to having someone else in her apartment, the knock on the door startled her. 
Well, except for Dexter.  But he’s not one to knock.
“Yeah?”

“You okay in there?  Need any help getting into something?” Kara called through the door.
“No, I’m just getting into something comfortable.  I’ll be right out.  Can you grab a couple of ice packs from the freezer?  They’re behind the ice trays and frozen pizzas.  I’ll meet you in the living room.”
Alex hobbled into the living room a few minutes later and she attempted to lower herself onto the sofa painlessly without much luck.
“Ummm… Do you think we can do this in my bedroom?  That way when you ‘clear’ me I can just pass out where I am.”
“Sure.”
As Alex lowered herself to the bed, Dexter ran into the bedroom and leapt up to take his normal nightly spot.  “Hey buddy, the mutual lovefest is not going to happen tonight.”  Dexter seemed to understand and curled up at the foot of the bed.
For the next several minutes, Kara went through basic doctoring protocol.  She checked Alex’s eyes for pupil dilation, probed her bruises, and looked at the contusion on her head.  
“Well?” Alex asked.
“Well, for starters, you have a very hard head.  That guy bashed you with a metal pipe, and even though you did pass out, I’m pretty certain that you do not have a concussion.  I think you may have passed out from the pain of the kidney wound.  So all good news.” Kara said smiling.  She placed her hand on Alex’s and Alex used her free hand to adjust the ice pack on her head.
“Thanks doc.”
“Anytime.”  
They stared at one another… and didn’t speak for several minutes.
This feels so… right.  I wish I wasn’t in absolute agony.  I suspect this evening would be ending much differently.
Kara sighed and reached for Dexter, “You’re going to take care of your mom, right?”  She scratched behind his ears and he started purring.
“That’s a yes.”
“Okay, I’m going to head home then, do you want me to get you anything before I leave?”
Jesus, those pills work fast.  I can barely keep my eyes open…
“You can’t leave.” Alex half mumbled.  
“Ha ha ha,” Kara answered.
“No, seriously.  Those guys targeted you.  I suspect they didn’t get what they were looking for from your case, and you out there by yourself…. No.”  Alex said in an almost drunk voice. 
“Uh huh…” Kara responded.
“Seriously.”  Alex said sleepily.  “Please don’t leave.”  Alex’s eyes felt grainy.  She rubbed them a couple of times.  “Please, Kara.”
Kara didn’t say anything.  Instead, she helped Alex get into a more normal sleeping position, and stood next to the bed as Alex drifted off into a pain medication induced sleep.
“Please…”
Kara….




Coffee, Cuddles, and Crap

Kara…
Alex woke up with a start to a silent apartment.  Strangely, Dexter had already vacated the bed in search of morning vittles.  She sat up and grimaced.
Oh Fuck… that was not a dream.  Today is gonna be a looooong, painful day.
She got up slowly, giving her body a minute to get used to the idea of moving.  She looked at her haggard reflection in the mirror.
Jesus.
She lifted her shirt to check out the damage on her ribcage.  Her skin resembled a dark tie-dye shirt, blues, reds, greens, and a couple of purple parts.  She took a deep breath to test her ribs. 
Yeesh… that is not my favorite thing.  Doesn’t feel broken, though.  Bonus.
Her head and face wounds were not as bad as she thought they would be.  She would have a fair-sized bruise on her left cheekbone and a small cut above her eye, but her chin only carried a faint yellow hue.
Still groggy from the pills she took the night before, she needed coffee, but she needed to know if Kara was okay first.  She grabbed her cell from the night table and checked for messages – all were from Mandi. 
Did Kara lose her phone last night?  
She dialed her number and it went straight to voicemail.
Fuuuuuuuuuck… Don’t panic.  
The only thing she could think to do was to drive over to Kara’s house.  
It’s 6:30… late enough… safety first!
She went into the bathroom and splashed water on her face.  She decided she didn’t need another shower, so she pulled clothes on as quickly as she could in her condition, and slapped a Red Sox hat on.
Coffee… then Kara’s.
She shuffled into the kitchen and started prepping the coffee maker.  She grabbed her thermos and poured in some half and half. 
“Dexter… Bad kitty… Big man… Dex?”  No response.  She poured food into his bowl.  Still no response.  “Hey buddy, I’m sorry about the lack of love last night… but Mommy was in a bad way.”  She walked into the living room, “You’re not gonna hold that against...”  Her voice trailed off and her blood pumped loudly in her ears.
Kara.
Kara was sleeping on the sofa, and Dexter was doing his best to keep her feet warm.  Snuggled in a blanket, she looked so peaceful.  She was flawless but for the angry spot on her cheekbone.
Those motherfuckers….
The coffee pot was starting to make the last few sputtering noises of its cycle, and the smell of coffee drifted into the living room.  Alex didn’t care – she was unable to take her eyes of Kara.
Did I ask her to stay last night?  I did, didn’t I?  I didn’t say anything stupid… did I?  I was pretty fucked up from those pills… 
Kara’s eyes fluttered open.  She looked slightly confused for a moment, stretched, and let out a high pitched yawn.
Oh my gaaawd she is too cute.  Oh my gaaaawd she’s wearing my clothes.  Too sexy.
“Coffee?” Alex asked.
“Oh!” Kara exclaimed and then squinted at Alex.  “I didn’t realize you were in here.  What time is it?”
“Almost seven…  Coffee?” Alex asked again.
“Oh yeah. Ooooof…” Kara said, touching her cheek.  “That left a mark.”  She sat up and like a blind man, looked around the coffee table with her hands.  Not finding what she wanted, she looked up at Alex and scratched her head, “Umm… you have me at a slight disadvantage… I put my glasses down somewhere last night, buuuuut now I can’t find them.”
“Oh… let me see here…” Alex shuffled over to the sofa and grabbed the pair of glasses that were peeking out of the pen cup on the sofa side table.  They were an interesting green color.  “Viola!”
“Thanks.”  Kara said slightly embarrassed.  She put the glasses on and stared up at Alex… “Oh my, you are looking a bit worse for the wear.”
“Geee thaaaaaanks.”
Kara laughed and asked, “How are you feeling?  How are your ribs?  Does your head hurt?”
“Whoa, whoa, whoa… I haven’t had coffee yet, so you’re only allowed one question at a time.”
Kara smiled, “Sorry, I’m a morning person.”
“Me too… after coffee.”
Kara gave a short nod, and then got up.  She was wearing a pair of Alex’s gym shorts and a dark, form-fitting tank top.
HOT!  Don’t be rude… don’t leer.  Or leer... She’s definitely worth staring at.  
Kara walked past Alex into the kitchen, “Coffee?”  Kara asked as she started searching the cupboards for mugs.
“Yes.”
She found the glasses and mugs and said, “Do you take cream?”

“I actually poured some in my thermos already.  I was going to drive to your place and see if you were okay.  I didn’t know you stayed.”
“You asked me to, so I did.”  Alex smiled at that and watched Kara prepare her coffee and a cup for herself.  “Sugar?” 
“Just a little.”
Kara found the spoons, plopped a small spoonful of sugar in each mug and stirred.  She carried both mugs back into the living room and indicated with her head that Alex should follow.  
Alex sat on the sofa where Kara’s warm body had been just minutes before. She could smell her earthy perfume on the blanket that had enveloped her body all night long.
Am I jealous of a blanket now?  Seriously… pull your shit together!
Kara curled up on the sofa, feet tucked under her.  She placed one of the mugs in Alex’s hand and stared at her expectantly.  Alex tested the coffee, “Mmmmmmm…. Perfect.”  Kara smiled at that and sampled hers as well.
They sat in silence until the coffee was gone.  Kara curled and cozy on one side, Alex stiff and quiet on the other.  Alex took this quiet time to look at Kara.  Her hair, though just rising from sleep, was perfect.  Her face wasn’t fat from sleep, her eyes were very clear, and those glasses just made her look that much more perfect.
A sexy, sexy nerd.  
The moment Alex put her empty mug on the coffee table Kara asked, “How are you feeling?”
“Like I got jumped by three men.”
“Yeah… Your ribs?  Your head?  Do you mind if I have another look?”
“Sure, you can play doctor again,” Alex deadpanned.
“Mhmmm....  We’ll see how much doctor we get to play,” Kara said with eyebrows raised.
Kara moved closer to Alex and started poking at her head.  “Well, this cut closed up really nicely.  It probably won’t even scar. The one on the back of your head is pretty impressive.  I imagine that you have a pretty decent headache.”
“I am currently listening to the drum solo in Wipeout.”
“At least they didn’t break your funny bone,” Alex rolled her eyes at that one.  “Gimme a break, I’m just not that funny in the morning.  Let me see those ribs.”
Alex pulled up her shirt and Kara sucked in a breath.  “Wow… I see… Two women, drinking coffee, with, would you look at that, a cat!” Kara said, pointing at the various shades of bruise.  
“Anything else?  Are you sure the women aren’t intertwined on a sofa?” Alex teased.
“Mmmm… Nope.  But I think they’re both considering it,” Kara teased back.  Alex sucked in a breath when Kara checked her back.  “This was definitely a kidney strike – have you, uhh, noticed any blood when you, yanno – urinate?”
Alex blanched.
This is not sexy talk.
“Yeah, last night.  But nothing this morning.”
“Good.  That’s a good sign.  You must be a quick healer.”
They were silent for a few moments – then simultaneously – they both noticed that Kara still had her hands on Alex’s naked skin.
Kara murmured, “I really wish you weren’t in so much pain right now.”
Jesus…
“Oh yeah?”  Alex said, surprised and amused by how forward she was.
Kara nodded, looked down at Alex’s body, and gently caressed exposed stomach.  
“You are a fantastic doctor – I’m feeling better already.”  Alex smiled and shifted towards Kara a little.
Kara looked up from her caressing and raised an eyebrow, “Fast healer, what did I tell you?”  She pushed herself off the sofa, bent down, and lightly kissed Alex on cheek.  “I’m going to go get dressed.  Then I think we should plan out our day.”
Alex cursed silently.
And here I thought we were going to enjoy the day on the sofa. 
Focus… you need to be able to move first. 
With a sigh, she picked herself off the sofa and grabbed another cup of coffee.
Kara poked her head into the kitchen, “So, when you said you grew up in New Hampshire, you didn’t mention that you were an avid fisherman.”  She held a framed picture of Alex with a big smile on her face, holding an even bigger trout.  Her brother stood next to her holding his tiny perch with a less than satisfied look on his face.
Alex smiled and gestured at the picture.  “Yeah, my family owns a camp in New Hampshire.  Well, it used to be a camp, now it’s more of a fortress with high tech hunting and fishing paraphernalia.  I haven’t been there yet this year, but it’s great.  We all go up there, spend a week together… drinking, fishing, drinking, hunting, drinking, and playing scrabble, monopoly… you know, doing the family thing.”
“Mmm.  My family and I don’t really do the family thing,” Kara said frowning.  She turned the picture back to look at it, “You were really adorable.”
“Thanks.”  Alex felt slightly exposed.  She hadn’t thought about how long Kara had been up last night, looking at her things. “You and your family aren’t that close?”
“Well, I’m an only child.  My father was always working and my mom was always shopping or going to one of her society clubs.  Recently, my parents and I haven’t been very close.  I had daily interactions with my father at work, and we would see one another occasionally on the weekends.  But he found out about a relationship that I had with one of my coworkers a few months ago.  She – my ex – accused my father of firing her because we had broken up.  It was a huge mess, since he had no idea that I was gay until that moment.  Let me tell you – that was a fun week – ended my relationship with my girlfriend and fractured my relationship with my parents.”  Kara looked up from the picture, “But we never had this,” she said wistfully.
“I’m sorry… It’s different for everyone.”
“Yeah, well…”  Kara shrugged, “When are you going again?”
“To the camp?  A few weeks most likely.  My brother, who can do no wrong, even though his life is always in ruins, is going to be available.  My parents like to set this kind of thing up around his life.  The prodigal son and all that.  Maybe you could come – see how you like the family thing,” Alex suggested.
Wow…. Where did that come from? You barely know her… then again, I was in a relationship with that nutball Mandi for almost a year and we never even talked about her family… or mine.
Kara looked surprised but pleased.  “That would be nice.  Do you think we can head over to my place?  I need new clothes, a shower, and a new pair of contacts.”
“Sure, are you ready to go?”
“Yes.”
“Okay, let me just get my thermos.”
“That’s three cups of coffee, on an empty stomach,” Kara said pointedly.
“Yeah?”
“Okay, but as your current primary care provider, I’m going to have to insist on breakfast.”
“Deal.”
Alex rubbed Dexter, grabbed her keys, and they headed out the door.




The Walk of Shame

Thirty minutes later, Kara pulled into a parking spot while Alex examined the contents of their Bruegger’s Bagels bag.  
“These smell delicious, I usually stop over at Bagelville because it’s closer to the station.  But, mmmmm, these smell great.”
Kara shut the car off and turned in her seat to look at Alex, “Do you mean to tell me that you’ve never had a Bruegger’s bagel before?” She asked skeptically.
“Strangely, no.  I’m kind of a creature of habit.  I have a pretty strict routine, and I tend to stick to it.” Alex admitted.
“Well, you are in for a treat.  We are going to work on making your routine... less routine.” Kara stated, gave Alex a wink, and grabbed the bag out of Alex’s grasp.  “Do you need help getting out of the car?”
“I think I can manage.” Alex retorted.
Three minutes later, they were on the 17th floor of Kara’s luxury apartment building.  Everything in the building looked new - carpet, moldings, paint, elevators.
“What exactly is your position at Symbio?” Alex asked.
“Oh, I’m head of research and development.”  Kara said.
“Of what?”
“All projects.”  Kara stated matter-of-factly.
“I see…. Kind of a big-wig then?”
“Absolutely.”
They made it to a door labeled 1701.
“This is me…” Kara pulled her keys out of her pocket and started to grab the knob with her other hand.  The door edged inward about an inch.
Alex lifted her left arm up and pushed Kara behind her and the frame of the door.  At the same time, she pulled her off-duty gun out from the small of her back.  She turned her head to Kara, pushed her pointer finger against her own lips, and stared at her with wide open eyes.  Once she was sure that she had Kara’s full and complete attention, she pointed at Kara and then motioned with her hand to not move.  Kara gave a curt nod and motioned that she would stay out in the hall.
Alex started towards the door and then was tugged backwards.  She turned, expecting to get an argument from Kara about her entering the apartment, when suddenly Kara’s arms were around her.  Alex lowered her head to meet Kara’s lips and they shared a brief, yet sensuous kiss.
Liquid heat...
Kara’s arms moved up Alex’s shoulders to her hair, to her cheeks.  Their lips and tongues swirled, Alex inhaled through her nose deeply and pushed Kara into the wall.  She pressed into her, chest to chest, stomach to stomach, hip to hip.  And then she violently ripped herself away from Kara and quickly, silently, gun raised, disappeared into Kara’s apartment.
The apartment was thrashed.  Every cupboard was opened, every item in the cupboard tossed unceremoniously onto the floor.  Crackers had been mashed under the intruder’s feet, milk poured onto the floor.  Alex crouched down, willed away the pain that came, and slowly made her way into the adjoining living room.
It looks like a tornado came through here…
She checked what she assumed was the guest bedroom. Not much in there, but every painting was torn from the wall and slashed into.  The master was next.  If anyone was still in here, the only place they could still be was in the master.  Alex sucked in a deep breath, and eased open the door.  This room looked no better than the others.  Clothes everywhere, bed tossed off the box spring, and hanging artwork strewn and destroyed on the floor.  The attached bath showed similar signs of abuse.
Bastards.  What if Kara had come home last night?
That thought made Alex’s heart skip a beat.  She pushed her gun into the small of her back and went to get Kara.
I almost don’t want her to see this…
Kara was a few shades lighter than she normally appeared when Alex went to collect her from the hall.  Alex took her hand, and led her into her pillaged apartment.




Home, Shit Home

The two women entered the apartment and stood in the doorway.  Kara seemed shell shocked and slightly sad at the sight of her demolished apartment.  Alex nudged her gently and they exchanged a look that said, “Daaaaaaaaamn.”
They continued to stand in the doorway and take in the wreckage.  “Jesus… Just… Jesus…”
Kara started walking around her apartment taking in all the damage.  Every so often, Alex heard another “Jesus” or an “Aww, come on” and one time there was a “you sonsabitches” – that one floated from the direction of the bedroom.
Must’ve seen that they destroyed the mattress…
A few minutes went by, and Kara was back in the kitchen rummaging through the fridge.
“Hungry?” Alex asked and shook the bagel bag attempting to distract Kara from the chaos.
“No…just looking for some cheese,” she replied.
“There’s already cream cheese on the bagels.”
“No, I need to find the goat cheese.” Kara swiped the mess off the nearest counter onto the floor and started emptying the fridge’s contents onto the newly cleaned space.
“You must REALLY like goat cheese,” Alex said, assuming Kara was having a mini meltdown.  Alex thrummed both sets of fingers on the counter nervously as Kara continued to frantically search through her fridge.
Hmmm… This is bad.  She’s definitely freaking all the way out… what the HELL am I gonna do to snap her outta this?
“YES!!” Kara crowed with glee.  She held up a log of goat cheese and her eyes flashed wildly. She ripped open the wrapping and crammed her fingers into the soft, gooey cheese.
Yep…. She’s flipped her lid.  She’s no longer home.  The last straw has been located, and it has broken the camel’s back…
Alex shifted nervously from one foot to another and said, “Kara, look, I know this is rough.  You’ve had a week, buuu…” Alex stopped talking midsentence when Kara pulled something out of the goat cheese log – something that definitely wasn’t FDA approved. “What the…?”
“I shoved this drive in here before I went to meet you at the bar,” Kara said as she tore at what appeared to be a fingertip of a medical glove and exposed a USB flash drive.
“You… you are amazingly paranoid… and apparently rightfully so.”  Alex said wide-eyed and awestruck.  “This drive has the environmental thingy majiggies on it?”
“Environmental Impact Statements.  And, yes.  It has the companies used, the results, dates, names… everything.  I can’t imagine what else they could possibly have been looking for. This is the key, Alex, I can feel it,” She said as she handed Alex the drive.
“Well, we better figure out what the fuck is going on here, because this little drive is wreaking more havoc than Pandora’s Box at this point.” Alex held the drive between her thumb and forefinger like a filthy piece of trash.  After a moment of staring at the little thing, she shook her head causing an angry thumping to start playing on her brain, and shoved it into her front pocket.  “We’ll check this out later.  Let’s clear off some more counter, have a bit to eat, and then work on getting your place more livable.”
Kara looked around her apartment, frowned a little and said, “Yeah, food first – I’m starving.”
They cleared off the eating bar as best they could, and sat down to eat the bagels.  Alex took a minute to appreciate the space, regardless of how thrashed the apartment was, “This is really fancy.”
Kara side-eyed Alex and said with a wry grin, “Is that your way of saying that my place is hoity-toity?”
Alex’s mouth fell open, her eyes widened, and she stammered, “No. No, not at all. I just mean that it was nice, clean.”  She coughed on a bite of bagel, “I mean, it’s not clean now, but I can see the clean lines.  It’s very modern.  Between this and your car, I almost feel embarrassed that you spent the night in my shabby apartment and slept on my couch.”
Kara sighed and bit into her bagel, looking around her place like she had never seen it before. “You shouldn’t be so harsh on your place, I like it – it’s very homey.  I guess this is pretty modern.  Maybe a little sterile – when it’s clean, that is.  But I guess it’s home, shit home now!”
Alex laughed and choked a little on her bagel.  “Jesus, we’ll get it more back to normal.  Of course, until we figure out what the hell is going on, I don’t think you should stay here.”
Kara looked like she was about to object – she had raised an eyebrow and started to hold up a finger in protest when Alex continued, “Nope, they got past the gate, the doorman, clearly didn’t care about security cameras or anything.  AND… AND… the police weren’t called.  This must’ve been a noisy raid and NONE of your neighbors said anything?”
“Well, I…” Kara started and then sighed in acceptance of the stark reality Alex just pointed out. “My neighbors aren’t here a lot.  In fact, the other two families on this floor are out of the country, and I think the apartment below us is vacant.”
Alex raised both of her arms, palms up, “Exactly. Who would know if you were safe?  Who would hear you scream if someone came back looking for the drive? I think until this is over, I’m not letting you outta my sight.”
Kara raised her eyebrow again, “Oh? You planning on keeping me under lock ‘n key?”
Alex smiled her wolfiest smile at Kara and said, “Absolutely.”




Fur is Murder

Though her first instinct was to call the incident in, Alex knew that alerting the police to this mess would create an even bigger one for her.  She wasn’t supposed to be with Kara (a potential murder suspect at most and at the very least a victim), and she certainly wasn’t supposed to be investigating anything at the moment.  Regardless of her initial instinct, and perhaps what she should have done, she suggested they clean the apartment.
They had worked silently and as swiftly as possible, and after a couple hours of deciding what was completely trash and what might be able to be salvaged, Alex and Kara could see the end in sight. 
“Why don’t you let me finish up with this little bit here, it’s clearly all garbage, and you go grab some clothing and anything else you think you’ll need for the next few days.  Just remember, you probably can’t come back here until we’ve got this sorted out,” Alex suggested.
Kara nodded and turned toward the bedroom, stopped, spun around and asked, “Where will I be staying?  …With you?”
“Uhhhh…” Alex started looking a little starstruck.
Shit. I hadn’t even thought of where else she might go. I just assumed she would be staying with me. What a presumptive ass!
“Well, I guess… umm… we could find you a hotel and put you up there.” She waited and then continued on, “I just don’t feel good about leaving you alone,” Alex stammered.
“Riiiiiiiiight…” Kara said with a wink. “I guess it wouldn’t hurt to have my very own, personal body guard a few steps away from where I’m sleeping.”
Alex ducked her head, chuckled, and said, “Yeah, exactly.  Besides, I’ve had a rough couple of days and I don’t want to miss any checkups with my new doctor.”
Kara smiled widely and disappeared down the hall.
A few minutes later they were waiting in the alcove off the main hallway for the elevator.  Alex jammed her thumb on the down button and noted that the elevator was at the lobby level.  Impatiently, Alex glanced at the door adjacent to the elevator – the placard above the door read  “Emergency Exit Only – Stairs”.
As they waited for the elevator to arrive, Alex heard the gentle swish of a door opening down the hall.  Nearly silent footsteps made their way slowly toward the alcove.
Didn’t Kara say her neighbors were out of the country?
Alex grabbed Kara by the sleeve and lunged towards the elevator doors pulling Kara with her.  The elevator doors were cold and smelled of grease.
“What?” Kara asked quietly.
“Just a second. I thought I heard something down the hall.” Alex removed her gun again, and peaked around the corner towards the doorway down the hall.
*Ca-thunk, Ca-thunk*
Paint, sheetrock and molding shattered in the wall near Alex’s head. Someone was shooting at them!  Alex checked the elevator’s progress. 
Floor 5.  This thing is too slow!
*Ca-thunk, Ca-thunk, Ca-thunk*
More sheetrock and paint chips sprayed the ground and the corner of the wall seemed to be disintegrating before their eyes.
Alex sprang into action, grabbing Kara’s hand and dashing towards the Emergency Exit.  Thankfully, the alcove holding the elevator gave them enough cover to sprint through the door without being in the direct line of fire.
They ran down the stairs, taking them as quickly as possible.  They made it to the 12th floor and Alex pulled Kara to a stop. They both squished their bodies up against the wall and listened for footsteps coming after them.
Alex pressed her finger to her lips and signaled to Kara to stay where she was.  Kara nodded and watched as Alex crept forward to look up towards the 17th floor.
No movement.
Just then a door below opened.  Judging by the sound, it had to be at least 5 floors down.  But the footsteps that followed that door opening were loud.  Loud and fast.  And they were headed upstairs.
Alex grabbed Kara again and flew into the hallway of the 12th floor.  Clicked the down button on the elevator.  It was on 14 and headed back towards them.  A few seconds later, the doors opened and Alex ran into the elevator, hit the Lobby button and ran back out.
Kara just stared at her like she was crazy.  “Why didn’t we take the elevator?!”
“Shh… follow me.”
At the first door they came to, Alex bashed on the door.  Getting no answer, she kicked the door in and pulled Kara into the apartment, pushing the door closed behind them.
There, they waited.  Kara was behind Alex.  Both leaned against the wall, breathing heavily and waiting for something, anything to happen.  Suddenly, footsteps could be heard and both women stopped breathing.
“Where the fuck did they go?” A man yelled.
“I dunno… Shit, look, the elevator – it’s at 4 and going down.  Go… go… go…”
Then, just as quickly as they entered the floor they were gone.
Alex and Kara both let out the breath that they had been holding since the men entered the hall.
“Fancy place like this – you have a service elevator, right? And a service entrance?”
“Yes. Yes we do, just down the hall to the right and then there’s a service hall.”
“Excellent.  Let’s quietly and quickly get the fuck outta here.” They both moved towards the door, “Wait.” Alex said and opened the front closet.  “Let’s see here.... Yep, this’ll do nicely, I think.”
Alex pulled out a fluffy fur coat and a peacoat. “Here throw this on, annnnnd,” She said grabbing something else from the closet, “and this hat.  And I’ll wear this,” she said indicating the peacoat.
“Ew. Fur,” Kara said and rolled her eyes.
“Yeah, it’s murder,” Alex deadpanned.




Coffee, Cabs, and Clothes

A few minutes later, after taking the service elevator, Alex and Kara were safely out of the building through the rear entrance.  Alex put her arm out to keep Kara from walking into the rear parking area, pressed her finger to her lips, and patted the air with her hand.
“Let’s just listen for a minute,” She whispered.  Both stood motionless, barely breathing, staring at the entrance to the rear parking area.
“You can’t get back here without going all the way around the front of the building when you take the passenger elevators.” Kara whispered into Alex’s ear.
“Good.  Let’s get away from this building and someplace public. We’re leaving your car – it’s too conspicuous. Besides, they’re probably all over it by now.”  They hurriedly stalked out from behind Kara’s building, onto the busy street, and into a nearby coffee shop.
“Okay, this is better.  People.  People without guns.  People who aren’t shooting at us. Let’s get a coffee, grab a cab, and apparently go get you some clothing,” Alex suggested.  Kara looked puzzledly at Alex, “Your bag. You dropped it in the stairwell, and I don’t think you wanna keep wearing those same clothes.  Besides, that jacket is difficult to look at.”
Kara let out an exhalation that was half sigh and half laugh and put her hand to her forehead, “This week is so fucked up.”
They ordered coffees, sat down, and waited for their Uber to arrive.
Alex cautiously sipped her coffee.  “Careful, it’s scalding,” she said after her initial sip.
“So, tell me something.  Does this sort of thing happen to you on a weekly basis?” Kara asked.
“No. No this is a first,” Alex said staring intently at Kara. “And you, does this sort of thing happen to you frequently? I have to admit, you’re taking this all really well.”
“No. This is a first for me too,” Kara reached out and touched Alex’s hand staring meaningfully at her.  They stayed like that for several minutes.
My skin is on fire…
Alex shook her head, pulled her hand back from Kara, and said, “I should really call this in. This is just getting too frigging complicated….”
“Aren’t you on leave?” Kara asked, clearly hurt that Alex had pulled away from her touch.
“Yeah, but we just had a shootout – well, technically we were just shot at…. Hmm,” Alex said.
I am so fucked right now… Damsel in distress… I’m in distress…. This whole situation is distressing… What would Bret do?
Kara cocked her head at Alex, “Deep thoughts?”
“Uhhh… yeah. I was just wondering what our next move should be after we get you some clothing.”
“I’m somewhat biased, but I’m voting for a shower.”
Just then, Alex’s phone vibrated signaling that their Uber had arrived.  A fifteen dollar Uber ride and they had arrived at the mall.
“So, where do you wanna shop?” Alex asked.
“Let’s just go with simple,” Kara answered.
Kara led the way to a Nordstrom Rack and after briefly standing still at the store’s entrance, she started towards the women’s department.
Alex fidgeted relentlessly as Kara shopped.
“So, do you hate shopping or what?” Kara asked.
“Well, no. I don’t hate it. I just don’t like to do it…” Alex answered and stopped fidgeting.  “Am I annoying you?”
“No, I’m just going to do this as quickly as possible.  I’d like to try on these pants before I buy them though, so you’re going to have to suffer a little bit longer.”
“HA!  Okay.  I’ll make it,” Alex said as she watched Kara open the door to a dressing room.
Shit… she’s gonna be mostly naked in there… isn’t she?  HEY… HEY… stop thinking about that.  Number 1, she’s on the don’t touch list – yeah, and you keep breaking that rule… scoundrel!  Number 2, you’re injured… remember? Number 3… one and two are plenty!
“Hey. Earth to Alex.” Kara said, waving her hand at Alex. “Can you get me another one of these in the next size down?”
“Absolutely your highness, anything else?”
Kara peered through the cracked dressing room door and squinted at Alex, “Yes, how about you do it while singing?” 
A strip of soft, olive colored skin was visible through the crack of the dressing room door and Alex stared a bit too long at that strip.  Realizing she was staring once again, she snapped into motion and said, “As you wish.”  Alex could only think of Sinatra for some reason and started belting out, “Someday, when I’m awfully low, and the world is cold, I will feel a glow just thinking of you, and the way you look tonight.”
Once back at the dressing room door, she knocked and ended on, “…I will feel a glow just thinking of you....”
Kara cracked the door again – this time a little wider – winked, and said, “I bet you will.”
Alex stared, slack-jawed at this deliberately more generous view of skin and panties, turned several shades of red, and handed the clothes to Kara. Kara cackled with delight, and went back to trying on clothes.
Daaaaaaaaaaamn straight I will…




Promises, Promises

Dexter ran into the kitchen when Alex and Kara entered the apartment.  “Hey buddy… anybody come snooping around here?”
Dexter cooed and headbutted Alex’s hand in response. “I’ll take that as a no,” Alex said winking at Kara.  “I guess we should get you that shower, and maybe I’ll whip something up for lunch?”
“Yeah, that’d be good.  I’m…”
“Lemme guess…” Alex interrupted playfully, “starving?”
Kara laughed a little and said, “Yeah, exactly.”
“Well, let’s get you in the shower,” Alex turned and started walking towards the master bath.  She stopped and turned when she noticed Kara hadn’t followed her.  Alex shot Kara a “What’s up” look.
“Are you going to join me?” Kara asked.  She slowly put her bags on the floor and walked over to Alex.  Face to face, Kara put her hands up onto Alex’s shoulders and stood a few inches away, “I think it might be time that you have a doctor’s visit.”
Damn… damn…. triple damn.  Maybe… just for a minute?
Alex put her hands on Kara’s waist and pulled her gently to her body.  “Oh yeah?  You think perhaps some of my injuries need some special attention?”
Kara was silent.  She looked deeply into Alex’s eyes and nodded once.  It was a short, quick nod that said, “Definitely.”  Kara stood up on her toes a little, brought her face close to Alex’s, closed her eyes, and put her lips gently on Alex’s.  Alex allowed Kara’s lips to gently probe her own for a moment, until she could no longer resist and she opened her mouth enough to allow their tongues to dance together. 
Kara’s hands moved up Alex’s neck to her face as their tongues tortured one another in an increasingly heated wrestling match.  Alex pushed Kara into the refrigerator, shaking the fridge and causing a metal on metal clashing noise to ring out.  Magnets and papers fell from the fridge as Alex mashed Kara into the fridge – pushing her body against Kara’s as if to try to fit her body into Kara.
Their mouths separated for a moment and they both started at one another.  Each woman’s eyes flicking from one eye to the other, trying to read the other’s mind.  Alex let out a moan of frustration, peeled herself off the Kara, grabbed her by the hand, and lead her into the bedroom.
“You need to get in that shower – lest something happen – that maybe shouldn’t happen right now,” Alex said through clenched teeth as she started pulling clothing off of Kara.  First the hideous fur jacket fell to the floor.  Then Kara’s overshirt. 
Alex was undoing the buttons on Kara’s blouse when Kara interrupted.  “It seems like you’re saying one thing but you’re actually SAYING something else,” Kara teased playfully.
Alex looked down at her hands, they were on the last button of Kara’s blouse.  She could see the pink of her bra, and a three inch swath of skin from neck to navel.
And oh my fucking gawd… look at that navel.  I wanna spend a day in her bellybutton.  Or maybe a day in her cleavage...  HEY!  WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING? FOCUS… YOU SEX-CRAZED MANIAC!
“Jesus.  I’m sorry… I let my hands get away from me there,” Alex said and took a step back.
“It’s quite alright.  I wouldn’t have interrupted but I thought you might get a little pissed at yourself if I let you continue.”
“Yeah.  Here, lemme get you a towel and whatnot.”  Alex popped into the bathroom, opened the linen closet and pulled out a towel.  She turned around and bumped right into Kara, who had removed her pants and was now standing in front of Alex wearing her opened blouse, a bra and matching panties.
Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck.  Now that’s just unfair.
Kara was giving her that look again.  That, I want you, and I want you right now look.  “I really think you should come in the shower with me – but if you think it’s a bad idea…” Kara said, floating the idea of a shower with her again.
“I… I… I would normally just say yes.  In fact, I want to say yes… but if I say yes, things get more complicated.”
“More complicated than they already are?  Alex, you’ve been beaten up, shot at, we’ve made out several times, and we’re both clearly attracted to one another even though you’re the police officer and I’m a witness – how much more complicated could it get?”
“Good question… But I can’t.  I want to… but I can’t.  This isn’t a normal situation, obviously, but I can’t just let go of all of the protocol.  You are a victim – not just a witness – and I’m not supposed to be involved personally with victims,” she said, looking at Kara sadly.  Then, she put on her best wolfish smile and said, “Besides, we have a lot of ground to cover, and what I have in mind for you and me… for us… would take hours.”
“Is that a promise?” Kara asked eyebrow raised?
“It’s a fact.” 
Alex bent down to kiss Kara again, but Kara backed up and gestured towards the door.  “Detective Connolly, I’m pretty sure that would be breaking protocol,” Kara said with a wry smile.
“Yep, I had that one coming.  I’ll go start lunch.”




And More Promises

Alex turned on the television to try to distract herself from thinking about the incredibly sexy woman soaping herself up in the shower not thirty feet away.
“Let’s see what the news has to tell us, shall we?” Alex asked Dexter.
**** Channel 3 News Bulletin ****
“Here we go, Dex, let’s see what the news gods are bringing us live.”  Alex stared intently at the tv as a perky blonde came on the television trying her best to look serious.
“Late last night, Symbio-Labs was broken into.   So far, there hasn’t been much information released about the break-in, but we have learned that the security footage in the facility has been destroyed. Authorities aren’t saying if they have any suspects or if this ties in at all to the recent death of Symbio-Labs owner Jonathan Yazzie.  If you or anyone you know has any information regarding the break-in to Symbio-Labs, please contact the authorities.”
Shit. Just what we need… another twist to this fucked up tale.  Well, at least Kara isn’t a suspect in this one!  Not that I think she’s actually a suspect in the other one… she’s getting shot at for fuck’s sake.
Alex got out her notepad and started jotting down the details that were available in the news bulletin. 
The time and place of it all coincide nicely with when we were jumped the night before.  It took place about 30 minutes after, so those thugs that roughed us up could’ve made it to Symbio in time to bust into the place….
Odd that the security footage had been deleted.  How the fuck did they know how to get to the security footage…?  Inside man?  Maybe Mr. Yazzie?
Lost in thought, Alex started putting together sandwiches for lunch.  “Whaddaya think Dex – should we make the Connolly Special?  The Dagwood of All Dagwoods?”  Dexter trilled and wove in between her feet.  “Yeah… gotta feed her something that’ll stick to her ribs… she gets hungry really quickly.”
Uhhhg… and those ribs…. I just wanna nibble them … a little… well, maybe a lottle.  Christ!  Stop thinking about her…
Alex’s pants felt uncomfortably tight, in fact, all of her clothing was making her feel itchy at the moment.  Quite certain that her discomfort was brought on by lust, she shook her head and continued putting on as many layers as she could think of on the sandwiches.  “We need chips,” she looked around her kitchen finding a full bag of Sea Salt and Malt Vinegar, “and a pickle on the side.  Damn that looks good.”
“Hey… are you talking about me?” Kara asked as she came around the counter.
“Ha, no.  But also… hell yes.”  Kara’s new get up suited her.  She was wearing flowing linen pants that grabbed her in all the right places and a soft blouse that hugged her chest perfectly.  “And may I add daaaaaaaamn…. Ahem.  I mean, you look lovely, and you’re just in time.  Lunch is served.”
“Yeah it is.  May I add… DAAAAAAAAAMN… that’s a big sammie!  Good timing too.  I just listened to my voicemail.  Apparently…”
“Symbio was broken into,” Alex interrupted.
Kara looked at Alex strangely, “Yes… how did you–?”
“I had to distract myself, so I turned the news on.  I thought maybe someone had reported our fun this morning at your apartment.  No word on that yet.”
“Mmkay. Had to distract yourself – I’m keeping notes.”  Kara said with another sexy little wink.  She picked up her sandwich and followed Alex into the living room.
“I normally just eat on the sofa at the coffee table.  We don’t really stand on ceremony here.”  Alex pointed to her kitchen table which was covered in paperwork and various other household items.
“No worries.  So hungry.  Don’t care.”  Kara replied with a mouthful of sandwich.
“I still can’t believe you can eat so much, yet you are so tiny.” Alex observed and laughed.
“Shhhh… You’re messing with my concentration…” Kara continued, “This is so freaking good.  Way to go Detective.”
Alex did a mini-bow and nodded with a wink, “Anything for her highness.”
After they finished their lunch, Kara called into Symbio while Alex took a shower.  The warm water helped her muscles and bruises feel less heinous.
She was just in here… Naked.  Wet.  It still kinda smells like her.
Alex inhaled deeply, trying to absorb some of Kara through her nose.
Okay… now you’re just acting crazy.  Hurry up.  Shit to do, people to see… maybe shoot.
Dried off and back in her bedroom, she had just started getting dressed when Kara knocked at her bedroom door.
“Yeah?”
“Guess who called and wants to push their meeting up to today – in an hour.”
“Uhhh… I dunno, who?”
“Senator Johnson,” Kara said through the door.
Alex stopped putting on clothing. 
This guy.  Is this THE guy? Is this all over some environmental impact bullshit?  Did I get shot at over politics?  A shot at the top spot in the country?  Really?  Fucking narcissist.
Half-dressed Alex yanked open the door, “You gotta be fucking kidding me.”
“Nope,” Kara said straight faced, eyes wandering.
“You mean, the guy that you think might be the root cause of all of this shit wants to meet with you in an hour?  Whose goons, well maybe his goons, were just chasing us and taking shots at us?  The same guy who may have broken into your lab?”
“Yep,” Kara said, “That fucking guy.”
“Excellent.  I have a few questions for him, myself.”
Realizing that she wasn’t totally dressed yet, she stalked back into her room, began muttering to herself and aggressively pulling on clothing.  “Fuck!” she said in pain.
Kara quickly came to her side and said, “Alex, you’ve got to take it a little easy.  It’s only been a few hours since the parking garage.”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah… I’m gonna be sure to mention that to our lovely senator… that fucking Johnson.”
“Uh huh…. Okay detective. Let’s think about this for a minute.  You want to piss off the guy who may have put a hit out on us while we’re meeting with him?” Kara asked eyebrows raised.
Alex waited a minute before answering, gently pulling a t-shirt on.  “No.  No, I don’t want to tip him off.  I still want to be there when you talk to him though.  This could be a setup.”
“Doubtful,” Kara said helping Alex put on a button down.  “But I don’t think it would hurt for you to be there.  You can just act like we are also having an interview and this meeting came up.”
“Sure,” Alex said as she pulled on her holster.  “I’ll be real quiet…” She continued as she shoved her gun into her holster and pulled on a jacket.
“Promise?”
“I’ll do my level best.”




Your Level Best

Alex and Kara arrived a few minutes early to the restaurant that Senator Johnson had chosen for their meeting place.  They sat in Alex’s car discussing the plan of action before heading inside.
“Whatever you do, don’t indicate that you have the information or that you’ve seen the information.  Just be as vague as possible.  Your whole world is in turmoil – which is actually true.  My best guess is that he wants to pretend to be assured that the files weren’t taken during the break-in last night.”
“Yeah, like he wouldn’t already know.”
“I’m sure he wants to see if you know anything, so try to keep your features schooled.  No side-eyes, no looking at me, just maintain eye contact with him as much as possible.”
“I still can’t believe that I’m – most likely – going to be sitting across the table from the man who murdered my father.  This is such horseshit.” Kara bashed her hand on the dashboard hard and the glovebox popped open.  She made a whoops face, stretching her lips into a grimace, and fumbled quickly with the glovebox door to get it shut again.
Alex laughed, “It’s okay, I think this car was made to do that. See, watch.”  Alex leaned over towards the passenger side, made a fist, bopped the dash and the glovebox popped open again.  “It’s also kind of convenient when you get pulled over or are looking for a map while driving – no need to fumble with the mechanism.”  Alex grinned, “No biggy.”
Kara gently closed the glovebox and then looked around the car.  “What are we driving in anyway?”
“It’s a kit car.  My father and I built it when I was younger, and I somehow ended up with it.  I like it though, makes me seem cooler than I really am.  The outside looks like a ‘69 Chevy SS and the inside is newer-ish.” Alex absentmindedly pet the front seat’s leather and then looked up at Kara, “Ready?”
“Uhhh… Yeah, let’s get this over with…” Kara said, opening her door.
Once inside the dimly lit restaurant, it took a few minutes for Alex’s eyes to be able to see much of anything.  She closed her eyes for a few seconds to help adjust her vision and then took a look around. 
Still extremely dim in here, but not so that you automatically assume that it’s dangerous.  Never thought to come in here before, but it smells like good food and it’s busy… gonna have to come back here when I’m not meeting a potential murder suspect…
Kara spoke briefly with the hostess and then started walking to the back of the restaurant.
Of course, we go to the back near the kitchen… everyone sees you come in along the way and then you get the quiet of not being in the middle of the restaurant.  How mobster.
Alex stood behind Kara and a little to the left as she shook hands with the senator so that she was positioned to take the seat closest to the man.  That gave Kara the opportunity to be a bit further away from her father’s potential murderer.
“I’m so very sorry to hear about your father,” the senator started.  “I was truly shocked and saddened. He was a good man.”
“Thank you Senator,” Kara said lowering her head, “It has been a trying few days.”
“Please, call me Dick,” he replied and then let go of her hand which he had been clasping the entirety of their brief conversation.
Kara’s hand fell to her side and Alex could see her fighting the need to rub his handshake off onto her pants.  Alex popped forward, inserted herself into the situation thereby distracting him and giving Kara a moment to collect herself, and held out her hand.
“Hi, I’m Alex. It’s a real treat to meet you,” she said, smiling the most nonthreatening smile she could offer at the moment.
“My goodness,” Kara stammered, “Where are my manners?  Senator Johnson, this is….”
“Detective Alexandra Connolly,” Senator Johnson said, finishing Kara’s introduction.
Oh, using my full name and asserting your power over the situation – got it!
He continued, “Yes, thank you for your service.  We need more men and women like you out on the front lines in our communities.”
Alex tried to school her shocked expression; however, it was obviously not quickly enough because the senator continued, “Oh come now Detective, I’m a senator, friends with the commissioner, my wife is involved with the Policeman’s Ball, etc., etc.”  Johnson motioned to the seats and everyone took a seat.
“Oh right,” Alex said as she fell into her chair.
“So sorry to hear about your partner – how is he doing?” Johnson raised an inquisitive eyebrow.
“He’s doing great...”  Alex started and then was interrupted.
“You seem to have gotten a little worked over yourself….” Johnson indicated her face.
“I’m fine.  Little accident.  Slipped in the shower,” Alex said stone-faced.
Johnson’s eyes gleamed slightly in humor.  “Yes, well, you better be more careful then.  Accidents can be hazardous to your health,” he said staring intensely at Alex and then his facial expression morphed into a large-toothed smile.  “Excellent.  Excellent.  Well, shall we eat or get straight to business?”
Alex noticed that the tables nearest theirs were occupied with similarly dressed men – two at each table.
Bodyguards.
She tried to use her peripherals to see if she recognized any of the goons for hire.
No one at the first table… mmmm… I can’t really see the other table.  Turn damnit.
Kara nodded her head and said, “We were actually just finishing up lunch when I got the call about your meeting, so let’s just get to what it is you wanted to talk about, Senator.”
“Please, please, do call me Dick.  My friends all call me Dick… and as you know your father was a dear friend.  We went to school together and had kept in touch all these years.  Anyway, I was concerned about the business and the break-in.  Your father had commissioned a few projects for me, and I haven’t gotten the results back.  I hate to call you down here at this moment, but I really need to know whether or not the project we were working on – including Environmental Impact Statements and all the relevant data is safeguarded.”
Kara stared directly at the senator.
Way to go Kara – maintain eye contact.  Don’t let him rattle you.
“Well… Dick, our meeting isn’t scheduled until next week.  And after everything that happened I haven’t really given the paperwork a second thought; however, I’ll have my people look into it.”
“I see,”  Johnson replied.  “Do you have any idea what was taken from the company?”
“No Dick, I don’t.  I just learned about it a few hours ago and the police haven’t given our people a chance to look around yet.”
“I see,” Johnson replied again.
Good.  Stick to the facts.  Don’t offer anything up.
Alex gently squeezed Kara’s knee under the table for support and she saw Kara take a deep settling breath and let it out slowly.
“I can’t say that I’ve actually had time to look for the documents or even prepare for the meeting considering what has happened, perhaps we could postpone the meeting another week.”
“Kara… Kara, Kara.  I really NEED these reports.  I need to show that my policies have worked for the state.  You’ve got to get that data to me as quickly as you can.  Let’s keep our scheduled meeting.” Senator Johnson opened his phone and looked at his calendar, “Ah yes, this coming Wednesday at 1PM. Perhaps next time you’ll come alone so that we can discuss the findings in private.”
Kara side-eyed Alex…
Shit… don’t look at me… look at him.
“Of course.”  Kara said.
Just then the waitress walked over and put down a large plate of pasta in front of the senator.  The men at the second table swiveled slightly when she approached and Alex caught a glimpse of what she thought was some serious bruising on one of the men’s faces.
Ooooooo… we met last night… you sonnofa…
“Well, then,” he said with a mouthful of pasta, “Detective Connelly, it was nice finally meeting you.  I hope your partner gets healthy quickly, and that you are more careful in the future.  And, since you two aren’t going to join me for lunch, I guess you can be on your way.”
“Yeah, thanks.  I’ll be sure to let him know that you were thinking about him,” Alex said, smiling tightly.
“Yes, please do.  And don’t forget – Vote for Dick.”
“Is that really the slogan you are going to go with?” Alex asked with a half-disgusted look and amazed look.
Let’s see if we can ruffle Dick’s feathers… and get these goons to move around a bit so I can get a better look at those mugs…
“I’m not entirely sure yet – I’m trying it out.  It’s certainly something you would remember right?”
“Uhh… Dick, I’m pretty sure no one is going to forget a Dick Johnson – it’s one helluva name.”
“EXCUSE ME?!” He demanded, clearly offended.
“Your name.  It’s not one easily forgotten.  Dick Johnson, let’s be honest… it’s Dick Dick – come to think of it, isn’t that an African deer?  A dik dik?” Alex stood up and laughed.  “I have a feeling that all of your political opponents are going to have a field day with it.”
“Well, you sarcastic, little shit… the people never seemed to have a problem with it before.”
“I’m not so sure about that,” Alex said and snagged a piece of his garlic bread, “And the way I heard it, there were questions about ballot box stuffing!”
The senator stood quickly, threw down his napkin and snarled, “HOW DARE YOU!”  As Alex had hoped, his men popped up from tables next to him and began to move towards her.  She immediately recognized the Broncos fan.
That’s what I thought….
 
“Hey pal, have we met before?” Alex asked the Broncos fan as he approached.  When it became obvious that the bodyguards might attempt to physically restrain her, Alex put her hands up and patted the air.  “Whoa, whoa, whoa… Gentlemen, remember I’m an officer of the law. Senator, call off your dogs.  I’ve already had one good fall in the last 24 hours, no need to make it two.”
“Gentleman, the ladies were just leaving.  Oh, and Detective, I would watch what I say and who you interact with, you don’t need another Rose episode, now do you?”
Alex turned a few shades of red, and shot the senator a fiery glare. “You piece of…”

“Let’s go,” Kara interrupted, grabbing Alex by the arm.  “Senator, I’ll see you on Wednesday.”




Just When You Think You Have It Kicked

“Why the HELL did you do that?!” Kara exclaimed.
“What?!”  Alex said, clearly still steaming mad. 
“Why did you poke at him like that?”
Alex stared into space for a minute, turned to Kara and said, “Are you telling me you didn’t notice that one of the guys at the table next to ours was one of the three guys from last night?!”
“Whaaa…. Oh.  Christ, I didn’t notice.”
“Yeah, one of the men was the Broncos fan from last night and another definitely had one of the noses that I smashed in. Look, I gotta go talk to Bret.  This shit is getting too weird, and I feel like it all needs to be called in, but we’re talking about a senator.  I just… I need to talk to my partner.  Up for a trip to the hospital?”
“Do I have a choice?” Kara asked, eyebrow raised.  “And what was that whole rose thing about?”
“Not really,”  Alex said and pulled the car into traffic towards the hospital deliberately ignoring the second question.
In the hospital, Bret had been moved to another room, this one overlooked the parking garage.
“Hey man, good to see that you have a room with a view,” Alex said mockingly as she and Kara entered.
Bret – clearly uncomfortable at seeing Kara – said, “Yeah. It’s lovely… Uhhh… what uhhh…what..?”
“Bret, you remember Kara Yazzie,” Alex widened her eyes in a don’t be an asshole look and continued, “It’s been a weird 24 hours.  So before you freak out, I’d like to catch you up to speed.”
“Fine.”  Bret said straight faced and clearly irritated.
Alex took her time bringing him through all of the events that had transpired since she met Kara at the sports bar.  Bret listened and kept a stern look on his face until she told him about the “Dick-Dick” incident.  Then Bret let out a bark of laughter, set his cop face back to listening mode, and indicated that she continue.  When he heard that couple of the senator’s bodyguards were the same guys that jumped Alex and Kara, he held up his hands.
“Wait, wait-wait.  Let me just get this straight.  You think that some of his bodyguards were the same guys from last night?”
“Yeah man, that’s what I’m saying.”
“How sure are you?” Bret asked looking very concerned.
“One thousand percent.”
“Gawddamnit.  What the fuck have you gotten yourself into?”  He glanced over at Kara who hadn’t said a word the entire time.  “And you, Kara, did you make that connection?”
“No sir, but I was more focused on the fact that Alex was provoking the senator.”
“I’ll bet.  She certainly can make a scene when she wants to,” he said wryly and side-eyed back at Alex, “Well, this is just one fucked up situation.  I think you need to haul your ass downtown and write up everything that has happened.” 
“Fuck! That’s what I thought you’d say.” Alex looked dejected.
“You know you brought this on yourself…”
“Yeah, yeah.  The captain is gonna have my ass.”
“You’ll be lucky if he doesn’t take your badge.”
“You’re riii–” Alex’s phone rang.  She checked the caller ID.  “FUCK… It’s the captain.”
“Seems like your Senatorial Fireworks Display was visible from downtown,” Bret joked.
Alex moved towards the window and answered the phone.
“Detective Connolly.”
“CONNOLLY, DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA WHAT I’VE BEEN DOING FOR THE LAST 20 MINUTES? 
“No sir.”
“I’VE BEEN LISTENING TO THE FUCKING COMMISSIONER CHEWING MY ASS FOR HAVING ONE OF MY POLICE OFFICERS HARRASSING SENATOR JOHNSON. AND DO YOU KNOW WHICH OFFICER HAS BEEN ACCUSED OF HARRASSING THE SENATOR?”
“No sir.”
“IT’S YOU, CONNOLLY!!”
“I’m sorry sir.  But there’s been a development…”
“I don’t want to hear any of your excuses Connolly.  Your partner was just shot and you’re out there harassing our senator?  Do you have any idea how much bad publicity this could bring?  Not that you care about that.  Not that you’ve ever cared about that ! You are on leave!  You are on leave until I deem you fit for duty!  I don’t want to see you or hear your fucking name until this blows over.  Do you get me?  YOU ALREADY HAVE ONE MAJOR STRIKE AGAINST YOU FOR THE ROSE DEBACLE… NOW THIS?  ARE YOU TRYING TO GET FIRED?!?!?!?!”
“No sir!... I…”
“You are on leave without pay as of this moment.  Way to go Connolly.”
*CLICK*
“Well, that could’ve been worse.” Alex said shaking her head.  “So, how much of that did you hear?”
“What part of it didn’t we hear is a better question,” Bret suggested.
“Right.  Great.” Alex slumped against the window and glanced at Kara who was staring at her worriedly.
“I guess I’m on mandatory leave for a bit.  Don’t get all excited about getting a new partner or anything, I plan on being back in the action before you’re ready to get back on the street.”
“Mmmm…”  Bret looked thoughtfully at his toes that were sticking out of the end of the blanket.
“What?” Alex asked exasperatedly.
“You should get outta town.  Shit’s been weird.  You’ve been shot at.  Your new girlfriend over here is scheduling meetings with her dad’s murderer.”
At the mention of the word girlfriend Kara’s eyes widened and her mouth popped open.  Her face stayed that way until Alex interjected a “Hey now…”
“Seriously kid.  Get outta town.  You don’t need another issue. One more straw and the camel’s back breaks, yanno?”
“Yeah.  Okay, I’ll think about it.”
“Think quickly,” he insisted.  “And you,” he said, indicating Kara, “You stay out of trouble.  This one over here seems to be a magnet these days.”  He held out his arms and gestured at his leg as if to say “case in point” and then laughed.




It Comes and Kicks You Again

Alex pretended not to notice that Kara was sitting in the passenger seat, arms folded, and staring at her with an inquisitive look on her face.  They didn’t have time, and she didn’t have the energy to get into the whole Rose debacle right now. 
We have to get outta dodge… right now.  Bret’s right – this is dangerous and who knows what the fuck is going to happen next.  So ignore that sexy, frustrated lady giving you the “what’s up” look, and just focus on what needs to be done.
She weaved in and out of traffic, driving slightly erratically.  She noticed a car behind her making similar moves.
Okay, am I just overly paranoid, or does that nondescript vehicle seem to be tailing us?
“Look… You need to stop staring at me.  I find you in general to be incredibly distracting, and the fact that you are irritated just isn’t helping the situation.  AND, to make matters more fun, it appears that we are being followed,” Alex said glancing at Kara momentarily and then refocusing on the road.
“What?!” Kara exclaimed and spun around in her seat to try to catch a glimpse of the car Alex was talking about.
“I’m pretty sure that one set of headlights is keeping up with me.  In fact, let’s test this out.”  Alex made an illegal left turn from the center lane and a litany of car horns could be heard as she continued to evade the other cars on the road.  “Hmm… I don’t see them, maybe I’m just too freaking paranoid right now.”
“Maybe you are.”  Kara said grumpily but then added, “Or maybe you’re just the right amount of paranoid.”
Alex glanced back at Kara and her steely gaze had turned to one that seemed more grateful and gentle.
After a few more maneuvers with the car, Alex eased the car into her designated spot at her apartment building.  She turned the car off, popped out, opened Kara’s door and grabbed her by the hand, nearly dragging her to the apartment.  Once in the apartment, Alex leaned back against the door, closed her eyes, and let out a puff of air that was half sigh of relief from making it unscathed back to the apartment and half stressed out from feeling like she had to keep moving.  After a moment of rest against the door, Alex opened her eyes to find Kara staring at her, with her head slightly cocked to one side.
“This still isn’t the time,”  Alex said flatly.  She stalked over to the window that overlooked the parking lot and the street below and waited.  Two minutes went by and she was pretty sure the car that was following them didn’t pass by.  Just as she was about to pull her eyes from the street, there it was.
Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck.  Okay, maybe that’s not the car. Give them a second.
The car slowed ever so slightly near the parking lot but continued on down the road.
Yes!
Alex let out a hoot of happiness.  She turned to Kara and said, “I think I’m just overly paranoid.”
“Excellent, then I guess we have time to talk.”
Alex looked out the window again, and was silent for several moments.  “I don’t want to discuss this right now, I have to figure out what our next move is.”
“Oh, our next move?  Maybe our next move is to discuss whatever this ‘Rose thing’ is.  Seems to me everyone else thinks it’s pretty important,” Kara said throwing up air quotes around Rose thing.
This is not going well for me….
Just then, the car that Alex spied before came back down the road driving in the same direction as before, and as before it slowed.  However, this time, it came to a near standstill in front of the lot for five seconds, then continued on down the street about 30 feet, and made a U-turn into a parking spot across the street from the apartment building.  Alex stared at the car through her blinds.  No one got out of the car.
Shiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiit… get out of the car… Be a visitor… not a paid thug.  COME ON….
Kara walked over to Alex, “What’s wrong?  You’re freaking me out.  You are all tensed up and your face is changing colors, do you see something?”
“Yeah.  I think our friends from last night are hanging out in that dark sedan.”  Alex said in a faraway voice.
“You’re kidding me?!”
“No…….”  Alex said still staring out the window, thinking about how they should proceed.  “This is fucking up my plan.  We’re gonna have to get another car – mine is too recognizable and who knows what they’ve done to your car by now!”  Alex threw her hands up in the air, interlaced her fingers and plopped them both on the top of her head. 
Alex started pacing the living room, having a little inner dialogue brainstorming session with herself.
Okay, lemme think, lemme think. 
I could ask Bret to use his car – he’s not gonna need it. 
But then they might go have a “chat” with Bret….
Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck.
Think… Think damnit… THINK!
“I got it!” Alex cried out and then instructed, “Wait here.” She bounded out of the apartment to the one two doors down.
“Mrs. Pong?” She asked knocking on the door, “Mrs. Po-ong?” she half sang.  “Are you home?”  Alex knew Mrs. Pong was home, since Mrs. Pong was ALWAYS home.  Finally, the door opened with the security chain attached.  A middle aged Asian woman peered out at Alex.
“Oh, hi Alex.  I thought maybe I have another scammer come to my door.  How you been?  I heard you come in huffing and puffing with your new lady friend last night.  Way to go.  Not good to be alone all the time.  This much better.” Mrs. Pong said in a heavily accented, sing-song voice.
“Yeah.” Alex rearranged what she was going to tell Mrs. Pong mentally and then said, “So, my new lady friend and I are thinking about taking a quick vacation to New York, would you mind watching Dexter?”
“Ooooo, short notice.  Okay.  I do.  You better leave me some extra kitty food though, last time he ate almost half a bag of Tina’s food.  And she don’t like to share.  Hey, what happen to your head?”
“Oh this?” Alex said pointing to the bruises on her face and smiled, “You should see the other guy.”
“You know, I think you crazy for being police.  Why you not try to be something safer?”
“Awww, you know me Mrs. Pong – I do it for all the ladies.”
“Yeah right.  This the first lady I seen you with since the scary red one, and that just sad.”
“Right, well, let me get Dexter and his food, and then I’ll be out of your hair.  I really appreciate you looking after him again.”
“No problem.  You come knock again when you have him,” and with that she shut the door in Alex’s face.
Damn she’s rude and loveable all at the same time. Okay… go go go!
Alex grabbed the necessary items for Dexter to hang out at Mrs. Pong’s for a few days and then grabbed Dexter.  She noticed that Kara was sitting on the sofa talking softly into the phone.
Alex didn’t have time to eavesdrop.  “It’s okay little buddy.  You like Mrs. Pong – and Tina.  I promise I’ll be back in a few days.”
A few minutes later, Alex was back in her apartment.  She headed directly to her room and started throwing clothing and her laptop into a duffle.
“Hey,” Kara said, “What’s the plan?”
“The plan is, let’s get the fuck outta here and then make a plan.” She paused, “Oh yeah, and let’s lose the morons in the black sedan.”
“Alright.  Let’s do it.”
“Good, here’s your bag.  I’ve got my bag.  Dexter’s taken care of.  What am I forgetting?”  Alex said more to herself than to Kara.
“Oh, right!”  She dashed over to the coffee pot and unplugged it, “Safety First!”  With that, both women stepped out of the apartment and made their way down the back stairs.




The Past Will Not Be A Present

“I called an Uber to meet us a block down.”  Alex told Kara as they left her apartment building through the back entrance.  “We just need to get there without being spotted by Dick’s friendly gang and we’ll be on our merry way.”
“And where might we be heading merrily?”
“We’ll figure that out after we get a car.”
Alex stealthily lead Kara along the building, staying in the shadows, and then they were out on the sidewalk.  She did her best to keep their pace with the other people on the street, but she was in a hurry to get as far away from Dick-Dick’s goons as quickly as possible.
Don’t draw attention.  Keep your cool.  Pretend you are undercover as a tourist.  Look up.  Look a little lost.
Her phone jingled, indicating the Uber had arrived and Alex spied the bright green Kia Soul that was their ride.
Perfect, it’s nearly neon.
Once in the Uber, she and Kara exchanged a few glances but Alex put her finger to her lips and gave her the best “let’s not discuss our insane problems in front of the Uber” look she could manage.  Several minutes later they arrived at their destination.
“Hey, thanks man – nice car.”  Alex added as they got out of the Soul.  She tipped the guy ten bucks and quipped, “I dig the green.”
“Me too,” he said holding up his ten dollar bill.  Alex shut the door and the Uber took off on his way to his next fare.
“What a douche,” Alex said quietly.
“I’ll say,” Kara agreed.  “So what are we doing here?”
Alex looked around and mused that Kara was a little intimidated by the warehouse district that they had been dropped into.
“Oh, right.  We’re here to see my friend Carmine about a car.  He’s the best, his cars aren’t always, but he is.”
Alex walked up to the nearest metal door and pounded on it.
*Bam-bam-bam, tap-tap, bam-bam*
Twenty seconds went by and a very short, very bald, very fat, old man opened the door.  “Detective Connolly.  I’m surprised to see you here.  We’re, yanno, murder free,” said the man in a heavy New York accent.
“Yeah, Carmine.  I know it.  Way to keep your nose clean,” Alex joked. “I’m actually here on business. Personal business.”  Alex cocked her head towards Kara.
“I see,” Carmine said, looking Kara up and down.  “You, uhh, need transportation for, shall we say…delicate goods.”
“Exactly.  And I’d like something low key.  Nothing too fancy.  Can’t draw too much attention, yanno?”
“Uh huh,” Carmine said and then moved in close to Alex, “What’s da deal, you waxing someone else’s broad?”
“Something like that,” Alex said, side-eyeing Kara and winking.  “You got something for me that I can borrow?”
“Of course, for you, I got just da ting.”
Carmine opened the door all the way and lead them down a short hallway into an expansive and extremely clean, professional-looking garage.
“Alright,” he said slapping his craggy hands together as they stopped in front of a cherry red Cadillac.  “How about dis beaut?  My lead mechanic just finished her off today, and says she’s in tip top.”  Alex shot him a look. “Okay, too hot.  Let’s look down dis way, I tink I got just da ting.”
He lead them past a Lamborghini, a Hummer, and a Mercedes to a fairly non-descript looking sedan.  “Alright.  How ‘bout dis?  American made, has a buncha miles on it, but it does have leather seats.”  Alex walked around the vehicle.
Chevy Impala, dark blue… very boring.
“Perfect,” Alex proclaimed.
“Excellent, now, about payment.  Dis one is good for two.” Carmine said expressionlessly.
“HA!  That’s a joke.  Anyway, I’m thinking, this one is good for free and I won’t call around about that Lambo.”
“Quit breakin’ my balls… it’s good for two.”  Carmine rubbed his hands together and blew his nose into a handkerchief he pulled from his pocket.
“Carmine, it’s good for free, cuz you’re just lucky I’m not breakin’ anything else.  I’ll bring it back same condition in a few days.  You know I’m not gonna do anything crazy, we’re just getting away.”
“Uh huh.  For two.”
“Yeah, me and her.  Come on, Carmine.  I’ve helped you out before.  Help me out.  Yanno, one hand washes the other.”  Alex looked over at Kara who just stood there in awe.
Yep, I know mobsters… quit looking at me like that!
Alex winked at Kara and then turned back to Carmine.
“I tell you what.  I’ll give you ONE when I come back with it.”
Carmine waited a beat and said, “Deal.  Keys are in it.  And get outta here quick before I change my mind.”
“Thanks Carmine – you’re the best.”
“Bettah den most!” he cried out, turned and walked into an office on the other side of the warehouse.
“Well that was one of the strangest interactions I’ve ever seen,” Kara said wide-eyed.
“Yeah, well, you meet all kinds when you’re in my line of work.”
“How in the hell did you meet that guy?” Kara asked after they both got in the car.
Alex grabbed the keys out of the sun-visor and looked at them thoughtfully.  “Well, about a year ago one of his friends got shot, and the evidence was pointing towards Carmine.  Deal gone bad maybe.  Anyway, he gave me his statement and I had this feeling that he had nothing to do with it.  So, I did more digging.  Turns out it was the victim’s wife trying to set Carmine up to take the fall.  Apparently Big Joey, the dead guy, was stepping out on Mrs. Big Joey.”  Alex made a pistol with her hand and let out a puff of air. 
“She ended up confessing after we found all the mistresses.  I guess Big Joey was very Big with the ladies.  Anyway, Carmine has been forever grateful, not that I’ve tested his offer before, but he offered me a vehicle after he was released and exonerated… today he seems to have forgotten that offer.  But no biggy.”  Alex shrugged and then started their new wheels.
“Hey, look at that, the car started on the first turn of the key.  Good sign!” Alex smiled and then pulled the car out of the parking space.  She rolled down her window and shouted, “Thanks Carmine, I’ll be back in a few days!”
Carmine waved at her from the window and opened the garage door.
Aaaannnnd we’re off!




A Rose By Any Other Name

Alex pulled over at a gas station, and as the car eased up into the parking lot a loud screeching noise emanated from the hood.
“Christ!” Alex yelled over the noise.  “Sounds like someone swinging a bag of cats.”
Kara covered her ears, “Yeah, that’s not pleasant!”
Alex straightened the wheel, and the car stopped shrieking.
“Okay,” Alex sighed, “That’s better.  I’m just going to run in and grab some water and sustenance.  Any special requests?”
“Yeah, you could tell me where we’re going,” Kara replied.
“Yeah… you’re actually going to tell me where we’re going, just lemme run inside and then we can discuss.”
Several minutes later, Alex came back with water, coffee, various snack food in bags, and a couple of subs from the gas station deli.
“Okay.  Here’s the thing – we can’t stay here, cuz there are people looking to follow and maybe kill us.  So far all we have are the environmental impact thingies and Dick-Dick’s insistence that you get them to him immediately.  So, let’s go to the sites and see if anything looks out of the ordinary.”
“THAT’S YOUR PLAN?!” Kara blurted and then smiled.  “Just kidding,” she said at Alex’s look of shock, “I think that makes perfect sense.  Let’s investigate!”
Alex laughed a little, “Exactly. You just scared the crap outta me.”
“Sorry, I am just a little punchy.  We have to head West toward Wendell State Forrest, but first we’ll have to stop off at an environmental testing facility to grab some kits for sampling.  Simbio has used a company about 20 minutes from here, and I’m sure with a phone call I can get my contact there to get a kit ready for us.”
“Yes ma’am.”  Alex said.  She turned the car on, turned the wheel and started to back up.  The car began to scream again.  “Jesus. This is not going to be pleasant is it?”
“As far as I can tell, you just can’t turn the wheel.” Kara noted loudly.
“Yeah!” Alex agreed.  Put the car in drive, straightened the wheel, and the horrific noise stopped.  “Let’s just hope this fucker doesn’t leave us stranded.”
“Yeah, let’s.”
“Why don’t you eat this and hand me that coffee,” Alex handed Kara one of the subs.
“So this coffee isn’t for me then?”
Alex nabbed it out of her hand, “Nope.”
Two hours later, after they had picked up the test kits, Kara was passed out and Alex was feeling drowsy.  She kept replaying the last few days over and over in her head.  Alex glanced over at the sleeping Kara. 
Oooooooo-eeeee.  I’ve gotten myself in trouble this time.  Just look at her… too sexy for words.  I kinda wish she would wake up… a little banter would certainly wake me up.  But at least we aren’t talking about the “Rose issue”.  Can’t wait for that fun to begin again…
Maybe she’ll just let it go?
HA!  Who am I kidding?  Women NEVER let ANYTHING go… just wait… it’ll come back around.  Fuuuuuuuuuuuck… Just stop thinking about it and drive.
Alex blinked a little too long and she shook herself awake, jolting the car to the side a little and waking Kara.
“Shit, I’m sorry. You go back to sleep.”
“No, I’m good,” she said stretching.  “Where are we?” Kara asked slightly confused.
“Well, I got off the freeway as soon as we were outta the city.  This car, most likely, isn’t – let’s say registered correctly?” Alex offered.
“Uh huh… Isn’t that against protocol, Detective?” Kara asked with some snark and drank greedily from a bottle of water.
“Mmmmmm-yeah.  But then again, nothing we’ve done is in the vicinity of in keeping with protocol.”  Alex replied, raising her palms and quickly grabbing the wheel again.  “Anyway, because we are taking back roads, it’s taking a lot longer. So feel free to go back to sleep.”
 
Pleeeeeeeeease don’t go back to sleep, this is the most entertainment I’ve had in two hours, and I’m fucking tired.
“Nah.  I won’t be able to sleep tonight if I nap anymore,” Kara explained.  “Wow, it’s already 11?!  Where has the day gone?” She took her shoes off, tucked her feet under her and swiveled towards Alex.
Uh oh. Shit-shit-shit.  Here it comes.
“So.  Tell me about Rose. I’m assuming we’re talking about a woman and not a flower?”  Kara asked eyebrow raised.
“Oh, she’s a woman… but just as prickly,” Alex said gripping the steering wheel tightly and wringing it in her hands.
“So?....” Kara lifted her hand palm up, and floated it gently up and out, “Spill.  Illuminate the great mystery, because I’ve had a lot of time to come up with a bunch of scenarios in my head, and I’m hoping that this,” she gestured towards herself and Alex, “isn’t something that happens for you on the regular.”
Alex took her foot off the gas for a moment and stared intently at Kara.  She imitated Kara’s “this” gesture and said, “This… is not something that happens on the regular.  I can’t tell you how irregular this is.  THIS is NOTHING like the Rose thing!” Alex barked, accentuating each word with her forefinger into the dash.  She pressed her lips together as if to shut herself up, “I’m sorry.  Rose is a shitty subject….”  She let out a breath that seemed not to have an end.
Alex glanced back over at Kara.  She sat there, arms folded, waiting.
Alex growled and spat out, “Fine.  There was a case a while back that involved this married couple,” Alex began, “The Weinsteins.  Rose Weinstein and her husband Jeffrey were witnesses to a murder that I was working.  The case wasn’t especially interesting, it was just some guy getting robbed and shot, but they had witnessed it. Bret took the husband and I took the wife to interrogate.  We generally separate people like that anyway, because men seem to do better answering Bret and women seem to feel less threatened and open up to me.”  Alex paused and side-eyed Kara.  Kara remained in the same position, waiting for the rest.
Alex rolled her eyes a little and continued, “Well, Rose was very informative.  She gave a really great description and was very eager to help.  HOWEVER, she did come onto me like a cat in heat.  I might’ve been a little flattered.  And MAYBE… MAYBE I crossed a line by mentioning the fact to her that I was flattered,” Alex shook her head mentally cursing.
“I gave Rose my card, as IS PROTOCOL, and told her to call me if she remembered any other details.  I guess I should’ve given her Bret’s number.”  Alex said miserably.  “I started getting these calls on my cell.  They were unknown numbers.  There’d be no one there – well, someone was there – I could hear whoever it was breathing.  And I’m talking dirty breathing.  Heavy, dirty breathing.  I got the calls several times a day.  But it was my work line, I couldn’t do anything about it.  For a while I thought it was this creep that had stalked me from work.  Then the caller decided to talk and it was a woman’s voice that was talking to me.  Telling me how sexy she thinks I am.  How she can’t wait for me to…” Alex looked at Kara again, swallowed hard, cleared her throat, and continued, “To… uhh… whatever.  It was salacious. Not knowing who it was calling, and not recognizing the voice, I said that we should meet.  MISTAKE NUMBER TWO.”
“I figured, I’d meet this lady, see what she… uhh… wanted… and then maybe the heavy breathing phone calls would stop,” Alex explained and glanced again at Kara, her expression a bit less inquisitive and a bit more uncomfortable.
Christ, this isn’t even the shittiest part.
“We made plans to meet somewhere public; however, she never showed up.  It wasn’t until I heard the knock at my door and I answered it did I realize I had made, MISTAKE NUMBER THREE.  I opened the door and there was Rose – in a dark trench coat and dark, tall, stiletto-heeled, patent leather boots.  She made several attempts to come into my apartment, but I wouldn’t let her in.  I told her I wasn’t interested.  In response, she whipped off her jacket and got completely naked except for nipple tassels and a matching G-string.”
Alex saw Kara’s distasteful grimace, and cringed internally.
“I was shocked and appalled.  I told her I find extramarital affairs repugnant and the people that have them even more so…and maybe I called her a few names.  She stood there for a moment, naked and embarrassed.  She just stared at me in horror and shock – like I had grown another head.  Then she went off – she started shrieking at the top of her lungs about how I lead her on, how it was my fault that she was there, that I had arranged this meeting.  Needless to say, someone called the police.”
“Next thing I know, a couple of blue shirts were at my door, looking embarrassed because they knew me.  They brought the party into my apartment and wanted to take statements.  No fucking way was I going to let that happen.  I told them it was just a huge misunderstanding, and that the lady was just leaving.  MISTAKE NUMBER… oh who the hell knows?! I’ve lost count,”  Alex muttered.
“I didn’t hear from Rose again – no more heavy breather phone calls.  I figured her getting out of being arrested or any police report getting filed and having her husband find out stopped her from continuing the stalking…”  Alex looked again at Kara and noticed her eyebrows had gathered together on her forehead. 
Damn, that is one cute look of worry.
“Oh trust me… the best part is coming, “ Alex assured Kara and winked.  “A few weeks later while I was perusing the bulk food section some lady started screaming.  ‘How dare you!  Stalker!!! Stalker!!!!’ Of course, it was Rose – really looking for an audience – and boy-oh did she get one.  I had a bag of rice in one hand and a bag of nuts in the other with fifteen people looking at me like I’m the biggest piece of trash in the world.  I flashed my badge at the manager trying to calm the situation down, but it was too late he had already called the police.  Unfortunately for me, a guy that I had rebuffed a few months ago had been demoted to a uniform and had INSISTED on filing a report…. Wait for it….”
Alex continued, “A couple nights later, I was at our regular bar – a cop bar, I mean.” She looked at Kara to make sure she got it, Kara gave a curt nod, her brows still pulled together in a concerned look.  “A bunch of us had decided to blow off some steam.  We drank a few too many beers and were playing pool when Rose showed up.  She pulled the stalker card again – with a side order of hysteria – and let everyone in the bar know that she was going to file a restraining order against me.  Well, I’m half in the bag and my buddies are looking at me like I’ve got three eyeballs, and just I lost it.  I freaked all the way out.  I grabbed her by the arm, got right up in her face, and shouted, ‘KEEP THE FUCK AWAY FROM ME, YOU PSYCHO STALKER BITCH’.  That… that did not go over well.”
Alex said the last part behind a clenched fist pressed to her mouth.  She pulled her fist away from her face and bashed it somewhat gently on the center console.
“Next day I was in the Captain’s office getting my ass chewed.  Not only that, but there WAS a restraining order filed against me, not judge approved yet, but filed.  He freaked out because there were MULTIPLE occasions, MULTIPLE witnesses, and I hadn’t reported a fucking thing.  He chewed me up one side and then down the other.  He said he didn’t care what kind of sick sexual stuff…” Alex heard Kara suck in an angry breath, “Oh yeah… total old school kind of guy… so gay equals sick sexual stuff. He didn’t care if I was into sick sexual stuff, a regular stalker, or if I was just an asshole.  He suspended me for a month… without pay… until everything got sorted.  It was a disaster.  The headlines were bad for the department.  They kept my name and Rose’s name out of the paper, but the major details made it seem like BPD was just a cesspool of dirty, deviant police,” Alex finished and waited.
“Weren’t there phone records?” Kara asked.
“Of course.  But the crazy bitch had bought a burner phone,” Alex explained. “You know, the kind you can just pay as you go.  No name.  No contract.  Just money and talk.”
“Yeah, I got it.  I watch television occasionally,” Kara joked, “still, there were all the phone calls.”
“Yep.  That was definitely the main reason that I got my badge back.  I proved that I was getting calls all the time, and even though I couldn’t prove that it was Rose – she couldn’t prove that it wasn’t.” 
Alex looked across the car.   Kara unfolded her legs from the tucked position and had a strange look on her face.
“So, your Captain is a homophobe and thinks you’re a sexual deviant?”
“Yep.”
“So, this… situation… is just another problem…similar but different?”
“Uh huh.  Much different… I hope.”
“I hope so too,” Kara said quietly.  “How did you go back and work for that asshole?”
“Well, I really enjoy my job.  And I am still trying to prove to him that I’m not a sex-crazed maniac,” Alex smiled without humor.
Alex could feel Kara staring at her for quite some time.  Then, somehow, they were holding hands on the center console.  Alex wasn’t quite sure how it happened, or when it happened but their hands were intertwined.
Kara squeezed Alex’s hand and said, “Sexy, yes. Sex-crazed?  Time will tell.”  Kara smiled wickedly and Alex turned several shades of red.
Alex squeezed Kara’s hand in return, smiled and said, “I guess I’m in trouble now…”




The Long Kiss Goodnight

After driving another twenty minutes, Alex decided that she needed hot food and sleep.  They came upon a late night diner in the middle of West bum fuck, Mass and decided they’d try their luck.
“I’m almost too tired to eat, but I’m too hungry to starve all night,” Alex bitched.
“Yeah, me too.  I dunno what it is lately, but I’m a starvin’ Marvin,” Kara agreed.
“You do seem to pack it away for being such a slight thing,” Alex observed and shot Kara a wolfish grin.
“Now, now detective – you better keep that smile on lockdown… because it makes you look mighty delicious,” Kara teased.
Geeeeez…  I am definitely in trouble.
After a greasy meal in the diner, Alex flagged down the waitress, “Excuse me, is there a motel somewhere around here?”
“Yep.” She answered blank faced.
“Uhhh…” Alex shot Kara an amused look, “Could you tell me how to get there?”
The waitress let out a sigh of irritation, “You’re already here.  Just go ‘round the corner and there’s check-in.”
Alex turned back to Kara and gave her a look.  After the waitress left with the cash for the food she said, “She sure is friendly,” and rolled her eyes.
Kara laughed half-heartedly.
“Tired?” Alex asked.
“Exhausted.”
“Well, let’s get ourselves set up for the night.  Why don’t you go hop in the car and I’ll get us situated.”
After a few minutes in the motel office, Alex came back out to the car and moved it in front of the hotel.
“What room am I in?” Kara asked and held out her hand for the key.
Alex cleared her throat and fumbled with the key that the motel office geek had given her.  “Uhh, well…”
Kara turned to Alex, waiting.
“Well, see… they only had one room left. Number 7 on the end here.”
“No biggy…” Kara said, getting out of the car and walking to the door with her bag in hand.
“Let’s go Detective.  I’ve got to get my beauty sleep…” Kara joked.
“Yeah…”  Alex unlocked the door and let it swing open, “So, the only room they had left only has one bed.”  Alex stared at Kara, and Kara stared through the open doorway.  For several seconds Kara didn’t move.  Finally, she looked back at Alex and gave her a silly smile.  “So, which side are you taking?”
“I can just sleep on the floor.  No biggy,” Alex said looking at the dingy floor in disgust.
“Alex,” Kara said grabbing her by the arm and tugging her into the room behind her, “Get real.”
Alex shot Kara a look, stood up a little taller, and dropped her bag onto the dresser.  She was going to do her best and act like it was no big deal.
In the bathroom, Alex changed and brushed her teeth – all the while she stared at herself in the grimy, hotel mirror. 
Jesus fucking Christ.  Man… oh man…. If this doesn’t scream ‘uncomfortable night of no sleep’… I dunno what does.
Just remain calm.  We’ve established boundaries.  Nothing is going to happen.
Even though you want it to… you sex-crazed maniac!
“Shut. Up.” Alex whispered to her reflection, “You are literally having a conversation with the mirror, knock it off…. Ya lunatic.”
Alex spit out the remaining toothpaste and rinsed her mouth out.  “You need to keep your shit together, regardless of how sexy she is… it’s against protocol… it’s not allowed… hands off.” She shook her toothbrush at her reflection, flicking drops on the mirror.  “In fact, this whole thing isn’t allowed.  BE-HAVE,” she whispered angrily at herself.  She nodded to herself in acknowledgement of her self-made agreement and went back into the bedroom.
Kara had already tucked herself into bed as Alex had let her get changed first.  She was on the right side, head on the pillow, dark hair fanned out, looking up at Alex somewhat expectantly.  “Well, I guess I have the left side then,” Alex joked, swinging her arms at her sides, snapping her fingers, and then clapping her hands together. 
Kara nodded and flicked the covers down on Alex’s side, “Come on in, the bed is warm.”
“Uhhh.. yeah.”  Alex slipped into the bed and sat upright for a few minutes.  She checked her email and looked at the police blotter for anything that resembled their shootout earlier that day in Kara’s apartment building.
Surprise, surprise, there’s nothing.  This is too freaking weird.
Well, then…” Alex cleared her throat and glanced down at Kara who had been observing her for the last few minutes, “Goodnight.”  Alex turned off the light and shimmed down further into the covers until she was prone.
 Alex squeezed her eyes shut and flipped over on her side facing away from Kara.  If she could just squeeze that last look from Kara out of her head.  Her hair fanned out on the pillow, her eyes half-closed, lips slightly parted…
Gaaaaaaaaaah!!!!! Damnit… DON’T THINK ABOUT HER!
But she could feel the heat of Kara’s body emanating from her side of the bed.  It made her think of all of Kara’s warm places.  She squeezed her eyes shut and pinched the bridge of her nose until it hurt.  Still, all she could think about was the soft, delicate looking woman next to her.  Her back started getting warmer, so she scooched closer to the edge of the bed, trying to avoid touching Kara at all costs, trying to escape the warmth of her body.  She held her breath so she could listen to Kara breathe but all she could hear was her own heartbeat pounding in her ears. 
OMFG… will you calm down?  Seriously.  She’s almost asleep you fucking weirdo.
Kara jolted upright and switched on the light.  “This isn’t going to work, now is it?”
Alex sat up, “What?” she asked, scrubbing at her light-scorched eyes.
“I am not going to be able to sleep like this.  Pretending that there’s nothing between us, or trying to pretend anyway.  I’m this close to losing my mind,” Kara held her fingers a centimeter apart.
“Right, but…”
“Yeah, yeah.  It’s breaking protocol – right?” she asked exasperatedly. “So is hugging a victim.  So is making out in a crime scene.  So is sharing a meal.  So is getting a drink together.  So is sharing a bed.  So is everything that has happened since meeting.  Please… please… just–” she started to ask for something, but was abruptly cut off by Alex’s mouth on hers.
Alex had been thinking about Kara’s lips the entire car ride.  It was too much to have Kara plead her case as to why they shouldn’t at least slake some of this insane thirst for one another.  After all, everything else that had happened between them was definitely against protocol.
Fuck it.  Fuck protocol.  All there is… is Kara.
Alex had Kara’s head pinned to the headboard, and realizing how uncomfortable that might be, disengaged her mouth for a moment, then pulled Kara lower onto the bed so her head was resting on the pillow.  Alex immediately pounced on her again. 
This kiss was hard and deep and wet.  Their tongues mated viciously as if trying to get as much from this one kiss as they could possibly get.  Alex’s tongue plumbed the depths of Kara’s mouth and a moan of need and wanting bubbled up from Kara’s throat.
Kara stopped kissing Alex for a moment and opened her eyes.
Alex instinctively pulled back to make sure she wasn’t hurting Kara.  She remained hovering over Kara, her hands in fists on either side of her head, holding herself up on her arms. 
Kara looked deeply into Alex’s eyes and then rubbed her hands up and down her well-muscled arms.  Alex squeezed her hands into tighter fists, trying hard not to get too carried away too quickly.
Kara grabbed Alex by the shirt and pulled her down for another kiss.  Right before their lips met, Kara grabbed at Alex by the waist with her legs, and pulled her all the way down into the apex of her thighs.  Alex’s body covered Kara completely.  Their tongues danced, their bodies writhed against one another.
Oh sweet heaven… I feel like a naughty teenager.
Almost as if they were controlled by outside forces, their bodies, still fully clothed, began to rock together. 
Kara sighed and clawed at Alex’s back, “More,” she moaned.
Alex growled in response and pressed her body harder against Kara’s grinding pelvis.
Kara sucked in a breath and grabbed Alex by the lower back.
Alex hissed in desire and cried out in pain.
“Oh my god,” Kara said and let go quickly.  “I’m so sorry. I cannot believe I just did that.  I’m so, so sorry… I forgot for a split second that you were hurt.  Here, let me look.” Kara attempted to push Alex away but Alex stayed where she was.
“I dunno Doc, I’m feeling… very, very good right now,” Alex said through gritted teeth.
“Yeah?” Kara asked with a raised eyebrow.
“Oh yeah, I feel all-nighter-ific…”  Alex said and pressed her middle again against the most delicate part of Kara.
Kara’s eyes fluttered, she pushed herself into Alex, let out a soft groan of frustration and then scrambled into a more upright position.
“I think…” She said pressing her ravaged lips together and closing her eyes tight, “I think I should take a look at my patient.”
Alex stared at Kara – her chest was heaving, her hair was mussed, her pupils were dilated in desire, but she had a stubborn set to her mouth.  She knew based on Kara’s mouth that any counter argument wasn’t going to go far.  She shook her head to get some of the sexual fog to lift and she pulled back from Kara.
“Yeah… Okay… Sure.”  She said, and then added, “Just so you know, I have never felt so turned on before, so out of control… so teeth gnashingly–” Alex let out a growl, “You make me feel crazy inside. I think… I think you’re a little bit dangerous.”
Kara sat up on her knees, leaned over Alex and said, “Trust me, Detective, YOU are the dangerous one.” She pulled Alex’s lower lip into her mouth and nibbled on it playfully, “Now let me play Doctor.”
Alex enjoyed letting Kara assess her bruises… sometimes with her fingertips, sometimes with her mouth, other times with her tongue.  Eventually, they decided it might be a wise decision to actually sleep since they had a shit day planned out for themselves.
Kara rested her hand gently on Alex’s chest and gently pressed a kiss to her lips, rolled over, and laid on her side waiting for Alex to turn off the light.  After Alex switched the light off, Kara’s hand searched for Alex under the covers.
“Hey now, it’s 2AM… what about needing tomorrow to be a fresh start, etc?  Your patient needing to heal? Hmmmm?”
“Shush now… I just want to be held,” Kara replied.
And with that, Alex slumped down into the bed and curled herself around Kara.
Alex the big spoon, Kara the little.
This feels delicious…. I dunno how I’m going to fall asleep wrapped around this woman….
Twenty seconds later, Alex drifted off to sleep inhaling Kara’s unique scent and feeling like she never wanted to sleep alone again.




Big Spoon, Meet Little Spoon

Alex cracked opened her eyes to see light seeping through the tattered curtains and dappling the room.  She eased her head off the pillow and spied the time, 8:00.  She was still curled around Kara, arm wrapped over her body protectively, and Kara’s hand was covering her own.
I can’t believe how much I slept…. And how well I slept, considering.  How is it that we didn’t move all night?
Alex took a few minutes to appreciate Kara while she could, unobserved.  Her dark hair fell like a curtain across the pillow, it was soft like silk and smelled fresh and earthy.  Her neck was long and graceful, and her pulse beat visibly under her delicate skin.  Alex stared at her face a few minutes more, trying to memorize every freckle, every curve, every kissable inch.
And every inch IS achingly kissable…
Alex laid her head back on the pillow, and thought about waking Kara.  They had so many miles to cover today and it was already after 8.
Screw it… I did say I would take the car for a couple of days.
Alex snuggled back into Kara and squeezed her gently.  She inhaled deeply and tried to memorize the smell of her hair.  Alex started to get warm all over, and that warm eventually turned into hot. 
Am I actually getting hot and bothered by smelling her hair?!
Seriously, you’re huffing Kara – quit it!
“You can’t keep doing that Detective, you’re going to get addicted,” Kara joked, jolting Alex out of her olfactory induced daydream.
“Uhh… I don’t know what you mean… I was… yanno, sleeping too,” Alex countered.
“Uh huh… is that what you call it?  That’s your normal breathing pattern for sleeping?  It sounded more like you were huffing something, and I think that something… was me.”
Alex squeezed Kara tightly against herself, “Well, it’s not my fault that you smell like you do.”
“Mhmmm…” Kara said, and languidly stretched rubbing Alex in all the right places.
Jesus.
“Something wrong, Detective?  Doesn’t breaking protocol feel good?”

“You’re damn right it does,” Alex said and ran her hand down the length of Kara’s body, “Of course, I’m fairly certain that this,” she said indicating Kara’s body, “isn’t standard issue.”
Kara barked out a laugh and flopped over to be nose to nose with Alex.
“I wonder what we’re going to find today?” she mused.
“I’m certain, whatever it is,” Alex answered and looked deeply into Kara’s eyes and caressed her face, “won’t be found without coffee first.”
Kara laughed and playfully fake punched Alex in the side.  “Yeah, but we’re going to have to get out of this bed, and I’m not sure anything could convince me to do it.” 
“I see,” Alex said with a raised eyebrow.  Kara smiled, snuggled her face into Alex’s shoulder, and weaved her arm under Alex’s in a tight hug. 
Damn this is nice.  She’s so much fun, and so touchy feely… which goes against all my natural instincts… and yet… I love it.
Kara’s shoulders shuddered.  Alex tried to pull back to see what she was laughing about, but realized Kara was crying.  Sobbing really.
Fuck!  What have I done?  What did I say?
 
Alex tried to pull up and away fully from Kara, only to have her body yanked back into a fierce hug.  Realizing that Kara wished to remain in this position, she held her tightly, running her hand up and down her back and whispering assurances into her ear. “Everything is going to be okay.  You let it out.  It’s okay.  You’re safe.  I’m going to keep you safe.”
Several minutes ticked by, and Kara eventually stopped crying.  She pulled back from Alex’s shoulder and wiped her face with her hands.
“I’m sorry.  This is not normal for me.  I’ve usually got all my emotions locked down.  But, you know, my father’s funeral is next week.  Last night, I checked my voicemail… I got one from my mother.  It was kind of cold.  And it was weird.  She wasn’t sure if I was going to come to the funeral, can you believe that?”  Kara asked, her face twisted in disgust.
“Well… I…” Alex started.
“I mean, okay, so we’ve had our problems.  Yeah, I was kind of disowned in the family-sense, but for fucking out loud, he’s my father.  And until a few months ago, everything was normal-ish.”  Kara continued interrupting Alex.  She wiped more tears from her face and licked a couple that had fallen into the corners of her lips. 
Shit, that’s sexy… She’s even sexy when she’s sad!
Stop it, you’re acting like a horny teen – pay attention.
Kara sniffled a little more and then smiled at Alex, “I’m sorry.  Just being held by you makes me think about all that time that I wasted worrying about what my parents were going to think.  And then, at the end of it, they find out anyway and now I’m dealing with this funeral thing.  I mean, we’re almost like strangers, slightly strangers.  Slightly estranged.  Definitely strange.  Annnnd now I’m talking gibberish.”
Alex smiled widely at that and said with a wink, “Your gibberish makes more sense to me than most logic.”
“Uh huh, how ‘bout we go get you some coffee?” Kara suggested kissing Alex on the tip of the nose.
“I’d really like that.”




Over The River

Back in the car, Kara explained, “According to the documents on the USB, the first site is only a few miles from here.  Let’s talk to whoever owns the property next to the river and then we can go collect some samples.”
“Sounds like a plan, what are you expecting to find?” Alex asked.
“Oh you know, complete and utter devastation of the river and plant life around it – exactly the opposite of what the Environmental Impact Statement suggests,” Kara replied, her voice filled with sarcasm and disdain.
Alex glanced at Kara, “Perhaps you should let me handle the whole talking to the property owners thing, you seem a bit edgy.  And besides, I’m caffein-o-rific and ready to be the smooth talking detective that I am.”
“No offense, Alex, but you shouldn’t be telling anyone that you’re a detective from 200 miles away.  I think that’ll only draw attention to the situation.”
Alex chuckled, “Doll face, I wasn’t going to tell them I’m the fuzz, I’m merely going to use my excellent interrogation skills to get some info and get us onto the property.”
The car slowly rolled up to a four-way stop, “You need to take a right here and then we should be able to knock on the next house on the left and talk to the owner.”
After multiple knocks on the door and peeping around the house, Alex determined that the house was abandoned.  “Looks like no one has been home for quite some time – in fact, this place is next to condemnable.”
“Lucky for us,” Kara cheered half-heartedly. “Let’s make our way to the river then.”
A football field’s walk later, they were at the river.  The vegetation all appeared to be normal, no fish floating belly up.
“Hmm… Looks pretty serene to me,” Alex mused.
“It really does, although I almost can’t believe it.  Either way, I’m going to take samples.”
Kara set the testing kit she had brought down at the bank of the river, put on a pair of latex gloves, and then filled a vial with river water.  Then she moved 10 feet and took a soil sample in a similar fashion.
Well, I knew it all along – science is boring... but at least I get to stare at a sexy lady being all boring…
“Alright, done!”  Kara exclaimed.  “Let’s head to the next site, it’s only about 20 minutes North of here.”
“Excellent.”
Two more stops each like the first.  No visible effects on the land.  No sludge water.
Soon, Alex and Kara were back in the car working out their next move.
“Exactly how far up the river is this factory? Maybe they took the samples too far from it to properly assess the conditions or something?” Alex suggested.
“No, the plant is only a couple miles up the road here, across the river.”
“Well, we better go check that out then!” Alex put the car in drive and smiled wolfishly at Kara, her mind suddenly flashing back to the night before.
“You better quit smiling at me like that detective, it wouldn’t take much for me to be overcome with the urge to make us pull over,” Kara teasingly threatened as she tantalizingly traced her finger down Alex’s forearm.
Alex stared at Kara’s finger as it gently made its way to her elbow.
Her touch sets me on fire… My arm is burning up.  What a tease.
Alex glanced up at Kara and blushed.
** BREH-BREH-BREH-BREH-BREH **
The car had veered off the road a bit and they were riding the rumble strip.  Alex quickly jerked the car back onto the highway.
“Wow, you probably shouldn’t do that while I’m driving – we might not make it to the plant.”
Jeeeeeez… this lady is gonna be the death of me.




Through the Woods

Ten minutes later, Alex and Kara rolled into the factory’s parking lot.
“Hey, what day is it?” Kara asked.
“Uhhh… Monday? Or Tuesday?” Alex guessed. “I dunno, it’s been a really weird week.”
“Where the hell is everyone?”
“Let’s go see if we can find someone to fill us in.”
Kara and Alex walked around the exterior of the factory.  It was completely abandoned.  Alex said, “Not to be Captain Obvious here, but this fucker hasn’t been operational in years.  Look at the windows, half of them have been knocked out, probably by bored kids with nothing better to do.”
“Yeah, something just isn’t right.  I’m going to call my office and double check the address on this place. Just a minute.” 
“Wait a minute, you better be careful who you are calling.  We don’t know if the phones are tapped or if the Dick Dick has a guy on the inside… we know nothing.”
“Relax.  I’m calling someone I trust completely and on their cell.”  Kara pulled out her phone and spoke softly and quickly to whoever was on the other end.
A few minutes later, Kara was off the phone.
“Okay, so – the address is wrong – obviously there’s something fishy going on here,” Kara said with a raised eyebrow causing Alex to laugh.
“Punny…”
“Yeah, so, we’re going to have to backtrack,” Kara studied the map, “We aren’t even on the right river.  See, this is approximately where we are,” Kara said pointing to a spot on the map, “And these were the three sites along this river that we’re on; however, this is the approximate location of the plant in question,” Kara said stabbing the map with her finger.  “We’re a good half inch from where we are supposed to be, and that’s about 30 miles.”
“Alright.  Is there a quick route that we can take?”
“Absolutely, we just take this teeny highway through the woods here and we should be there in forty-five minutes or so.” 
“Uh huh.  No food along the way though, through the woods and all…”
“No… and I am starving.  Luckily I brought some sundries from the last gas station we stopped at.”
“Oh goodie, more gas station food,” Alex bitched.
“Hey, don’t knock the spicy pickle until you try it.”
“They sell pickles at gas stations?”
“Oh yeah, the best kind.  In fact, if you like pickles, I can guarantee you’re going to love this.”
“Well, let’s go then!”
Forty-five minutes later they were outside an obviously active, chemical plant. Black smoke plumed from one of the stacks and brown grimy looking smoke oozed out another.  Armed security guarded the entrance to the plant, and a ten foot tall, chain-link fence topped with razor wire surrounded the property with no trespassing signs hanging at 50 foot intervals.
“So this place is nice,” Alex murmured.
“Yeah, wanna see if the property downstream is available for purchase?” Kara shot back sarcastically.
“It’s just so weird to see this all the way out here in the middle of nowheresville.  Maybe we go park a half mile down the road and go take a walk through the woods and see what we see.”
“Yeah, maybe we do that.”
They parked, hopped out of the car, and made their way through the woods towards the river and the grotesquely out of place chemical plant.  They finally ran into the factory’s fence about 200 yards from the parking lot and loading docks.
Both Alex and Kara crouched down and hid behind a tree.  “So, why would a chemical plant need this fence?”
“Safety? Privacy?” Kara suggested.
“Yeah, but the razor wire?”
“Hey, fear-based society and all that.”
“Okay… I’ll give you that.  Let’s go find this river, there seems to be a bit of a clearing along that bit of fence, and if I’m not mistaken, I think those docks on that side of the plant.”
They crept along the fence, darting from behind trees and made their way towards the clearing.  The sound of water flowing nearby was heard intermittently between the loud engine and back-up warning beeps of the large equipment being used outside the factory.
Alex made it to the river first, stopped dead in her tracks and stood up all the way, “What the fuuuuuu…”
“Holy shit!” Exclaimed Kara.
On one side of the fence fifty gallon drums were stacked five to eight high and those along the bottom were leaking a nasty, baby-shit green colored sludge.  That sludge had made a pool around the stack, and that pool had made a small stream towards and into the river.  The air felt thick and smelled of sulfur and ammonia and something else equally hideous.
“Well, I think we can definitely say that this is the spot.”  Alex pointed to the bank where the vegetation had pulled away from the river, turned yellow, and died.  There were fish floating belly up, and the color of the water was strangely dark with a rainbow sheen on the top almost like there may be oil in the mix.
“I’m going to have to take some samples again.”  Kara stated matter-of-factly.
“Yeah, but we’re going to do that a bit further downstream.  No way do we want to be seen grabbing samples by anyone.”
“Good point, come on.”
“Hang on, I want to get some pictures of this shit.  It’s unbelievable.”
Thirty minutes later, sample heavy and pictures taken, the two were back in the car.
“Let’s go back to the hotel, get something else to eat, and check out the files on the USB one more time.”
“Good deal.  Madam navigator, do tell your captain which way she should be going other than the hell away from this shithole.”
“Turn around Maverick, you’ve gotta head back down the highway towards the danger zone.”
They both laughed and then took turns quoting Top Gun all the way back to the hotel.




Hide and Seek

Back at the hotel, Kara plopped herself on the bed and used Alex’s laptop to access the highly sought after USB.
“This little thing has caused so much trouble and heartache,” Kara said holding the USB between her thumb and forefinger as if it were inordinately filthy or maybe had cooties.
“Not to mention rib, face, and head aches,” Alex agreed.  Kara nodded and dropped the USB on the bed.
As the computer booted up, Alex and Kara stared at one another not speaking.
I wonder what she thinks when she looks at me…?
Judging by HOW she’s looking at me…I might be a filet mignon … or a tall glass of water on a hot day.
I wonder what she thinks of when I look at her…?
I just want to nibble on her ear a little… maybe kiss that soft spot on her neck… perhaps feel the softness of the underside of her arm… Am I drooling?
A heat was rising up inside of Alex, one that she was having a harder and harder time containing.  She knew that her chest and neck and possibly her face were all getting flushed, though it didn’t seem to bother Kara, who also was looking decidedly warmer than she did before turning on the laptop.
The computer let out a noise indicating it was on and both women were jolted out of their staring contest.  Kara blushed and giggled, “Well, I guess that  means we have to get down to business.”
Alex cleared her throat, “Yeah. Let’s see what we can see on this lil’ drive of yours.”
Kara plugged in the USB, waited for the popup screen and opened the files on the drive.  She went through the process of explaining what each section of the environmental impact statement meant, what the findings were, and then reverified all the information on the addresses.
“Alright, see.  The addresses that we went to retest were the addresses that are in these documents.  These clearly show that the Senator is dirty,” Kara stated enthusiastically.
“Not necessarily. These documents do say that these addresses are clean, and they were.  The problem isn’t that the docs are wrong, the problem is that they had us chasing our tails by being 30 miles from where the problem was.  The senator, your father, and the company that did the testing could have claimed this was an accident if the addresses were disclosed to the media or law enforcement,” Alex pointed out.
“Fuck.  You’re right.  Plausible deniability.”
“Exactly.”
“Now what?” Kara asked staring at Alex worriedly.
“I dunno.  I guess we’ll have to leave it up to good ole fashioned police investigation,” Alex said pointing both of her thumbs at herself and giving Kara a devilish wink.
“Jesus.  This whole trip feels like a waste of time,” Kara whined.
“Well, I dunno about that…” Alex said, gesturing to the bed.  “Besides, we had to get out of town, the senator’s goons have obviously been told to kick it up a notch in trying to get back that drive.”
“You’re right,” Kara shook her head and touched Alex’s hand gently. “This has been the worst and best week I’ve had in a while.” 
They both smiled and stared at one another for a solid fifteen seconds.  Then Alex let out a breath she had been holding since Kara touched her hand.
“Being in this room with you and knowing that I can’t … uh… well, it’s just making me a little crazy.  What do you say we go find some food?” Alex suggested.
“Sounds good, let me just shut this down and then we’ll find out if there are any places to eat other than the lovely diner.”
Kara started shutting down files.  As she was about to eject the USB from the laptop Alex pounced on her hand.
“STOP!” Alex loudly blurted.
“What?” Kara asked, looking perplexedly at Alex.
“Go back to the Program Files folder for a second.”
Kara clicked into the USB folder, “What is it?”
“Look, right there.”  Alex pointed to the ‘Devices and Drives’ section of the folder. “Look at the storage on the USB.”
“What of it?” Kara asked, still unsure of what Alex thought she was looking at.
“It’s nearly full.  It says fourteen point nine gigabytes of space have been used and the drive is only sixteen gigs total,” Alex said pointing to the blue bar next to the USB drive on the screen.  “Are the three files that we were just looking at that big?”
“Ummm… Let me check.” A few clicks of the laptop and, “Nope.  Those files aren’t even an entire gig.”
“Okay, uhhh… maybe let me fiddle with the computer for a second.  I’ve seen the tech nerds pull off some tricks before, maybe I can figure out what else is on this drive.”
“So you think something is hidden or encrypted or something?”

“Well, it makes sense… kind of.  This was clearly a scam, so perhaps there are other files on here outlining the scam, or maybe there are other scams, or maybe there are a bunch of old files on here that are taking up space that haven’t been properly deleted.  We won’t know until we give it a go.”
“Have at it,” Kara pushed the laptop more in Alex’s direction.
Okay… nerd mode… What are options when masking a file?
“Was your dad really into technology?”
“No, in fact, getting him a touchscreen cell phone was a really big deal.”
“Excellent,” Alex cracked her knuckles and then dove into the computer task.
* Click click…. Click…. *
“No, I didn’t mean to click that… go back.  Damnit.” Alex looked up at Kara and gave a small grin, “This is my first time doing any Tech-tective work, so this might take a minute or two.”
Kara nodded and gave her an encouraging smile, “I have faith in you.”
Alex blushed and continued clicking away at the computer for a few minutes.
“Ah-haaaaaaa!!!  I think…” Alex sucked in her lower lip and bit it in concentration, “I think we’ve got something… just one more.”
* Click *
“Yep.  Holy hell, look at all of those files.”
Alex flipped the computer around towards Kara and let her take it all in.
“Are those audio files?”
“Yep,” Alex said scooting next to Kara so they could both see the screen at the same time. “Audio files, jpegs, other docs.  Looks like we’re going to need to spend some quality time figuring out what else is on this lil’ fucker,” Alex said, gesturing towards the USB.  “Maybe the other files will help us get the senator in hot water.”




Seek and You Shall Find

Forty minutes later and twenty files in, the two women had decided that they hit the mother lode.  The newly uncovered documents were from another company that did the environmental impact statements in locations that actually made sense.
“Wow,” Kara exclaimed, “So those samples that we took were completely unnecessary.  Here is an address a little down river from the actual chemical plant and the results are extremely bad.  Basically, each of these documents say that all the cuts to safety and loosened regulations have totally screwed up the river and all life around it.  In fact, this report on the last property which is much, much farther down the river, states that the testing company would like permission to test the well water from all the neighboring houses, AND that they want permission to see how far the pollution spread.”
“Okay… anything else?” Alex asked as she jotted down notes in her pad of paper.
“MMMmmm… Only that you look really sexy when you get into cop mode,” Kara mused looking up at Alex who was only inches away from her.
Alex cleared her throat loudly, “I think we better finish going through these files, otherwise… we could get distracted.”
“Right.”  Kara rolled her eyes.
“Let’s try one of these audio files,” Alex suggested.
Kara nodded in agreement and clicked on the first audio file and clicked play.
********
“Yeah, hi, it’s me. I’ve gotten the results back from Scientech. And they’re not good, Dick,” A man said nervously.
“Well, how bad is it?” A second man demanded authoritatively.
“It’s just about as bad as it can be actually.” The first man said.
********
Kara paused the audio file and stared at Alex through watery eyes, “That’s my dad.”  Alex furrowed her brow, nodded, and made a note.
“You know, you don’t have to listen to these,” Alex suggested.
“No.  I need to know,” Kara said stoically and pressed play.
********
“Well, what are we going to do about that, hmmm?”  Dick asked.
“What would you like me to do about it, sir?” Asked Mr. Yazzie.
“Look, we’ve known each other for years, I told you I need this to look good, I’ve paid you to make this look good.  Now make it look fucking good,” Dick ordered.
********
Alex clicked pause on the audio file and said, “That’s gotta be Dick-Dick… and he’s being a real… dick.”  Kara nodded and pressed play.
********
“I figured you’d say that.  I’ve got a second team on it, and I’m using a completely different company.”
“Riiiiight.  This better turn out well for me, because when I succeed, so will you.  Like I told you, I’m going to need a lot of trustworthy men around me when I ascend to the Presidency – you will have your pick of positions… BUT… that only happens if you make this go away.  Otherwise, things could go poorly for you.”
“Yeah, I remember our first conversation, Dick.  I’ve got the second team going to a location that is nearby and should be relatively untouched.”
“Good.  What are you doing with the first set of documents you received?”
“I’ve already shredded them, and I’m going to workout paying off the Scientech guys to keep quiet.”
“Don’t worry about them,” Dick said, “I’ll have my people handle the Scientech nerds, this type of situation needs to be dealt with delicately – I’ve got just the man for the job.”
“Fine.  I’ll let you know when I get the new results in.”
“I’ll be waiting for your call.”
********
“Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck.  Sounds to me like we should make a few phone calls to Scientech and make sure all of their people are accounted for,” Alex said staring wide-eyed at the screen.
“Do you think that the senator has been handing out cash left and right covering up this mess?”
“Honestly, after sitting with that creep, I’d be willing to bet that he’s handing out gravestones or plane tickets to far off destinations rather than scads of cash.”
Kara and Alex shared a creeped out look and continued working their way down the files.
“HOLY SHIT!” Alex exclaimed.  “This story that your dad took a screenshot of – it’s about some dude that committed suicide by jumping off the roof of his building.  And look, his coworkers from SCIENTECH were shocked.”
“Okay… what are we going to do with this?”  Kara asked earnestly.  “Seriously, at this point, it looks like my father was doing dirty work for a possible Cabinet position supposing Senator Johnson…”
“Dick-Dick,” Alex interrupted.
Kara shot her a wry smile, “Right.  Supposing Dick-Dick won the Presidency.”
“Well, we’ve gotta take this info to the police.  No more fucking around.  This is my favorite part about being a cop - getting the bad guy.”
“Okay, but how?  We don’t know who the senator…”
“Dick-Dick.” Kara punched Alex in the shoulder playfully.
“…Who Dick-Dick has on his payroll.  You even said that you were surprised that what happened at my apartment didn’t end up on the blotter … or whatever.”
“Yeah, but I’m going to take this directly to the captain.  AND – we’re going to make copies.  We are NOT betting on this single USB drive … we’re going to make sure we have a backup plan.”
“Okay, so it’s 5:00 PM… shall we just go back to the city now?” Kara asked as she stretched out on the bed smoothing her hand out across the comforter suggestively.
Alex stretched out next to Kara, turned toward her, dipped her head in until their lips were almost touching, “Yeah, we better get going,” Alex breathed into Kara’s mouth.
“Oh you brat!” Kara yelled and pushed hard on Alex’s shoulders attempting to push her away.  Alex had the weight advantage though, and she swooped down to taste Kara’s lips, gently at first, then ravenously.  The kiss was filled with lust and heat.  Kara wrapped herself around Alex and they both moaned with delight.
“Fuuuuuuck,” Alex said against Kara’s mouth.  “You make me feel so crazy…” 




You Came and You Took Without Giving

Several more passionate tongue twisting moments and a car ride later, and they were almost all the way back to the city.  They had been sitting in silence for the majority of the ride, both trying to work through the excitement of their illicit entanglement and the sexual frustration of the last few days.
“Regardless of the circumstances of how we met, we should be allowed to be together.  Who cares how we met?” Kara said with a poutiness to her voice, “I want you, you want me.  It’s really quite simple.”
It is simple… and I simply want to rip off all of your clothing and consume you…
My gawd I want her so badly…. Look at those legs… they were wrapped around me not too terribly long ago… Why didn’t I just give in?!
The car edged towards the rumble strip.
YEESH – FOCUS ON THE FUCKING ROAD!!
“Look, it’s like I said before, this is completely against protocol, let’s just try to make it through this investigation without me completely compromising my integrity.  I’m already in deep shit.  I have to be able to go into the Captain’s office and look him in the eye and tell him that we’re not sleeping together… in the naked sense.  And I’d like to be able to swear that in an affidavit if I have to and not be lying.”
“Yeah… I get it.  I’m sorry for pressuring you,” Kara said shaking her head. “This whole situation is making me a little bit crazy.”
“HA!  You’re not pressuring me… My body, mind, and soul are pressuring me… but this is just the way it has to be.”
“Right,” Kara said squeezing Alex’s hand in understanding, “Hey, why don’t you pull off onto this mall exit – we can stop at one of the box stores and pick up another USB.”
“Excellent idea,” Alex said pointing the car towards an office supply store.
Inside the store, they found plenty of USBs to choose from.  Kara suggested buying the same brand, size, and color just in case.
Man I love how her brain works…
After paying at the register for several extra USBs, Alex caught a flash of red and a flurry of movement from the right hand side of the store.
“ALEX!!  ALEX!!!!  DETECTIVE CONNOLLY!!!!”
Alex knew that voice and immediately turned to Kara, “Ignore EVERYTHING that is about to be said by this woman, she’s a total lunatic. I’ll explain when we get to the car.”
“ALEX!!!!!”
Alex turned to see Mandi tromping her way over to their exit, her hair bouncing wildly, making her seem more crazed than usual.
“Mandi, nice to see you.  I was just on my way out of the store,” Alex offered and started to turn, only to be grabbed by the shoulder and then slapped across the face.
Oh good, we’re doing this here… And I was thinking she wasn’t going to make a scene at all.  How the hell do I calm this dragon down?!
“How DARE you leave me like this.  You sleep with me, bail in the morning and then don’t respond to a single text?  You heartless bitch!”
“Let’s take this outside, shall we?” Alex suggested, seeing that they were now the center of attention of the entire store.
“Oh yeah, let’s take this outside and have a chat.  Perhaps you can bring your new whore with you.”
“HEY!” Kara said angrily.
Alex sliced her hand through the air and guided Kara out of the store with Mandi in tow.
“Trust me, don’t talk to her, just get in the car.  She might flip out and we don’t need any hair pulling, fish-hooking, or eye gouging,” Alex whispered into Kara’s ear.
Kara nodded and then quickly made her way to the car.
“Mandi,” Alex said turning towards Mandi who was hot on her heels, “We’re not together.  We may have spent the night together, but I was drunk and you – as we both have previously agreed – are a predator.  I didn’t answer any of your texts because I didn’t want to lead you on.  Maybe I didn’t handle that quite right, but sleeping together was a mistake.  And judging by the buzzing coming from the room the other morning, you didn’t seem too pissed…that is, until you saw me today with someone else.”
“Fuck you Alex. It’s only a mistake because you found something new to occupy your time with,” Mandi said waving her hand in the direction of Kara.  “If you had any sense, you would just dump the newb and come back to me.  You don’t need an amateur, a person with your experience needs a professional.”
“Seriously?  Did you just refer to yourself as a professional?  A professional what exactly?  The only professionals that I’m aware of in the sex industry are prostitutes or porn stars, and quite frankly, judging by some of the pics you sent – you might be working your way into porn.”  That comment elicited a violent intake of breath and a death glare from Mandi.  “Look, we’re getting off topic… Don’t you remember us together?  We actually hated one another.”
“Yeah but the sex…” she started.
“…The sex is not everything,”  Alex cut her off.  “And while sex is entertaining, I’d much rather have it with someone I actually care for… and I know that deep down, you do too.”
“Again.  FUUUUUCK YOU ALEX.  I’ll see you when you’re done with your new toy.”
“Again.  You have all the toys in the world in your little gadget chest – go nuts with them,” Alex said, immediately regretting it.
Mandi’s lower lip quivered, tears formed in her eyes, and turned on her heel, stomping back toward the store.
Okay… Now I’m a complete asshole.  Why did I say that?
Alex looked towards the car, expecting to see Kara in it.  Instead, Kara was leaning against the car, arms crossed, and had clearly overheard that entire interaction.
Greeeeaaaat…
As Alex pulled the car out of the parking lot, Kara remained silent but was completely turned towards her in the vehicle, waiting for an explanation.
“Look, I’m sure that you would looooove an explanation of what just happened, but I really… I don’t have one,” Alex said, not turning to look at Kara. “Mandi is a crazed ex who I happen to accidentally have a one night thing with a week or so ago.”
Alex stole a look at Kara who did not look amused.
“And by that, I mean, I was drunk… we used to have a relationship… Somehow I made it back to her place… and I’m pretty sure we had sex.”
“You’re pretty sure?  But you’re not certain?”
“When I said I was drunk, I mean, I woke up freaked out because I didn’t remember making my way back to her house.  I did wake up without any clothes on, but it wasn’t like I went out of my way to be with her.  We have been broken up for more than a year.”
Kara let out a sigh, held up her hands and said, “Okay.”  Then she asked, “Where are we going to stay the night?”
Hot and cold, cold and hot… I’m still in trouble.
“I thought we’d stay at a hotel where they accept cash without a credit card for deposit – just in case our well-connected friend has anyone checking on our cards for our location.”
“Are the sheets going to be clean?” Kara mused.
“About as clean as they were at the last hotel.”
“Oh goody.”




Not a Creature Was Stirring

Fifteen minutes later Alex and Kara had checked into yet another seedy motel.
“This motel is definitely NOT as nice as the last one in West-Bumfuck.  How do you even know about this place?” Kara asked uncovering the beds to make sure there were no stains or bugs.
“Uhhh…” Alex rubbed the back of her neck, “Honestly? There was a murder-suicide here.” Kara’s eyes nearly bugged out of her head.  Alex patted the air between them.  “Calm down.  It was a spat between a married couple, it’s not like someone broke in and started killing everyone.”  Kara eyed Alex skeptically, so she added, “Besides, we are on the second floor, the motel is practically empty, and I’m going to be in alert mode all night for cars pulling into the lot.”
“I have a feeling neither one of us is going to get a lot of sleep tonight,” Kara said warily.
“Why don’t you go grab a shower – I checked it, the towels are clean and if you don’t look at the drain…it seems pretty clean.  I’ll keep watch out here, but I don’t think anyone knows where we are.”
Kara stared at Alex for a minute, her dark eyes unreadable.
She hates me. I know it… fucking Mandi.
Kara walked over to Alex, gave her a twenty second hug and a kiss on the cheek and said, “Stop worrying that I hate you or that I’m mad… or whatever.  You’re better than that… and I think you know I’m above that kind of petty emotion.”
Alex squeezed her back and then let go of her quickly, “Go on... it’s really late and tomorrow is going to be another hellish day.”
After both had taken showers, Alex chose the bed closest to the window so she could hear when cars pulled into the lot.
“Seriously? You’re going to sleep all the way over there?” Kara asked eyebrows raised.
Alex looked wide-eyed at Kara.  “Well, I need to be able to hear the cars pull into the lot.  Also, you distract the shit outta me, how am I supposed to concentrate on noises outside when sexy, barely clothed Kara is in bed next to me?”
Kara squinted at Alex, screwed up her mouth as if mulling over Alex’s explanation.  After a moment she replied, “So, what you’re saying is that I’m so distracting that you would be unable to properly protect us if I were to slip into the bed next to you?”
Alex swallowed hard. “Yes, that’s what I’m saying.”
“Oh detective, but I would feel so much safer if I was sleeping next to you.  The heat from your body makes me feel calm, and the steadiness of your breathing covers me with a blanket of safety.  So, I’m going to make life hard on you,” Kara said slipping out of her bed and wiggling into Alex’s.
Oh, I’m going to make life hard on you too then…
Alex pulled Kara in close.  They were eye to eye, nose to nose, breast to breast, pelvis to pelvis.  Alex looked deeply into Kara’s eyes, kissed her on the tip of her nose, and said, “Well, goodnight then.” And with that, flipped over and turned the lights off.
Kara laughed heartily and threw her arm around Alex’s waist.
“Seems perfectly perfect to me,” Kara whispered into Alex’s ear.
Alex stayed awake, listening to the sounds of the motel, the deepness of Kara’s breathing, and the faint sound of the freeway nearby.
Not a creature was stirring… Not even a mouse… But maybe a cockroach.




Beer For Breakfast?

Morning came too quickly for Alex.  She had stayed up half the night listening for anything that went bump in the night, and then when she did finally fall asleep she woke at the smallest sound or change in air pressure.  As expected, no one else had checked into the crap motel they were staying in.  It was just them and three other cars all night.
Alex propped herself into a slightly slumped sitting position against the wall where the headboard of the bed should be and looked down at Kara.
Man, what a fucked up week.  There’s the Mandi thing… then Kara… then poor Bret… and that fucking Dick-Dick.  Now we have to confront the Dick-Dick issue and I have to convince my homophobic captain that I am not a complete fuckup.  Is it wrong to crave a beer for breakfast?
 
Alex chuckled to herself, and Kara turned over, squinted at Alex out of one eye and said, “What’s so funny?”
“I was just wondering how much shit people have to go through in order for them to feel like they should take up alcoholism as a coping mechanism… and wondering if we’d officially made it to that level of fucked.”  Alex smiled at Kara who stretched languidly.  “Of course, life isn’t all that bad, I did meet you.” Alex said, petting Kara with her eyes.
“Now-now detective, you are supposed to get into full cop mode today… looking at me like that will only bring you trouble.”
“Yeah, but I like your kind of trouble”
“Oh, really?  You’re going to have to be more specific…”  Kara reached up and pulled Alex down toward her.
“I think if I get too specific… I’ll be breaking that whole integrity clause that I assigned myself to last night.” Alex said looking Kara up and down and allowing her hand to follow her eyes.
Kara sucked in her breath hard as Alex’s hand gently passed over her middle. “See, now you make any other noises like that and integrity and self-awareness just go out the window.”
“Well, then… you better keep your integrity soaked hands off me until you’re ready to do something about this situation that we’ve found ourselves in,” Kara said with an eyebrow raised.
“Hey now, I wasn’t the one that crawled into your bed.”
“No, but you were the one that just made me all hot and bothered by barely touching me.”
Alex growled and jumped off the bed.  “You’re right.  I’m going to take a quick shower and head over to the station.  I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to come with me – you know, extenuating circumstances and all that. But I also don’t feel good about leaving you here.”  Alex rubbed her hand over her hair in frustration.
Kara smiled at her.  “What?”  Alex asked.
“You do that when you’re frustrated… rub at your head and scruff up your hair… I find it, amusing.  It’s almost like you’re trying to rub an answer out of your head,” Kara teased Alex who smiled at her.
“Well, maybe I am…”
“I’ll be fine.  I won’t leave this room.  I mean, no one even knows we’re in town.  And even if they did, no one would expect me to be staying in a place like this.”
“Yeah… but they’re gonna know I’m in town when I walk into the precinct.”
“Right, but who would think that we would spend a night in this lovely establishment?”
“That’s true.”  Alex put her hands on her hips and stared hard at Kara, “Have you ever fired a gun before?”
Kara shook her head no.  Alex stalked back across the room to the window and opened the drawer next to the bed.
“Well, let’s give you a crash course.  I’m going to leave you with my back-up gun and if anyone tries to come in here that isn’t me, I want you to shoot ‘em.”
After showing Kara the basics of readying and firing the gun, she hopped in the shower, grabbed some coffee and was on her way to the station.
This is going to be a clusterfuck… I can feel it already.




Wish In One Hand

Alex knocked on the door of the captain’s office thinking about how they had left things.  She had gotten her ass severely chewed and was technically on leave without pay.
Fuck me – I hope I don’t lose my job over this… I should’ve reported everything that happened.  The captain is going to CHEW. MY. ASS….
“Come in,” she heard through the door.
Alex entered the room to find the captain watching a his television screen, back mostly turned toward the door.  “Gentry,” Captain Delaney said thinking he was speaking to another officer, “I want you to see if we can get our techies to make this guy’s face more well-defined, the whole thing is too pixelated for us to send out....”  The captain stopped talking mid-sentence as he turned to see Alex standing in front of his desk.  “Well, this is unexpected,” he said sourly.
“Yeah, I’m aware I’m not really supposed to be here right now…” Alex started with her hands held in the air.
“That’s right.  You’re on leave.  Without pay.  When my ass gets chewed, yours gets chewed and spat out…”  The captain stopped talking after seeing that she clearly didn’t come to fight. “So, what the fuck are you doing here Connolly?”
“Well, Cap… I’ve got some news.”
“Good or bad?  We’re chock full of bad at the moment.”  The captain tossed a toothpick into his mouth, flipped it into the left side of his mouth, and started chewing on it
“Sir, this is worse than whatever else you’ve got going right now…this is hemorrhoid inducing news.” 
Delaney’s chewing increased in speed and then he ripped his toothpick out of his mouth and pointed it at Alex, “Spill it,”  he demanded.  “Spit it out. I’ll give you 2 minutes and if it seems less ugly than the crap we’ve already got, I’m going to ignore it and fire you for disobeying my orders.”
“Fine, but I need your computer.  And I’m not going to talk at all, I’m only going to play an audio clip and then I’ll show you an article.”  Alex pulled out one of the new USBs that she and Kara had purchased.
The captain popped his toothpick back into his mouth, looking very unimpressed, and pointed at his computer.  “Go for it, Ace.”
Fucking homophobic prick.  I’d like to take that toothpick and shove it up your left nostril.
The captain impatiently chewed on his toothpick, grunted, and drummed his fingers as Alex fiddled with the laptop.  She got the USB inserted, the volume up, and then hit the play button on the first audio clip she and Kara had listened to.
Ten seconds into the audio the drumming, chewing, and snarking had ceased.  The captain seemed to have stopped breathing.  And when the audio finished playing he pulled the toothpick from his mouth.
“Okay, what the fuck did I just listen to and where did you get it?”
“Sir, that was Mr. Yazzie, the victim from my most recent case, and Senator Dick Johnson discussing how they were going to screw over our state by faking environmental reports and then fuck over the country by doing the same thing once Johnson gets elected.”  Alex explained, “Not to mention, the payoffs, the fact that Yazzie is now dead, AND then there’s also this…”
Alex clicked a few buttons and opened the newspaper screenshot about the Scientech employee who recently committed suicide and pointed the computer back at the captain so that he could read through the article.
“Goddamnit,” the captain rolled his eyes into the back of his head and threw his hands up in the air.  “Well, you’ve really done it now.  You have officially brought down the worst shitstorm I’ve seen in years.”
“Yes sir, I’m aware.  I’m also aware that Yazzie made these audio recordings, took screenshots of everything, and then ended up in the morgue.  Not to mention the fact that a couple of Johnson’s goons have been chasing Kara Yazzie around the city trying to get this USB back before she figured out that the Environmental Impact Statements were total horseshit.  AND I think Mr. Yazzie may have been blackmailing the senator with these audio clips.  Of course, there’s no way to be sure without getting a subpoena for his email and phone records both at his home and office.  Plus, having a peek at any recent bank transfers would be useful as well.”
The blood that had been in the captains face had drained out and he looked pale and sweaty.
Yep… this is the ultimate shitstorm… but you are going to do the right thing… and we are going to take down the Dick-Dick.  Buckle Up Cap’!
“I would also like to go on record regarding an attack that happened a few nights ago.  Senator Johnson had a few guys jump me and Kara in a parking garage.”
The captain’s head refilled with blood, his face turned a violent red, almost purple color. “What?!”
“Well, she brought me some evidence about these environmental reports, telling me that they seemed fishy since they were too perfect and we were jumped in a parking garage.  I know, it wasn’t a good idea NOT to report it.  But I’m reporting it now.  Also, Kara’s apartment has been completely torn apart, most likely by the same men.  They attempted to take us out in the apartment building…”
Delaney’s eyeballs filled with rage, “YOU… FUCKING… WHY DIDN’T YOU REPORT THIS?!”
“SIR!  I tried to report this!!”  Alex yelled back. “You called me and before I was able to tell you what was going on you chewed my ass … up one side and down the other… and then threatened to fire me!  I figured the only way to get your attention was to bring you tangible evidence.”
Alex pulled out the USB drive from the laptop and slapped it on the center of his desk.
“Well, there you go.  It’s practically giftwrapped.”
The captain stood up, leaned towards Alex, put both his palms on the desk and roared, “Watch how you speak to your superior officer, Ace!  You’ve fucked up so much…. I don’t even know what to do with this information.”
Alex took a deep breath and said more calmly, “I’ve fucked up…  True – I have.  But we can’t just sit on the sidelines on this one.  We’re talking fraud, murder, fraud again, and murder again!  Not to mention attempted murder, battery, and breaking and entering.  This guy sounds and acts like a fucking mob boss and no one has done DICK to Dick.  So what are we going to do about it?”  Alex had matched her boss’s body language – she was leaning on his desk, practically panting in an effort to remain civil.
Alex pushed off the desk, put her hands up in the air, and said more calmly, “Let’s do something.  This is a career maker for you – let’s open the floodgates of fuckery and bury this asshole.”
The captain slumped back in his chair and chewed thoughtfully on his toothpick, rolling it from one corner of his mouth to the other.  “Fuck.”
Oh yeah, you’re just seeing it now.  The unbelievable fuckfest of it all and then the accolades that will inevitably follow…
He rubbed his face as if trying to wake himself up from a horrible nightmare only to look around and see that Alex was still standing before him.  He let out a long breath of air, squeezed his eyes shut, and pinched the bridge of his nose.
“FUUUUUUUUCK,”  He moaned. “This is going to be a total shitshow.  The commissioner goes golfing with this guy weekly for fuck’s sake. I’ve even been to a few of his events.  Why the fuck did this have to land on me?”
Alex took a seat in one of the chairs opposite his desk, “Yeah, I’ve been trying to figure out how we make sure this doesn’t come back to bite us in the ass.”
“Well, that’s why you’re only a detective and I’m your boss.  WE are going to do what the FBI tells us to do on this.  Quite frankly, I don’t really wanna touch this damn thing with a ten foot pole.  Being the enemy of one of the most powerful men in the country, let alone our state, isn’t exactly on my to-do list.”
“You think the FBI is the way to go?” Alex asked, running the FBI scenario in her head.
“Yep, let’s let them face the music.  What else is on this USB?”
Alex spent the next hour talking the captain through the events of the last few days and discussing what was on the USB.  At some point Delaney mentioned that she was going to have to sign a statement attesting to everything that she was divulging.
“Yes, Sir. I understand that.”
“Now, I’m going to call the local FBI Field Office and then we’re going to let them handle it from here on out.  No more running around playing Dirty Harriet.”
Alex smiled and agreed, “I would love nothing more than to sit at my house during my suspension, sir.”
“Shaddap Connolly, you’re officially un-suspended.  You are, however, required to take the next couple of days off.  Go home.”
“Sir, I can’t go home.  I can’t go home and Kara can’t go home until these guys are arrested.  They ARE trying to kill one or both of us over this fucking USB.  They know where we both live and have been stalking us.  And boy-oh did I get Dick’s attention the other day at the restaurant, nearly lost my job and my life in one afternoon, know what I’m saying?”
“Right.  Okay.  Where are you staying in the meantime?”
“At that shitbox motel where we had the murder-suicide last month.”
“Jesus Christ – that fleabag?” The captain grimaced at the thought.  “Alright, enjoy your stay at the roach motel.”  He picked up his desk phone and asked his assistant to get him the FBI field office, then turned back to Alex and said, “Make sure nothing happens to that Kara Yazzie.  She is going to be invaluable to the prosecution, I’m sure.”
“Yes sir.”
The captain turned away from Alex and said into the phone, “Yes, hello.  This is Captain Delaney from the Boston Police Headquarters. One of my detectives has brought something to my attention that seems to be extremely sensitive and will require assistance from some of your branch’s resources.  I was hoping we could create a joint-task-force….”  He waved Alex out of his office.
Alex checked her phone and as promised, Kara had texted her telling her that she was still okay.
*** All is well here… hope you are making progress with your boss. xxo ***
Alex smiled at the text.  “I’ll say – I’m not fired.”
Alex texted Kara back:
*** Boss is spitting mad but handling it, I’m on my way back to you. I’ll text you when I’m outside. ***




Spit In The Other

Back at the motel, Alex texted Kara to let her know that she was back and to ensure that she didn’t get her face blown off walking through the motel door.
“So, how did it go?”  Kara asked immediately.
“Quite well,” Alex bragged, “I’m officially off his shit list, I’m now on his ‘Don’t call me, I’ll call you list’ which is technically two steps up.”
“Excellent… Detective.” Kara gave Alex a little wink and an eyebrow bob.
Alex sat on the edge of the other bed facing Kara, “I do have some not so good news.”
“And what is that?”
“We have to stay in this shithole until I hear back from the captain,” Alex said quickly and looked like she was ready to be physically assaulted by Kara, but Kara merely laughed.
“Of course we do, where else would we go?” Kara shook her head.
“So what have you been up to since I’ve been gone?” Alex asked.
“Well, I called my mother and we spoke about the funeral and wake.  We had a bit of a row over it, but I’ve gotten her to stop being such a grade A asshole to me.  It’s not like I killed him,” a bubble of laughter burst out of Kara’s mouth.
“That’s good… right?” Alex asked sympathetically.
“Yeah, she just wants to be mad at somebody,” Kara explained.  “And since my father isn’t around to blame, she immediately chose me.  No biggie.”  Kara rolled her eyes and flopped back on the bed.
Alex let Kara pout on the bed for a moment, knowing that she needed to have time to feel sorry for herself.  Then she popped off the bed she was on and flopped down next to Kara.
“What ever will we do for these next couple of days?  I mean, who knows how long the FBI will take to get the ball rolling and start arresting people.”  Alex quickly turned her head to look at Kara and Kara did the same.
“Hmmmm…” Kara wondered aloud and gave her best devilish smile.
Alex rolled over onto her side and Kara did the same.
Alex walked her fingers up Kara’s forearm and watched her arm hairs stand on end.  “I bet we can think of something.”
“I bet we can think of a lot of somethings…” Kara mused.
Just then a car could be heard pulling into the parking lot, followed closely by two other vehicles.
Alex jumped off the bed and rushed to the window pulling the drapes back just enough to see what was going on outside.
Three sedans.  Not government issue.
Men dressed in dark suits popped out of the cars and slammed the doors shut.  One of the men gave his car companion an order, and he ran toward the motel office.
Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck.
“What is it?” Kara asked, obviously frightened.
“I’ll tell you what it isn’t, it’s not a white knight, it’s not the FBI, and it’s no one from my precinct.” Alex looked around the room, and made sure everything that was vital was in the overnight bag that she had packed.  She peeked out the window again and each of the men had drawn a gun and were waiting to hear back from the man who had jogged to the motel office.  “Come on Kara, we’ve gotta get out of here.  I parked the car around the back, this way.”
Alex lead Kara into the bathroom and opened the bathroom window.  “You’ve gotta be kidding me,” Kara said looking at Alex like she was a little crazy.
“Nope, I parked the car around the back, and right out of this window is a wonderful fire escape.”
“You know, one of these days, I wish I could leave with you out the front door.”
“Wish in one hand spit in the other, and all that.  Besides, front doors can be overrated.  Think of the stories you can tell your kids someday.”
Just as they made it to the car, Alex heard one of the men shout that they had gone out the back.  When she looked up, the man was crawling out the bathroom window trying to make the same exit that they had made.
You’re not a thin hipped woman, good luck getting outta that window fat ass.
Alex turned on the car and blasted out of the parking lot.  She turned the car away from the front of the hotel and zoomed onto the side streets.
“Use the GPS on this phone and figure out the closest freeway on-ramp heading north,” Alex tossed the phone to Kara.  Alex turned left, then right, then left again.
“Where are we going?” Kara asked.
“Oh honey, we’re going camping.” Alex said smiling.




Birds of a Feather

After a few more quick maneuvers with the car, both women were satisfied that they weren’t being tailed and Alex pulled onto the freeway.
“What do you mean we’re going camping?” Kara asked.
“I mean we are getting the heck outta dodge and heading to my family’s camp,” Alex explained shooting Kara a reassuring smile.  “Don’t worry, it’s not like we’re going to be roughing it – it’s a veritable fortress, remember?  And bonus, no one expects us to get this far out of town.  I think all of Dick-Dick’s goons will be circling the city looking in every hotel nearby.”
Kara seemed to consider this for a few moments, batted her eyelashes, and teased playfully, “Oh darling, it’s our first getaway.”
Alex varied her speed and continued to check her rearview for any dark sedans that seemed like they were following.  She drummed the steering wheel incessantly thinking over what just happened.
How the hell did they know where we were.  I only told the chief.  Could they be using our cell phones to track us?  If so, why didn’t they come and grab us last night or when we were outta town.
“What are you thinking about?  Your face is twisted up in deep thought,” Kara observed.
“I just can’t figure out how they knew where we were… Did you tell your mother where we were staying?”
“No.  I wouldn’t admit to it even if asked!” Kara exclaimed.
“Yeah, yeah… did you call anyone else?”
“No, but I did text this sexy detective…”
“Really? Send any nudes?”
Kara threw her head back and laughed.
“Did you tell anyone other than your boss?” Kara inquired.
“Nope.  Just him.”  Alex said and then wandered off in thought again.
Alex pounded her fist on the steering wheel and got all the way over into the right lane.  She checked the rearview again.
No one is following…
She pulled the car off the freeway at the next exit and said to Kara, “I have to make a phone call or two, but I’m going to need zero distractions.”
“Sure, makes total sense,” Kara said and eyed Alex warily, “Maybe pull into this gas station?”
“Exactly,” Alex said in agreement.
Car parked, Alex turned to Kara, “There are two explanations for those thugs showing up at the motel.  A – they are tracking our cell phones – of course, they should be following us right now and probably would’ve already surrounded us at this gas station.  Also, why didn’t they come after us when we were in the country?  They could’ve made our deaths look like an accident.  So, I’m crossing A off my list of possibilities… which leaves us with B.”
“Your boss is in the senator’s pocket,” Kara interrupted.
Alex eyed her camping companion, “You’re sure you’re not a cop, right?”
“Nope, just a simple process of elimination.  Plus, he was pretty hard on you when Dick-Dick-Dickery complained about you disturbing his lunch,” Kara declared.
“Yeah, that motherfucker just tried to have us killed.  So, he’s not only a homophobic bastard, but he is also a dirty fucking cop!” Alex yelled and angrily punched the steering wheel.  Kara reached towards Alex’s hand, but Alex turned her head quickly towards Kara and said, “I’m okay, I just really wanna punch someone.”
Alex sucked in a giant breath of air and pulled out her cell phone.
She punched the number in for Delaney’s assistant.  “Yeah, this is Detective Connolly.  Please put me through to the captain, it’s urgent.”
A few seconds ticked by, and then the captain came on the line.  “Connolly, I thought I told you not to call me, that I’d call you when the shit has settled.”
“Yeah, you did, didn’t you?  But you weren’t expecting me to ever get a call, did you?  You dirty motherfucker.  How fucking dare you pretend to be a decent human while you’re on the take?  Sending those goons after us – you didn’t think I’d figure it out?  WELL, FUCK YOU!  You’ll be going down right along with the senator you filthy, homophobic, fuckface,” and with that she ended the call.
“GRAAAAAAAAWWWWWWWWW…. That felt fucking amazing! WOOOOO!” Alex exclaimed.
Kara grinned widely at Alex, “You really gave it to him.  Feel better then?”
“Much.  Now, I’m going to make a quick call to the FBI field office, the ACTUAL field office.  Unlike what that fucker did today – WE are going to get the FBI involved.”
A few minutes later, Alex was on the phone waiting for an FBI agent to pick up the phone.  She switched over to speaker phone so Kara could listen in on their conversation.
A deep, masculine voice came on the phone,  “Yaaalow? This is Agent Baxter.”
“Yeah, hello, this is Detective Connolly from the headquarters.  We have a serious situation that is coming to a head.  We’ve got murder, fraud, dirty cops, assault, larceny, and conspiracy… and my captain is in on it as well as the Distinguished Senator Richard Johnson.”
“Uhhh… hold on a minute, I gotta get another agent in on this,” Baxter explained and put Alex on hold for only a few seconds and then he was back, “Yeah.  Okay, now Detective… uhh… Connolly, will you go ahead and give us a brief rundown of what you’ve got going on over there?”
“Sure, who else is on the line?” Alex inquired.
“Well, you’ve got Baxter and Trent, so what have you got for us.”
After talking the agents through the last few days and describing what’s on the USB, they all agreed this was definitely an FBI case.
“Out of curiosity, did you get a call from my captain?” Alex asked, suddenly second guessing her calling out Delaney for being dirty.
“Nope.  No calls came in to me,” Baxter answered.
“Nah, me neither,” Trent agreed.
Well that’s a fucking relief… I still have a job… probably….
“Excellent.  Well, Kara and I are heading out of town until this is taken care of.  The senator’s goons have already tried to rub us out several times, and I don’t plan on letting that happen.”
“No problem, do you have someplace safe to go?” Baxter asked.
“Oh yeah.  We’re heading to my family’s camp.  Let’s put it this way, it’s way out of the city,” Alex replied.
“Excellent, will your phone work where you’re going?  We want to be able to check in with you after we’ve started rounding up the seriously unusual suspects.”
“Yeah, but there’s a good chance that they will be tracking us via GPS, so I’m going to pop the sim cards.  Here’s the contact number for the cabin,” Alex rattled off a New Hampshire number.
“Prefect.  Now, about this USB drive – can you put that in an overnight FedEx package and send us a copy?  We’re going to need it to get the warrants, etc.”
“Yeah, I can do that.  I think there’s a UPS store or something nearby.”
“Excellent.  We’ll contact you in a few days.  Stay safe ladies,” Baxter ordered.




Cross Your Legs and Hold It

After hanging up with the agents, Alex grabbed both of the phones and took out the SIM cards.  “Since the senator has access to the captain, they probably have access to SIM Chip tracking,” Alex explained.  “We’ll just pop over to the UPS store and ship off one of our USB drives to the FBI guys and we’ll be on our way.”
Alex and Kara spent the next four hours in the car driving back roads, and both women were more than ready to get out of the car and stretch their legs. 
“Geez, are you sure we’re still in New Hampshire?  We might’ve crossed the border into Canada,” Kara rolled her head from side-to-side.  “I’m about ready to just jump out of the car… and not to be overly dramatic, but if we don’t find a bathroom pretty soon, I’m choosing a tree.”
Alex smiled at Kara and said, “I think we have about three more minutes in the car, and then you can choose a tree if you can’t wait that extra 30 seconds to find the downstairs bath.”
Kara laughed and pretended to poke Alex in the ribs.  “Hey now, you don’t want to start something you can’t finish, and I’m pretty sure you don’t want me poking at you with that full bladder situation you have going on.”
Kara’s eyes went wide and she shook her head in agreement with Alex’s assessment.
Alex turned the car onto a one lane dirt road and continued to drive much more slowly.  They drove another 100 feet down the dirt road and came upon a large green gate that stated in big red lettering “NO TRESPASSING” as well as “Smile, You’re On Camera.”
“Wow, your parents don’t like visitors,” Kara noted.
“Naaaah, they don’t like uninvited visitors,” Alex corrected.
Alex pulled up next to a small box that contained a keypad, she punched in several digits and the gate sprung open in front of their car.
“See, you just need a code and you’re invited in,” Alex explained with a wry grin.
After passing under the opened gate, Alex drove the car for another 300 feet or so and then a stately, two story house came into view.
Kara whistled, “I thought you said we were going to go camping, this is more like a McMansion.”
“Well, my parents once had a cabin out here, but it burned down and they rebuilt this to be more of a fortress and second home.”
“Excellent.  Let’s have you show me the bathroom first and then the grand tour.”
Alex was unpacking groceries that they picked up before leaving town when Kara came into the kitchen.
“I feel so much better,” Kara said rubbing her hands together. “So, are you going to show me around or am I going to have to go rifling through this place like I did your apartment.”
Surprised, Alex’s head snapped up from her task only to see Kara was obviously kidding and gave her a wink.
“Well, first – I think you need to see the view,” Alex said taking Kara by the hand and leading her to the back of the house.  “We came in through the living room, you’ve seen the kitchen and bathroom, this is the sitting room, here’s the den, and this is the view.”  Alex pulled Kara out onto a fully screened in porch that faced the most spectacular view of the lake.
“Wow, incredible…” Kara whispered as if speaking louder might scare away the colorful sunset.
“Yeah, it really is,” Alex agreed looking at Kara and ignoring the view.
Kara’s eyes darted at Alex, and she blushed, “Now Detective, you’re embarrassing me.”
Alex shook her head and chuckled, “Sorry?  Nope, not sorry – you are absolutely stunning.”  Alex squeezed Kara’s hand and continued, “Perhaps you would like to see the rest of the house?”
Kara squeezed back and said, “Oh yes, absolutely.”
Alex lead Kara upstairs, pointing out the bedrooms, the baths, and then guided her down towards the master.
“Here is the master – where we’ll be sleeping.  And this, this is the panic room.”  Alex pointed to a wall.
“Uhhh, it’s a wall,” Kara said deadpan.
“Nope,” Alex replied and opened the desk drawer next to the blank wall.  She pressed a button hidden in the drawer and the wall popped open. 
“Very James Bond,” Kara said as the newly opened door opened into a small room.
The room held a twin bed, several monitors, and a wall that was filled with guns, knives, and other weaponry.  “So… who sleeps in here?” Kara asked.
“Anyone who is in the panic room who needs a nap, I guess.  My parents went a little crazy after they watched that Jodie Foster flick.  They built this hoping that they could wait out anyone who comes into their home.”
“Annnnd are they exceptionally paranoid or are they international spies and actually need a panic room?”
“Oh, they’re totally paranoid, but today I feel grateful for having this available to us.”
Kara turned to Alex, slid her arms around her waist and put her head to her chest, “I feel grateful for having you.”
Damn, if that wasn’t the sweetest thing to say…
Alex cleared her throat and said, “Let’s go make dinner, I’m starving.”




Bacon, Bears, and Beer, Oh My!

Back in the kitchen, Alex and Kara took an inventory of their food for the next few days.
“Well, what do you want for dinner – pasta, burgers, or breakfast?” Alex asked.
“Honestly, I could go for a bacon burger, did we get bacon?” Kara stared into the fridge.
“Yeah, seems pretty ambitious – lemme go see if the grill has propane.”  Alex left the room and returned quickly, “Yep, looks like we’re in business.”
“Great!  Wanna make a couple of  burger patties?” Kara asked.
“Sure.  Well, actually, I’d like to go and set up some of the…” Alex hesitated, “some of the security system.”
Kara squinted at Alex, “What do you mean security system?  Isn’t that all set up and electronic?”
Alex rubbed the back of her neck with her hand and looked at the floor.  “The short answer is yes, but I’m going to set up bear traps around the property.”
“BEAR TRAPS?!” Kara exclaimed.
“Yeah, bear traps.  No one is getting in here easily.  And while the security system will deter people who want to rob the place, I have a feeling that a little alarm out in the wilderness isn’t going to deter the people who have been taking shots at us in broad daylight.”
Kara nodded, “Okay, sound reasoning.  Will you be able to grill the burgers?  It’s not a skill that I have perfected.”
“Absolutely.  I’ll need about 15 minutes.  Maybe you can fry the bacon and figure out a vegetable – I feel like I haven’t run into a veggie in days.”
“You got it,” Kara replied and slapped Alex on the butt when she turned to leave.
“Now, now, now… I will get you back for that,” Alex promised with a wink.
Fifteen minutes later, the house reeked of bacon and Alex had returned to the kitchen.
“Get everything set up dear?” Kara asked.
“Why yes, and how’s my little kitchen elf doing?”
“Quite well.  I’ve decided on salad – it sounded refreshing.”
“Excellent.  Let me get these burgers cooked up and we should be in business.
Alex set the burgers up on the grill, then cracked open a couple of beers, and held one out to Kara.
“Oh my gawd, how did I miss the fact that we bought beer?” she asked, grabbing the proffered beer out of Alex’s hand.
Alex held her beer up in the air, “To…” she paused and squeezed her eyebrows together in thought, “To silver linings and better days to come.”
“Cheers,” Kara said, clicking her bottle to Alex’s.  They took a long gulp from the bottle and gave a satisfying sigh after swallowing.
“Damn, I needed that,” Alex said, leaning into the counter almost appearing relaxed.
“Me too.” Kara agreed, “And might I add that you look mighty fine – beer in hand, leaning on that counter.”
“Yes, you may… and might I interrupt to say – I better go flip those burgers lest they become bricks.”
A few minutes later, they were at the kitchen table enjoying bacon burgers, salad, and beer.
“This almost feels normal,” Kara blurted out around a mouthful of burger.
“It does.  Very strange how normal it feels,” Alex agreed.  “Any little bit of normal we can have, I say we take it.”
“Absolutely.”
After dinner, Alex opened another beer and they both settled into the loveseat out on the screened in porch.
“It’s so lovely here,” Kara said shaking her head.  “If circumstances were different, and you were here with your family, what would you all be doing?”
“Well, for starters… my mother would have insisted that we eat dessert.  Then we would’ve had to hear all about my brother and his wonderful life, even though it would all be a big lie in order to keep our parents happy.  Next, my father would wax poetically about how when he was a kid… blah blah blah.  Then someone would suggest playing dominoes and we would probably spend the next several hours in a dominoes marathon to see who could win the most games until mom said she was too tired.  At which point, my brother and I would spend the next couple of hours throwing back beer or scotch, discussing the real horror that is his life.”
“I see.  So neither you nor your brother would have a special friend with you to break up the monotony?”
“Nope,” Alex answered, taking a long pull on her beer.  “We’ve never brought anyone home or to camp.  He can’t keep his shit together long enough to find someone decent, and I can’t find someone decent with their shit together.”
Kara put her beer down and snuggled into Alex’s body, still admiring the ever-darkening view.
Alex swallowed hard, cleared her throat, and added quietly, “Until now…”




Just Alex, Just Kara

As the sun’s last rays disappeared from view – the crickets, peepers, and frogs began their evening serenade.  Alex took a deep breath and Kara shifted herself against Alex.
Damn… this feels so good, so normal, so right…
Alex looked down at the top of Kara’s head, lowered her face and inhaled deeply.
“Are you smelling me again?” Kara asked laughing.
“Maybe – you smell really good to me, I just don’t want to forget this moment,” Alex admitted aloud, but more to herself.
Kara sat up and stared into Alex’s eyes, reminding Alex of the moment she first locked eyes with Kara.  The moment when time seemed to stand still.  That moment when they were the only two people alive in a house filled with life and movement.  That moment when she fell in love with Kara from across the room.
Don’t get crazy, now… love?  It’s been a few days… don’t be ridiculous….
Is it ridiculous? 
“Maybe it’s time for bed…” Kara suggested still locking eyes with Alex.
Alex shook her head, “Yeah, let’s…uhh… it’s been a really long day.”
Kara stood up, took Alex’s hand, and began to lead her through the house.  In the kitchen, Alex let go of Kara’s hand and grabbed three of the four beer bottles that they had emptied.
“Watch this,” Alex said confidently.  She went to the side door and strategically placed the first empty bottle upside-down on the doorknob.  Slowly, she backed away and the beer bottle remained precariously balanced on the knob.  “Ta-dah!  Anyone tries to come in, and we’ll hear the bottle smash on the floor.”
“You are a magnificent mélange of Bond, MacGuyver, and Charlie’s Angels…”  Kara teased as Alex walked around the house setting up the other beer bottles on the outer doors. 
Alex laughed at her observation and said, “Well, one must always be prepared.”
“And part boy scout too,” Kara added.
“Nahh… that’s just good sense,” Alex quipped.  With that, Alex reclaimed Kara’s hand and they made their way upstairs to the bedroom.
In the bedroom, Kara let go of Alex’s hand and walked slowly towards the bed, pulling her shirttails from her pants.  Then she turned around, faced Alex, and began unbuttoning her shirt.
“The way I see it, Detective, is that we are no longer in a situation where you are the officer on the case and I am no longer a suspect or witness,”  Kara said, continuing to unbutton her shirt.
“Oh?  I guess that’s true,” Alex said quietly – completely transfixed by what Kara was doing.  “The whole thing is in the capable hands of the FBI.”
“Uh huh…” Kara said, sucking in her lower lip and undoing the last button.  “Which means that I’m just Kara and you’re just Alex…”  And with that, her shirt fell to the floor exposing tanned shoulders and a black lacy bra.
“Yeah, just Alex… just Kara…” Alex repeated as though in a trance.
Me Tarzan, you Jane… what the fuck are you saying, go get her dummy.
With that thought Alex jolted into action.  She stalked the ten feet over to Kara, took her into her arms, and kissed her passionately.  Both women tore at one another’s clothing like it was a race to see who could get the other naked the fastest – but neither seemed to be able to get anywhere and they both laughed at their shaking hands and trembling bodies.
“I’m not sure why I’m so nervous…” Kara giggled.
“Me neither… what the hell is wrong with us?”
“Maybe we just need a minute of calm breathing…?” Kara suggested.
“Yeah, sure…”
They both sat on the bed… but as soon as Kara’s naked arm brushed against Alex they turned simultaneously and locked lips again.
“Okay,” Alex said against Kara’s lips, “I’m thinking there will be no calm breathing…”  Alex sucked Kara’s lower lip into her mouth and Kara gasped, digging her nails into Alex’s back.
“You’re right… that was a silly idea,” Kara agreed trying to pull Alex’s shirt off.
Alex lifted her arms and their mouths had to separate for a split second as the fabric of her shirt passed over her head and was unceremoniously tossed onto the floor.  Their lip-lock continued until Alex found the clasp of Kara’s bra.  She pulled back from their kiss and stared into Kara’s eyes, asking her without speaking for permission to open her brassiere.  Kara nodded, almost imperceptibly.  With her right hand, Alex skillfully flicked her fingers over the clasp and released the locking mechanism.
Kara blurted out a laugh, “Done this before?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.
“Not with the right person…” Alex said and covered Kara’s mouth with her own.
Alex pulled back from their kiss again and purposefully, yet gently, pulled the straps from Kara’s bra down her arms.  As she slid the straps down, more and more flesh was exposed.  And when she had removed the item, what was before her…
Perfect…
“Perfect…” She whispered.
Kara blushed.
Holy shit, did I just say that out loud?
Kara reached for Alex, but Alex held her back at arm’s length.  “Hang on there… I need a moment longer to look at you….”
“You know that there’s more of me, right?” Kara asked playfully.
“Yeah, but I think I can only handle so much at a time… look at this…” Alex said, holding out her quivering hand.
Kara took the quivering hand, and placed it on her breast.  “You get to look and touch…”
Awww fuuuuuuck….
“Awww fuuuuuuck….” Alex whispered.  She pulled Kara down onto the bed and began exploring her beautiful breasts.  She filled her palm with Kara’s soft flesh, squeezing gently, rubbing her palm on Kara’s suddenly stiff nipple.  Feeling the fullness of her breast, Alex lowered her head to taste it.  She ran her tongue over Kara’s nipple causing her to suck in air sharply.  Then, she pulled it into her mouth and sucked at it gently.  Kara pushed her fingers into Alex’s hair and gripped her head, then pulled Alex up and away into a lustful kiss.
Alex continued to massage Kara’s supple breasts with her left hand and plumbed her mouth with her probing tongue.  She began petting Kara’s naked flesh, gently brushing her hand against her nipples, her belly button, and her hips.
Her hand slowed to a stop at the top of Kara’s trousers and rested at the button.  Kara squirmed under her hand’s weight and a sound of wanting croaked from her throat.  Alex pulled back from their kiss and again stared at Kara, waiting for a sign of approval to continue her exploration of Kara’s body.
Kara slowly opened her eyes and stared at Alex.  With another slight nod, Alex unbuttoned Kara’s pants, then continued petting and massaging her breasts, stomach, and newly exposed flesh.
“What a tease…” Kara whispered, nibbling Alex’s ear.
Alex sucked in a breath and huskily promised, “I’m just getting started…”
Skimming Kara’s upper body with her hand, barely making contact and yet letting her fingertips linger in all the right places – Alex tried to memorize every inch of exposed flesh.  Then, once again, her hand landed at the top of Kara’s pants.  Kara moaned quietly and shifted her hips towards Alex.
Alex sat up, looked down at Kara’s writhing body and then locked eyes again with Kara.  This time Alex didn’t wait, and putting both of her hands on either side of Kara’s hips, she slowly pulled off Kara’s pants, skimming her fingers along her legs until the pants were completely removed.  Black lacy panties matched the already discarded brassiere, and just the sight of them made Alex’s vision blurry.
Alex laid back down beside Kara and continued kissing and rhythmic petting her, this time caressing the insides of Kara’s thighs and gently flicking her fingers over her still covered delicate region.  Kara moaned and pulled on Alex’s upper body as Alex flicked at the sensitive skin beneath black lace.
Alex began to focus her sensual massage on the black lacy covered part of Kara’s body and Kara’s already tanned body turned a shade darker.  Her breathing became feathery and her nipples grew even more taut.  Alex continued to caress her ever-moistening middle and soon, somehow, there was no layer of lace.
Just Alex and just Kara.
It was just Alex who touched Kara’s most tender flesh, and it was just Kara who moaned with pleasure and pushed her hips up toward Alex’s touch.
“Please,” Kara whimpered. “Please.”
Alex understood her request, but wouldn’t give in, not yet.  “You’re not ready yet…”
Kara’s eyes opened and she stared at Alex, “I’ve never been more ready.”
“Trust me,” Alex said, kissing her gently and flicking her fingers over Kara’s most sensitive nugget of flesh which elicited a gasp and moan from Kara.
Suddenly, Kara sat up and looked down at a surprised Alex.
“You are wearing far too much clothing… I want to feel you,” Kara nearly demanded.
Seeing the animal want in Kara’s eyes, Alex jumped off the bed and ripped her clothing off in record time.




Give and You Shall Receive

Kara shuffled to the edge of the bed on her knees to get closer to Alex’s newly naked body.  She drank Alex in with her eyes, then reached out to touch her warm, full breasts.  Kara traced a shooting star-like scar that was on Alex’s stomach first with her fingers, then with her lips and tongue.  Alex sucked in a hard breath, grabbed Kara by the hair, and pulled her up so that their mouths could tango.  As they kissed, their naked bodies pressed hard into one another and Kara ran her hands down Alex’s muscled body.  When her hands landed on Alex’s ass, Kara squeezed hard, allowing her fingernails to bite into her flesh, and pulled Alex down over her onto the bed.
For a while they only kissed, Alex on top of Kara.  “I’m not squishing you am I?” Alex asked.
“Only in the best ways,” Kara replied, pulling Alex down harder on top of her.
Eventually, Alex’s mouth left Kara’s to explore more of her body.  She nibbled her way down her neck to her nipples, then down further still.  At Kara’s belly button, Alex nipped playfully at Kara’s stomach and reveled in its softness.
“So.... fucking… sexy…”  She said after each nibble.  “How is it that you’re so sexy?”
“Just for you…” Kara said, smiling at the compliment.
Alex kissed her way down to the top of Kara’s pubic bone, slowly bit her hip, licked the bite marks, and then blew on them, eliciting a shiver from Kara.  Alex gently pulled Kara’s knees up and kissed her inner thigh, then licked her inner thigh.  And then, she wasn’t licking her thigh, but her center – her warm, wet, swollen center – and Kara cried out in ecstasy. 
“Oh my god… please, please Alex,” Kara begged breathlessly.
“Oh my god Kara, you smell like heaven and you taste like honey,” Alex said, gritting her teeth.  Alex then concentrated her tongue on Kara’s most sensitive bit of flesh.  Flicking, sucking, lapping at the fleshy nugget – bringing Kara to the brink of release and then backing off just before. 
Kara moaned in frustration and desire.
When Alex again began her tantalizing tongue tornado, she slipped her fingers into Kara’s wet center.  Kara nearly screamed in delight.  Then, Alex began rhythmically and simultaneously fucking her and sucking on her swollen jewel.  After only minutes of this, Kara exploded in orgasm.
“Yes, oh… yes…I’m cumming, oh gawd,” Kara cried out, pinning Alex’s face against her.  “Please don’t leave…”
Alex’s mouth curled into a smile and with her tongue still firmly pressed against Kara, she shook her head slightly that she wouldn’t, causing Kara to cry out again.  And again Alex felt the rhythmic squeezing of Kara orgasming.
After thirty seconds or more, Alex pulled her face away from Kara’s center but her fingers remained.
“So, was it good for you?” Alex asked teasingly.
Kara looked at Alex and said wryly, “I dunno, let’s try it again.”
“Hmmm, as you wish,” Alex said and started to lower her head.
“Oh my gawd no, gimme a minute – my face is all tingly.  Why don’t you come and join me up here?”
“I would, but I’m kinda stuck,” Alex said nodding at her hand which was still being hugged tightly by Kara’s swollen center.
“Oh my… That you are. Let me try and help you with that.” Kara angled her hips just so and Alex was able to join Kara on the pillow.
Alex and Kara kissed again, and Kara wrapped herself around Alex’s body and squeezed as if she needed to be closer than skin to skin.
“That was unreal,” Kara said staring into Alex’s eyes.
“I agree.”
“Well, I think you’re going to need some attention, but I need a minute, I feel all wobbly still.”
“Don’t worry about it,” Alex said soberly.
“What do you mean don’t worry about it?”
“I, uhhh, I’m okay,” Alex said.
“You’re okay?” Kara asked, confused.
“Yeah.  This was amazing.  Best, time, ever,” Alex said earnestly, smiling at Kara.
“You don’t want me to touch you?” Kara asked, obviously hurt and confused.
“No, I just… I don’t usually receive attention,” Alex said, trying to ease Kara’s hurt.
“Alex, I’m a little confused, you’ve been in relationships before, are you telling me that you didn’t get equal attention from your previous partners?”
“I, uhh… well…”  Alex started and blushed.
Shit, this is weird…
Alex cleared her throat and tried to explain, “Well, I’ve been in an on-again off-again relationship with that psycho we met when we were picking up the USBs.  And I haven’t been with anyone else since.”
“And before that?” Kara asked gently.
“Umm… kind of a similar situation,” Alex answered embarrassed.  “I’ve never really been with anyone who wanted to reciprocate.”
Kara stared at Alex wide-eyed.  “Umm, okay, so… have you ever…?”
“I’ve had an orgasm before,” Alex interrupted in a defensive voice.
“With someone?” Kara asked, and Alex turned several shades of red.  “You went to college – how is this even possible?!”
Alex shrugged and snuggled her body into Kara’s, “Does it matter?”
“Hell yes it matters,” Kara almost shouted.  “When you are in a relationship with someone, both people are supposed to be satisfied emotionally and physically.”
“I am satisfied,” Alex said earnestly.
“No honey, you’re not,” Kara stated matter-of-factly and pushed herself up onto her elbow.
“Oh, you’re so sure?” Alex asked dubiously.
Kara stared into Alex’s eyes and put her hand on Alex’s chest, feeling her heartbeat. She caressed the soft skin of Alex’s breasts until her nipples tightened again, then her stomach, then her thighs, until her hand was resting just above Alex’s loins.
I’m scared.
“I’m scared,” Alex whispered to Kara.
“You don’t have anything to be scared of,” Kara assured her with a smile.  She kissed Alex languidly at first, then as she began to touch Alex’s most delicate parts, the kiss turned more passionate, more wet, and more intense.
Alex cried out in shock when Kara found her most sensitive bit with a moist fingertip, and gasped in painful ecstasy when Kara dipped her fingers into her wetness.  And then when Kara began rhythmically fucking her, Alex’s mind went blank.  She couldn’t hang onto a single thought, her vision blurred, her ears rang, her stomach tightened, and she cried out in shock and relief when she came.
When Alex opened her eyes, she saw Kara looking down at her lovingly and asked, “Do you feel better?”
Alex didn’t respond, instead she pulled Kara down – hard – onto her chest and squeezed her tightly for several minutes.  Kara eventually pulled back, wiped tears that had fallen from Alex’s pinched shut eyes, peppered her face with kisses, and then snuggled back into Alex’s embrace.
“It’s supposed to be easy like this,” she said to Alex.
“I guess it can be,” Alex said in wonderment.




Goodnight, Sweetheart, Goodnight

For the rest of the night, their room was filled with whispered confessions, soft laughter, and sexy noises that would turn on even the most chaste of priests.
“Where did you get this scar?” Kara whispered, to Alex tracing her fingertips along the puckered skin of her stomach.
“This, this was from when I was a beat cop,” Alex explained, and Kara’s eyes widened.  “Don’t get too excited, I was chasing down a parole violator – climbed over a fence and caught the top of some barbed wire.  It was not a pretty sight, but it looks pretty cool now.  Yanno, chicks dig scars.” She winked at Kara playfully.
“We do…” Kara kissed said scar gently, “Still, you have a pretty dangerous job.”
“That’s true, but I have to tell you, this week has been the most dangerous week I’ve ever had.  It’s not normally like this.”
“Riiiiight, cops never get shot at or hurt,” Kara said sarcastically.
“Yeah, we’re made of steel like Superman, haven’t you heard?”
“I dunno,” Kara said gently touching Alex’s breast, “Seems to me you have some soft spots.  Spots I’m really into exploring.”
The both laughed and kissed less passionately than before but more meaningfully.
“You are so unexpected, Kara.”
“You are so sweet, Alex.”
“What do you think is going to happen?” Kara asked in a whisper, bringing them back to the insanity of the last few days.
“Honestly, I think the FBI is going to take that USB, do some investigative work, and arrest the sonsabitches that are responsible for this whole thing.  And I hope they nail the chief’s ass right along with the senator.”
“So – why did you boobytrap the camp?”
“So that we could both rest easy.  There’s no way anyone is getting in here without making some noise, and since neither one of us has a dog, we’re relying on beer bottles and bear traps.”
“It’s your just-in-case protocol?”
“Exactly. Always be prepared…” Alex said again.
“Seriously, were you a boy scout?” Kara laughed and prodded Alex in the side.
“HA!  No, raised by one though.”
“That’ll do it.”  Kara took a short breath and said, “So, what do you think is going to happen with us?”
“Besides dodging bullets, sleeping in flea bag motels, and having shouting matches with a politician in public?” Kara nodded.  “Whatever we want to happen.”
“Okay, what do you want to happen?”
“I want you.”
“For how long?”
Alex regarded Kara seriously for a moment – mentally going over the pros and cons of answering this question.
Do you tell a woman you pretty much just met you love her?  No. 
Do you run like hell in the opposite direction after you’ve met your soulmate?  No.
Can I avoid answering this question?  No.
She’s sexy, smart, funny, amazing… has her shit together…
What do I have to lose here?
“For however long you’ll have me,” Alex said finally.
“Deal.” Kara said, kissing the tip of Alex’s nose playfully before being pulled into a bearhug and enjoying a barrage of kisses all over her face.
Eventually they stopped talking, curled around one another, and slowly drifted off to sleep.




Shhhhhhhhh! – It Hit The Fan

“AAAAAAAAAAARRRGHHHHHHH!”
Both women shot up out of the bed like they had been struck by lightning.
“Holy shit! Was that–” Kara started to ask in an almost inaudible whisper.
Alex put her finger to her lips, closed her eyes, and strained to listen.  Unfortunately, all she could hear was the pounding of her heartbeat in her head and the high pitched whine of tinnitus.  As Alex’s breath slowed, the heartbeats became less loud and the high pitched whine silenced.  Alex kept her finger pressed to her lips, and she shifted into a more crouched sitting position.
**** Snap, Crack, Pop ****
Hearing twigs snapping outside, Alex put her lips to the shell of Kara’s ear, “Get dressed.  Try not to make any noise.”
Kara nodded in understanding and immediately pulled her clothes on as quietly as she possibly could.
Alex inched around the room dressing silently, while trying to avoid being seen from the window.  She grabbed her phone off the desk and peered out into the inky blackness of the night – squinting into the darkness to try and improve her night vision.  She saw nothing, but heard, “It’s my leg man. The crazy bitch set a fucking bear trap.”
Alex got Kara’s attention and pulled her into the panic room.  On her way, she grabbed her cell phone, slid in the Sim Card, and rebooted her phone. She then flicked several switches – turning on all the hidden cameras – and suddenly the dark panic room was lit with black and white screens showing every room in the house and every exterior doorway.  Alex stared at the screens intently.  She flipped on another switch and dim fairy lights lit up the panic room a bit more.
Alex turned to a now well-lit cabinet and started pulling out necessary items.
“This is a bullet proof vest – put it on.” She passed the vest to Kara.  She pulled out a handgun and checked to see if it was loaded, “This is an XD-9 – it’s loaded and ready to fire – the safety is off.  All you have to do is pull the trigger, got it?”
Kara nodded, “Where the hell do you think you’re going?” Kara asked as she watched Alex pull on another bulletproof vest, grab a scary-looking knife, and check another handgun for bullets.
“I am going to go make a phone call,” Alex said.
“There’s a phone right here,” Kara said picking up the landline only to find it dead, “Oh.”
“Yeah, see this light here,” Alex pointed to a dimly lit green bulb, “This means we’re operating on battery power.  And this,” she said pointing to another bulb that was not lit, “means they cut the phone line as well.”
“So just use your cell,” Kara stammered.  “Please don’t leave me alone in here.”
Alex held up her cellphone to Kara and it read “no service.”
“Look, their cell blocker probably only has a specific range of maybe 300 yards, so if I get far enough away from the house I can alert someone to what is happening, okay?”
Kara nodded and swallowed with an audible gulp.
“Just stay in here.  I’m going to be okay.  I know where all the traps are and I know these woods like the back of my hand.  Don’t let anyone in here, that includes me.  The signal that everything is okay and it’s safe to come out is the phrase – Dexter’s come home.”
“Now, just press this button when I leave and the door will shut and lock behind me.  It can’t open from the outside at that point – so you’re completely safe.  If something happens to me, you wait until these fuckers leave and then you press this button again to get out.  Okay?”  Kara stared at Alex in terror, “Just breathe.”
“Okay.” Kara’s eyes filled with tears and she clung to Alex.  “Just come back to me,” she said with her lips pressed to Alex’s.
“I will.”  Alex looked deeply into Kara’s eyes, “I promise.”  And with that, she backed out of the room and Kara shut the door behind her.




Slicing Through Your Problems

Alex stood outside the door and waved at the hidden camera.  She knew that Kara was staring at her on one of the monitors.
I can’t fucking believe that I have to just leave her in that room.  What the fuuuuuuuuuck?!  At least she’s safe in there… just move and call for help.
Alex had just started to make her way out of the master bedroom when she heard a beer bottle smash on tile, and a deep, male voice whispered a vicious, “Fuck!”
Knowing that she only had a few moments before the intruders started to explore the upstairs, Alex opened a large double-sided sliding door cabinet.  One of the doors faced the interior of the master bedroom while the other faced into the hall and down to the first floor.  She eased herself into the oversized cabinet, slid the door closed behind her, and ever so gently cracked open the door in front of her so she could see out into the hallway.  There was no sound for was seemed like several minutes.
What the fuck are they doing down there??
Then, Alex heard the unmistakable sound of glass bits being crushed under shoes and two hushed male voices.
“Well fuck! If they didn’t know we were here with that scream, they know we’re here now.”
“Shut up Joe, we don’t even know if they are in the fucking house.”
“Oh yeah, cuz who would stay in this house when there were so many other options, like camping.”
“Hey man, they’re dykes.  Dykes love to camp.”
“Shut the fuck up.  Let’s find them and get the fuck out of here, being this far away from civilization is creepy.”
“Yeah, what the fuck are we going to do with the Gunther situation?  His leg is totally fucked up.”
“We’re gonna handle it.”
Sounds like Joe is in charge.  I wonder if that’s the Broncos fan from the bar?  Like it matters… think!
That’s two men thus far… plus Gunther who isn’t going anywhere – thank you bear traps. So, three.  Really, three guys?  That’s it?
Just then a radio squealed.
“Yeah, Joe, we got Gunther back in the car – you just about done?”
“Negative,” Joe responded, “we haven’t encountered them yet, get your asses back out here.”
“Roger that, over.”
“I’m surrounded by fucking morons.  Come on Paul, let’s go round up the girls.”  Joe ordered.
Then there was no more talking.  Just footsteps, crunching glass, and doors being opened and closed.
Alex flexed her grip on the Ka-Bar knife in her left hand and positioned her XD-9 in her right hand, readying herself for someone opening the cabinet door from the hall.
There are more than two guys – you want everyone to know if you take them out?
Alex heard one set of footsteps making their way up to the second floor, then a second set started up.  She quickly switched hands.  She would attack first with the Ka-Bar and then with the gun – if necessary.  She squinted out the cracked cabinet door trying to catch a glimpse of what and who she was dealing with.
Once both sets of feet had made it to the second floor, Alex heard, “You go left, I go right.”
I’m guessing Joe.
Slowly the feet eased their way down the hall in opposite directions.  As the footsteps progressed past Alex’s hiding spot, she placed the gun on the floor of the cabinet and eased silently out.
This is really happening… Fuck… just deal with this and move onto the next problem.  Plenty of time for therapy afterwards – Dr. Lisa will be thrilled.
In stocking feet, Alex crept quickly and quietly behind the man and waited until he had reached the threshold to the master bedroom.  Then, she clamped her left hand over his mouth while simultaneously pulling the Ka-Bar hard against and into his neck.  Warm, dark liquid poured over Alex’s knife wielding hand and a wet, gurgling sound escaped “Joe’s” throat as he went limp.
Alex pulled him into the master bedroom and eased him onto the floor, wiped the now sticky Ka-Bar on the man’s pants, and quickly retrieved her gun from the cabinet.  She paused to listen when she got to her gun.
Now where did Mr. “Dykes love camping” get to? 
For a few moments all Alex could hear once again was the thumping of heartbeat and a high-pitched whine brought on by adrenalin.  After a few deep breaths, there was no sound.  She started to ease herself back into the cabinet and wait for the second man to wander past her hidey hole, but then decided against being that lucky twice.
She pulled herself out of the cabinet but stayed low and close to the wall as she silently crept towards the other bedrooms.  She heard a strange sound in the second bedroom.  A deep and loud inhalation noise came from bedroom number two.
Is this guy getting high?  Is he huffing something?
She eased along the hallway until she made it to the doorway, and when she peered around the doorjamb into the room – she couldn’t believe her eyes.




Pervs and Panties

The second man was rifling through drawers, pulling out underwear, placing them on his face and inhaling deeply.
Jeeeezuz fuuuuuucking chriiiiiiiiiist.  This fucking guy?!  Really?!
“Oh yeah… the good stuff…”  He said quietly to himself.
Alex eased away from the open doorway and tried to think of a way to play this.  Did she have to kill this scumbag or was there another way?
She heard more grunting coming from the bedroom and then a burst of satisfactory laughter.
Oh my fucking gawd – what is he doing now?
She poked her head around the corner and saw that the idiot had a bra on over his clothing, underwear on this face, he had reached into his trousers and was touching himself.  His gun, Alex saw, had been tossed on the bed and now was underneath the underwear drawer’s contents, at least seven feet from where he was pleasuring himself.
Alex acted quickly and silently.  Gun in her right hand, she ran into the room and popped the perv on the side of the head with the butt of her gun.  He made a mewling noise and fell face first on the edge of the bed.
What a fucking sight this is…
The man still had his hand down his pants, a bra on, and was now face down in the pile of underwear.
I think I’ll tell mom that she needs to get new underthings for camp.
Alex used the other brassieres to tie up the unconscious creep.  As she tied up the perv she whispered to him, “Did you know you were sniffing an old, straight, married lady’s underwear?  No you didn’t, did you? You sicko.  By the way,” she said stuffing a gag in the perv’s mouth, “I fucking hate camping.”
He started to come out of his unconscious state, and Alex pulled the gag out of his mouth.  “How many more of you are there?” she asked, slapping him in the face.
He just smiled a smug, entitled asshole smile at her.
“Really?  You’re not going to be helpful?  How odd.  B.T. Dubbs – those undies – are my mom’s.  She’s 75 and has colitis.  Anything you’ve got on or in your face has probably been shat on several times.”
His smug smile slowly morphed into a look of horror as Alex shoved the gag back into his mouth.  She retightened all of his restraints and started back toward the hallway to listen for the second wave of baddies.
Mr. Pervie started wriggling violently around on the floor attempting to get loose so Alex strode quietly back into the room and slammed him in the head, this time much harder, knocking him unconscious once again.  She spied a radio attached to the perv’s hip and snagged it, but turned the volume low so as to not alert anyone to her location.
Alex shut the door behind her, crouched back against the wall and listened for footsteps.
Hearing nothing – she started to make her way to the stairs.
I’ve gotta get outta range to use my cell.




Click, Clack, BOOM

Once down on the main floor, Alex ducked behind the downstairs bathroom door.  This vantage point allowed her to view the entirety of the first floor but remain in the shadows.  The men clearly came in through the kitchen door, the beer bottle remnants were scattered and smashed across the tile.  The rest of the downstairs looked untouched. 
Her radio made a quiet squawk and she held it to her ear.
“Joe, what’s your position? Over…. Calling ‘I Got This’ Joe, what’s your position?  I’m right outside the front door, should we advance? Over.”
With that information Alex decided to move and move quickly to another location.  She bounded quietly to the opposite end of the house nearest the lake.  Squatting down into the shadows of the furniture, she remained still – like a cat waiting for prey.
Shit.  This is going down again.  This is actually fucking happening again.  How many more of these fuckers are there?
Alex felt her blood start beating faster through her head, the thrumming of her heart wailed in her ears, the high-pitch whine began again.
Fuck.  Focus.  Take inventory.  What do you have? Where are they coming in? How many are there?
Alex looked down at her hands, she had the Ka-Bar in her left hand and her pistol in her right.  She shoved the Ka-Bar into her pants, knowing she would probably be relying on the accuracy of the gun from across the room rather than the knife.  She took inventory of the number of clips she had and where they were on her body.  She thought of Kara for a brief moment and stared at the location of the back room’s hidden camera.
It’s going to be okay.  Focus on what you need to do.  Don’t think about Kara.  Think about protecting yourself long enough to get out of the house, then get out of range, then make a call, then get them to follow you away from Kara.
The front doorknob squeaked and the beer bottle fell to the floor.
** SMAAAAAAAASH **
And it’s on.
The first man stepped through the door.  He was about six foot three and was wearing all black including a black beanie to cover what Alex supposed was blonde hair.  The glass bits squeaked and popped under the man’s boots as he crept forward like a navy seal.  The second man, dressed in black was less stealthy, less imposing, and had a baseless cockiness to his walk.
Okay, take out the big man first and the douchey guy second.
The big man gave the slighter man a few hand signals and the slighter man mocked signaled back, using his middle finger.
Definitely the big man first.
Alex took aim at the big man as he sharked his way through the main part of the downstairs.  Once he made it to the kitchen, the battery operated night lights that Alex’s parents had placed around the house outlined his body perfectly.  Alex quickly pulled the trigger three times – two in the chest and one in the head.  The big man put his arms up in the air and fell straight backwards, arms and legs outstretched like a big starfish getting thrown back into the ocean.
The slighter man pulled his gun, ducked behind some living room furniture, and yelled into his radio.  “It’s like fucking Iraq in here – Trent is down.  I repeat, Trent is down.  And I’m pretty fucking sure the other guys are also done for. Over.”
“Standby.”
“Standby?  You’re asking me to fucking standby?!”
While the petrified man was squealing like a little girl about getting shot at, Alex had snaked her way into the kitchen, grabbed a mug, slid past the unmoving Trent, and then into the living room without the slight man noticing.
As soon as she made it back behind the bathroom door, she lobbed the mug into the general vicinity of where she just came from. The smash caused the slight man to pop up from his hiding space and fire off several rounds in the direction of the smashing sound.  He quickly flopped back down behind her father’s favorite the wingback chair.
Well dad, you’re going to have to buy another chair.
Alex fired the rest of her clip into the chair at different angles hoping to get the slighter man through the chair.  She waited before reloading her firearm – listening for any movement.  She waited for what seemed like forever, but heard nothing. 
Well, is he dead?!
Alex reloaded her gun and bolted across the living room aiming at the armchair as she circled around the room.  From her new vantage point, the slender man appeared to be untouched by the bullets, but he wasn’t moving.  In fact, he appeared to be hiding, still crouched as if he were going to shoot again at the smashed mug across the downstairs.  It wasn’t until she looked behind him that she saw what must’ve been brain matter sprayed on the floor.
Now THAT is disgusting…




Fucking Big Idiot

Alex ran into the kitchen to see what items the big man, Trent, had been carrying with him.  She quickly ransacked his pockets, finding a wallet and a badge.
WHAT THE….?!?!?!
Holy shit.  This is Trent.  Last name Trent.  As in FBI Trent.  As in this is a FUCKING BIG IDIOT – TRENT.  WHY THE FUCK IS THE FBI COMING IN TO GET US?
Alex’s head thrummed loudly and her thoughts whirled as she stared at the man’s badge.
I’ve killed an FBI Agent.  What in the actual fuck is going on here?
She rolled him over, face down onto the floor to see if he was wearing FBI embossed clothing.  But there were no identifying marks, nothing indicating that he was on the good team.
So this fucker was ALSO on the take?!  Greeaaat.  I wonder if Baxter is outside…?
The dead man’s radio squealed and that pushed Alex into motion.  She ran to the door the men had just come through and avoided the majority of the glass.  She quietly pushed herself up against the wall behind the front door and waited.
** CLINK, SNAP **
“AAAAAAAAAAAARRRGGHHHH!!!!!” a man screamed.
Well, well, did we just step on a bear trap?
From that scream, Alex could tell that the injured man was on the opposite side of the house and if she just waited another few seconds, she was going to work under the assumption that if there were any other men, they would go offer him help. 
“I’m in a fucking bear trap!!!  HELP!!  SOMEBODY!!!  THESE BITCHES ARE CRAZY!!!!” the man screamed.
Alex counted down in her head from twenty.  When she reached five, she had a quick flash of Brett, pushed that image out of her mind and flung the door open and ran outside.  Gun at the ready, Alex paused briefly after getting outside and then made a mad dash into the woods.
She could hear yelling behind her.
Was it the man in the trap?  Was it someone calling after me?
It didn’t matter.  She couldn’t stop until she had a signal.  She slowed for a moment as she tried to rip her phone out of her front pocket to see if she had gotten far enough away.  Alex saw a bright light and then her world went blank.




No Offense To Broncos Cheerleaders

Alex awoke on the kitchen floor next to Trent, and was shocked to see that the lights were back on.  She tried to assess what had happened.  She remembered seeing a bright light and then there was nothing.
I must’ve gotten hit over the head with a flashlight?
Alex tested her arms and legs – she was unbound, but her right wrist was handcuffed to the dead man next to her.  She cracked an eyeball open to see if she was being watched, but didn’t see anyone in the house.  Then she heard voices from upstairs.
“There’s gotta be a way to open this fucking thing – so figure it out!”
“Yeah, okay boss.  Getting right on it boss.”
Boss?  Seriously?  Wasn’t Trent the ace in this bunch?
Alex slowly sat up and realized that she was heavily soaked with Trent’s blood.  She felt around for her gun, but of course they had taken it.  They hadn’t taken her cell phone – that was still in her front pocket.
So I guess the cell blocker is still functioning.
Alex looked around the kitchen for a weapon.  Trent’s weapon was missing, her gun was gone, her Ka-bar – however – was still tucked in her waistband under her vest!  She felt around on Trent’s corpse for his backup gun, nothing.
Waiiiiit, waiiiiiiit… what’s this?
Alex felt a bulge in the front inside pocket of the jacket Trent was wearing under his vest.  She frowned as her fingers made contact with a square piece of plastic.
Just the fucking radio.
She pulled the radio out only to be delighted!  The squarish plastic piece was actually the cell phone disrupter! 
YAAAAAAAAAAAAS!!!!  BAZINGA!!!!!
She switched it to off shoved it back into the big man’s jacket.  She immediately texted Bret.
*  CALL 911. I’M AT CAMP. 3 DEAD SO FAR. HELP!! *
She pushed send and watched it go from being delivered to being read.
Bless Bret and his read receipt.
She dialed 911. She heard one ring and then someone picked up.
“911 what’s your emergency?”
Alex whispered into her phone, “Hi, This is Detective Alex Connolly, my location is number 259 Umbagog Lake, men with guns have broken in, we need immediate assistance.”
“Ma’am can you speak up, I can barely hear you?”
Alex heard footsteps on the stairs.  Two sets of steps.  She turned the volume all the way down on her phone – not ending the call – and shoved it back into the front pocket of her pants.  She quickly laid back down on the floor in the position that she thought she woke up in.
The footsteps walked towards her and Trent, then stopped.  Alex heard the man’s weight shift and then pain radiated through her body – she cried out, and opened her eyes.
The Broncos fan stared down at her with his serial killer eyes, “Get up!”  He pulled back and kicked her a second time.  “GET UP!  OR I’ll KICK YOU AGAIN!!” he shouted.
Alex slowly and stiffly got to her knees and looked up at the Broncos fan.  “Wow, you are a pretty brave man to kick an unarmed woman while she’s on the floor.”
The Broncos fan backhanded Alex across the face.  She tasted blood, but smiled up at him, “Really? That’s all you got?  I bet the Broncos cheerleaders can hit harder than that.”
Clearly incensed, the Broncos fan punched her hard in the jaw. 
More blood filled her mouth, spots danced before her eyes.  She fell onto her hands and knees, and spat blood onto the floor, “Now that was a good one.”  Alex smiled up at him again.
The Broncos fan pulled back like he was going to hit her a third time, but someone behind him said, “Enough!  We need her awake to open the door.  She’s not what we’re after, we need to get Kara.  Uncuff her and let’s go.”
The voice was vaguely familiar. 
Whose voice was that?
Alex swiped the back of her hand across eyes, hoping to clear away the cobwebs of that last strike to the face to get a better look at who was giving the orders.
There he was, in all his distinguished gentlemanly splendor, Senator Dick Johnson. 
Dick Dick?  HERE?! With all this carnage?????  This man is INSANE.
“Senator Johnson?  Seriously?  What the fuck are you doing here?” Alex asked and spat more blood onto the kitchen floor.
“Oh Detective, you should realize by now that I have a master plan.  I’m going to pin all of this mess on you and Kara.  I’m also going to make it look like an assassination attempt.  Think of the headlines!!! A rogue detective and her lesbian lover conspire to kill the lover’s father and pin it on this poor ole senator.  Then the attempted assassination…” He closed his eyes as if envisioning a far off place and continued, “I can already hear ‘Hail to the Chief’ being played.”
The Broncos fan had uncuffed her from Trent. Alex reflexively rubbed her newly freed wrist and said, “You think you can just wipe the slate clean? We sent the USB to the FBI.”
“Yes, and clearly that worked so well,” the Senator said mockingly while pursing his lips and pointing to the corpse next to Alex.  “Agent Trent was a tragic loss, but there are always others to be bought.  Now, enough of this chitter chatter, I need you to come upstairs and open the vault that you’ve shoved Kara into.”
“That’s not gonna happen,” Alex said matter-of-factly.
“Oh, I think my man Vince can probably make that happen, can’t you Vince?”
The Broncos fan smiled his insane smile and pulled Alex up by her hair, “Oh, I think I can manage it.”
At that, Alex spit blood in Vince’s face.
Vince’s face became pinched in fury, his head changed from a very milky white color to that of an eggplant. “You shouldn’t have done that!!!” He howled and dropped Alex as he wiped the blood and spittle from his face. 
Alex fell to her knees again, and put her hands on her side where Vince had previously kicked her.  As Vince reached down to pull Alex back up, she slid a hand into her waistband, tickling the handle of her knife, and then gripping it with intent.  Vince put his hands around her throat, and shoved his face in hers, snarling, “You’re going to pay for that you fucking dyke bitch!”
“You first,” she whispered as she quickly slid the Ka-Bar out her waistband and sliced him through the jugular.
Alex somewhat enjoyed the surprised look that Vince had as he watched his blood shoot out in streams and gushes.  It would almost have been comical if it weren’t so gruesome.  Vince’s body fell to the floor and Alex kicked him in stomach and yelled, “Tough man!” She gently touched her face where he had punched her and kicked him again, “Fucker!”




Don’t Poke The Dragon

“Ah-hem.”
Alex jumped.  She had forgotten for a moment that the senator was actually standing naught but five feet away. She spun around with her knife in-hand ready to take whatever attack he was going to bring, only to see that he had a gun pointed at her head.
Fuuuuuuuuuuck.
“Listen, Dick-Dick, I’m not going to open the door.  Kara’s not going to open the door.  You have no more goons left to help you fake an assassination attempt, unless you count the bear trap twins, flotsam and jetsam. So, what do you say we call this whole thing off?” Alex suggested straightening up and pretending to dust off her clothing.
“Still thinking you’re the cock of the walk, eh?  I have a gun, you have a knife.  I have more goons that I can call in, and you have nothing to bargain with.  Now, shut the fuck up, drop the knife, walk up the fucking stairs, and if you so much as twitch at me, you’re going to get shot in something non-vital… a kneecap, an elbow, your cheek… got it?”
Alex looked warily at the crazed senator, and thought better of arguing for the time being.
No need to poke the dragon when all his focus is on your poker.
As they started up the stairs, Alex remembered that she had texted Bret AND probably still had 911 on the phone. She asked loudly how they had found her camp’s address and rattled it off just for good measure.
“Shut the fuck up and walk. This is not a talking activity.  Up. The. Stairs.  Don’t fuck around either Detective.  I’m a card carrying member of the NRA, I’ve gone on hunting safaris in Africa, and I’ve shot Skeet with the Cheneys.  I can shoot the wings off a fucking fly if I want to.”  He fired his gun at the floor and yelled, “Move it!”
Alex hurried up the last few steps and then slowly walked down the hallway.
Anything to delay whatever this psycho has planned for his endgame.
Alex turned her head toward the senator to say something and the motion sent pain searing through her neck.  “Your guys have really put me through the ringer this week.”
“Yes, well, that was the plan.  Of course, the actual plan was to kill you when you were in that hovel of a motel just outside of town, but this will do even better.”  The senator followed at a good six or seven feet behind Alex, so there was no way to kick the gun out of his hand.
Alex entered the master bedroom and was unsurprised to see that the room wasn’t as she left it, though the man she had killed was still sprawled on the floor.  The senator and Vince must’ve tried to find the trigger to open the door, because the room was ripped apart.
“No luck finding the trigger?” Alex asked.
“Careful with the word trigger, I might just accidentally shoot you. And yes, we were unable to locate it.”
“Well, you see, this isn’t exactly a vault, it’s a panic room.  So the trigger, which is in the desk here, is unusable.  We cannot open the room.  Only Kara can.”
“Yes.  You see, I’m going to make her.  Where is the camera for this door and does it have sound?”
“It’s right there,” Alex said pointing to the painting on the false wall, “And there is sound, so have at it, threaten away.”
Alex looked at the actual camera – in in the smoke detector – and shook her head no.
Don’t you open that door Kara.  No matter what he says or does.




Triggered

“Kara, Kara, Karaaaaaaaa…” started the senator, “I’ve got your lil’ girlfriend out here.  Now, I’m pretty sure, that you understand the mechanics of this situation.  I’m going to threaten Detective Connolly’s life and you’re going to open the door.  If you don’t open the door – if you waffle – I’m going to poke holes in Detective Connolly until you do.  Do you hear me?  Do you?”
The senator waited several moments staring at the painting on the wall.  When the door did not open, he continued, “You open this door or I’m going to shoot Detective Connolly first in the left hand, then the right hand, then the left elbow, then the right elbow, then the shoulders, then the kneecaps, the feet, and then eventually, she’s going to run out of non-vital places for me to plug bullets into her, and I’m going to take out an organ.  Maybe the stomach.  I’ve heard that’s a nasty way to go.  In fact… fuck it.”
The senator backhanded Alex across the cheekbone with the gun and she fell to the floor on her hands and knees.  He grabbed her left arm, pushed his gun to her hand, and pulled the trigger.  Everything happened so quickly, for a brief moment Alex thought that the gun had misfired, but then the fiery pain and smell of burning flesh and blood pierced through her momentary adrenaline rush.
“FUUUUUUUUCK!!!!!  You sonofabitch!!!!! What the fuck?!?!”  Alex was on her knees cradling her now holey left hand in her right like a baby.  She drooled uncontrollably for several seconds and wretched involuntarily.  Tears burned in her eyes behind her pinched lids.  She took several deep breaths to clear her head until she could focus on something other than the agony that was her left hand.
Alex opened her eyes and stared at the senator.  He had gone from looking like a very stately and distinguished human to a lizard.  A walking, talking, lizard.  To her, he looked like something that would snap off your hand for the cricket you were holding and not think twice about it.  Her face felt tingly, almost like she was going to pass out, so she took a few deep breaths to try to calm herself and block out the pain.
Not good.  Not good.  What to do?  Bluff… I gotta bluff… uhhh… uhhhh… Got it!
“Senator, I’m going to be really frank with you.  I value my body parts, even if my egging on of Vince down there didn’t really prove that to you.  I don’t want to be kicked, punched, or shot anymore than I already have been.  So, lemme just break it down for you.  Kara’s not in the panic room.  She’s not even at the camp.  We split up, I sent her away before you all got here.”
“Bullshit.  You are just trying to save your own hide for another few moments before I poke more holes into it.  Kara’s behind this wall, I know it!  You wouldn’t have let her leave your sight, I read your psychological profile after speaking with the commissioner about our little run-in at the restaurant.  Extreme sense of duty.  Takes on more responsibility than most.  Quick to defend the defenseless.  Great qualities, but you’re lying out your ass right now.”  He stalked menacingly toward Alex, gritting his teeth in a crazy smile.
“No, seriously, she’s not there.” She held up her left hand and looked at him piteously, “Why the hell would I lie to you now?”
Fuck! What else can I say?  Point the gun anywhere else other than my head, please.
“Then open the fucking door.  Push the magical button to prove that the panic room is empty,” he challenged.
Alex nodded, knowing she was defeated, but turned as if it was no big deal to push the button in the desk.
This is going to accomplish nothing… stall him. Distract him.  Throw something at him!
“PUSH IT ALREADY!!”  He shouted and fired off another shot into the floor causing Alex to jump again, “NOW!!”
Alex looked over her shoulder at the senator for brief moment, turned back towards the desk, and pushed the trigger to open the panic room door.  She immediately cradled her left hand again and hoped he wouldn’t shoot her right, since that was the only one she had left to beat him with.
To their mutual surprise, the door slid open, revealing a completely empty room.  Alex swung around to look at the senator, eyebrows pinched in confusion, mouth agape, right arm cradling the left.
“Well, what good are you to me now?  Don’t worry, you’ll be seeing Kara soon enough.”   The senator raised his gun and smiled wildly at her.  Just as she began to lunge away from the certain onslaught of bullets – Alex saw movement behind him in the doorway to the master bedroom.
The bullet barked out of the gun and its impact threw her into the wall.  Her eyes were wide with horror, shock, and disbelief as her body crumpled and slid slowly to the floor.  A second, third, fourth, and fifth shot rang out – then there was nothing but the smell of blood and gun powder, and the faint sound of whispers and whimpers.




Give Me The Good Drugs

The woman with the clipboard was the first thing that Alex saw when she woke up.  She looked to be about 45 years old, dark brown skin, thick glasses, and ruby red lipstick.
“Ah-haaaaaa… Well, now.  ‘Bout time you decided to join the livin’,” she said in a honey-coated, southern accent.
“Wha-,” Alex started.
“Whatchu doin’ here?  Guuuuurl, you got shot. And beat. And then shot again.  Not necessarily in that order.  You jes’ lucky to be alive,” she said, smiling and showing off extremely straight, white teeth.
“Kara?” Alex asked, suddenly remembering what the hell happened and trying to sit up.
“Sit ya’ass down!” the woman ordered.  “Jes’ gimme a minute and I’ll let everyone know you’re awake.”
Alex nodded slightly, though the movement sent pain shooting through every nerve ending.  She waited as patiently as she could while the woman studied the flashing screens.  She counted the seconds ticking by on the wall clock across the room as she waited for this woman’s ‘minute’ to be over.
Then Alex started to go over what she had just lived through.  The screaming.  The punching.  The jugular piercing.  The shooting.  Alex looked down at her left hand and groaned.  Simultaneously, she realized she couldn’t see out of her left eye, it was swollen shut.
“Uhhh, not to be the vainest person in the world, but do you think I could trouble you for a mirror at some point?” Alex said with a strange mumbliness to her voice.
“Oh honey, ain’t nobody need to see one’ssef in this condition.  Trust me,” she said, with a bluntness that didn’t boost Alex’s spirits.  “Also, you need to remain calm, you’ve had two surgeries and all this talkin’ is jes’ gonna hurt the healing process to your face.”
“My face?”  Her face did feel weirdly fat.  She remembered getting wacked in it a few times, but it didn’t feel too bad.
“Yeah baby, dat bad azz muthafucken senator done cracked yo’ cheekbone, and done shot up yo’ hand and yo’ shoulder.  Hell, when you came in, we thought he done shot yo’ face off – you was covered in so much blood.  Course, come to find out it ain’t yo’ blood.  Lucky fo’ you, we had Dr. Bennett on last night, he was werkin’ the ER.  He is a stellar plastic surgeon – he got yo’ face all tidied up nice. Though, yo’ hand is gonna be fecked up fo’ some time. Mmmmhmmmm.”
“Sorry, who are you?”  Alex mumbled.
“Oh, sheeeeet, gurl, I’m yo’ personal nurse, jes’ call me Minnie.  Mizz Yazzie made all the arrangements.  You also got yo’self a private room.”
Mizz Yazzie.  Kara.  Kara is okay.  What the fuck is going on?
“Minnie, are we in New Hampshire or New Orleans?”
“Did you git hit in the head that hard?  We in New Hampshire, but I’m from Shreveport, good ear!”  Minnie gave her another bright and wide smile and then excused herself from the room, promising to bring back the doctor.
Five minutes later, the doctor was poking and prodding Alex gently.  The doctor asked the nurse to up the dosage of pain medication immediately.  Once the drug was administered, Alex couldn’t remain focused.  She saw a few faceless shapes float in and out of her room.  The last thing she remembered saying before falling asleep was, “Damn, these are some good ass drugs.”




Finally – It Has Happened To Me

When Alex woke up from her drug-induced slumber, she was pleasantly surprised.  In the chair next to her bed was her partner, Bret.  He had his injured leg up on one visitor’s chair and was slumped into the other watching some nature show.
When he realized that Alex had woken up, he smiled widely and said, “About time you came to, been here bored outta my mind waiting on you!”  He clicked the television off and straightened up a bit.
“You’re outta the hospital, already?!” Alex cried out.
“That’s right, health insurance these days.  Apparently, only one half of our partnership can be in the hospital at a time,” he joked with a wink.  “Plus, I’m pretty sure those nurses were sick and tired of helping me to the bathroom, I’m not the easiest of patients.”
“I can’t imagine,” Alex said, winking back, though it’s effect was lost on Bret because Alex’s other eye was still swollen shut.  “Where’s Kara?”
Bret shifted in his chair slightly, “I spoke with the captain,” he started.
That low life sonofabitch isn’t in jail?!?!?!?!
“Now, before you get yourself into a tizzy – and judging by the color of your neck, you’re three quarters of the way there – he’s not dirty.  And he told me what you said to him,” Bret laughed.  “In fact, he called me maybe two minutes after getting reamed out by you to give me an update on your situation.  FYI – the man did call the FBI.  That motherfuckin’ dirty agent, Trent, was the one that took the call and as soon as he heard that the senator was involved, he sent a group of men to that shithole you and Kara were staying in.”  Bret continued, “I still can’t believe you took her there.  What the hell?!  Couldn’t think of a nicer place?”
Alex shot him a glare with her good eye and he patted at the air around his chair, letting out a cackle of laughter.
“Fuuuuuuuck!  I said some pretty heinous shit to him.”
“Yeah, but don’t worry, you still have your job.  In fact, before I came to visit you, the captain told me that he is actively advocating for you to receive some sorta medal or something.  I think it’s total horseshit though.  You get your panties in a twist over some lady and get a medal for it?” Bret teased.
“Bret, if you don’t tell me where Kara is I’m going to beat you with my IV pole,” Alex promised him.
“I’m getting to it, just remain calm.”
“Well, man, get there quicker.”
“Kara is in police custody,” Bret said expressionlessly.
“Wha–” Alex started.
“Just lemme explain.  You texted me.  I called 911.  You also called 911.  Good thinking on leaving that phone line open the way you did.  It’s definitely going to help,” Alex raised her eyebrow and her eye widened. 
“Keep calm, my friend.  So, police vehicles and other emergency personnel were dispatched when I called, but they didn’t make it there in time to ‘save the day’,” he explained.  “When they arrived, you were lying bleeding on the floor, the senator had been shot to death, and only Kara remained unscathed.”  Alex must have looked mystified because he continued with, “Yeah, so the thing is, is that Kara shot the senator.  Many times.  In the back.”
“Daaaaaamn.  I thought that the police had shown up.  So, she’s in custody?  Where is she being held?  Why is she being held?  Has she been charged with anything?  They have all the evidence, why are they holding her?”
“Shit Alex, that was a lotta questions.  Let’s take it from a third party perspective – she shot a sitting senator.  In the back.  Multiple times.  No matter what, there has to be an investigation.”  Seeing that Alex was about to protest and interrupt, he held up his hand and shook his head, “Nope.  Don’t even.  Just listen for a minute.  The evidence is going to support everything that happened.  Christ, you got him on the 911 recording threatening your life and limbs.  Plus, his gun is going to have plugged you in the hand and the shoulder, and with the recording – there’s no way she’s getting charged.  The senator is going to be held accountable for being a sociopathic murderer and Kara is going to be a hero for saving the life of a cop.  You just gotta give it more than 24 hours.”
“Has it only been 24 hours?!” Alex asked in disbelief.
“Hell yeah, I’d barely been released from the hospital and you go and get yourself all shot up and shit.  Then I had to sit in a car with this bum leg while Carla drove up here.  Do you have any idea what it’s like riding with that woman?  She is a terror behind the wheel!”
“If you think your wife is a bad driver, try sitting in the passenger seat while you’re behind the wheel.  One of these days I’m going to have a passenger brake installed,” Alex joked.
Bret laughed.  He waited a few beats and said with less humor, “I’m glad you made it.”
Alex understood the seriousness of his tone, but wanted to keep it light.  She gave him a side-eye and said, “Yeah, but mostly because you don’t want to be partnered up with Holder, right?”
“How well you know me,” Bret said with a wink.  “The captain has actually sent me up here to come check on you, but to also act as a BPD liaison.  I get to show these country bumpkins what real policing is about.”
“Ha!  Just show them a picture of your desk,” Alex suggested.
For the rest of the day, Bret stayed with Alex.  Carla came in at one point to bring everyone lunch and visit.  The visitors helped Alex remain calm, but the entire time she couldn’t help thinking of Kara being held in a cell or being questioned in an interrogation room.
Right before Bret and Carla left, Alex asked him for a favor, “Can you tell Kara…” Alex started but couldn’t think of the words she wanted to use.
“Yeah, partner, I’ll tell her,” answered Bret without needing to hear what she wanted him to say.  “You got it bad,” he joked.
Alex just stared up at him and said, “Yeah, yeah I do.”
Bret shook his fist in the air and mock shouted to the gods, “Finally!”




This Just In

“Hey Minnie, what day is it and have you heard from Kara?”  Alex asked her nurse, who had been avoiding the Kara subject every time Alex woke up.
“Shush now.  What I say about keepin’ yo’ trap shut for yo’ face healin’?”  Minnie smiled at her and shuffled out of the hospital room.
And Bret thought he was a lousy patient. I have no patience for being a patient.  I want my freedom – give me my freedom!
Alex decided to give thinking and talking a rest since she clearly wasn’t going to get anywhere with Minnie and judging by the drugs she was on, she wasn’t going anywhere, anytime soon.
She flicked the television on and switched it over to her preferred news channel.  She wanted to see what was being said about the newly retired senator.
And this just in…
****** BREAKING NEWS ******
The bushy-haired anchor started talking split screen to a slightly less bushy-haired reporter.
“Reporter on the scene Dewey Meadows has just learned that the heiress and new head of Symbio-Labs, Kara Yazzie, has been released from New Hampshire police custody.  No charges being filed.”
“That’s right Karen, we haven’t heard anything from Mizz Yazzie yet, but we are expecting to hear from her legal representation momentarily.”
A dapper, bald man came on the television.  He was standing in front of a podium covered in microphones.
“I’m Mizz Yazzie’s attorney.  She has undergone questioning by the police, the FBI, and the DA’s office.  We are also expecting her to be called to testify in front of the State Congress on a related matter in the near future.  At this time, Mizz Yazzie would like to make a statement.”
The dapper lawyer left the podium to make room for…
KARA!
Alex opened her one good eye as widely as she could, determined not to miss a single moment that Kara was at that the podium.
“Good Afternoon.  I want to thank you all for showing your support. My family has been through a serious ordeal over the last two weeks. And without the support of this city, the police department, and the FBI, we wouldn’t have faired as well as we have.  I would like to add a special thank you to Detective Alex Connolly.  I owe my life to her heroics, and hope that she recovers quickly from the injuries sustained in this week’s insanity.”
Kara wiped away tears that had fallen onto her cheek and continued.
“At this time, I am going to request that the members of the press respect my family’s privacy as this is a time of grieving, reflection, and recovery.
Thank you for your support and understanding.”
A cacophony of questions were shouted at Kara as she stepped down from the podium and out of the camera shot.  Alex shut the television off and sat in silence for a few minutes playing that scene over and over in her head.
Did they call her an heiress?  And the head of Symbio-Labs?
Seriously, that’s what you’re going to focus on?
Shut up.
She said my name… That makes me feel all tingly.
Yeah… me too.
“Jeeeeezuz, now I’m having a conversation with myself in my head without a mirror.  I need to get out of here.  I need some sort of entertainment.” Alex depressed the red button connected to her bed, thinking it was the call button; however, the pain medication pump made its mechanical, dosing noise.
Fuuuuuck – wrong button… I want my phone.  I want to call Kara.  I need… .
Alex’s last thoughts before slipping into a drug induced sleep were of Kara.




Kara Cometh

Alex woke from her drug induced nap to a warm feeling in her right hand.  She cracked open her good eye and saw that her hand was being covered by Kara’s.
Alex smiled widely as Kara came into focus, causing her lip to crack.  She winced in pain from the crack as well as the busted cheekbone.
“Now, Minnie has been telling me what a good patient you’ve been, don’t go screwing all that healing up just on my account,” Kara winked at Alex and smiled at Minnie who was sitting in the other visitor’s chair.
“You came. You’re here.  You’re in one piece!”  Alex said enthusiastically.
Kara dabbed cotton on Alex’s split lip and kissed her right cheekbone.  “Yes, I’m here and in one piece, because of you,” she said, squeezing Alex’s good hand.
“What the hell happened?  I locked you in the panic room and then the freaking door opened.  Why were you in police custody so long?  Bret told me it was you who shot the senator, how the hell did that happen?  And why hasn’t anyone come to question me about the whole thing?”  Alex spat her questions out in rapid succession.
Kara patted the air around Alex’s bed, “Okay, calm down.  I’m going to tell you everything and anything you want to know.  But you need to be calm and you can’t yell…”
“Dat’s right, I’ll sedate yo’ azz,”  Minnie said, getting up from her chair.  “Now I’m gonna give y’all your privacy, but I hear any yellin’ I’m comin’ back in for some sedatin’.” Minnie nodded at Kara and left the room, shutting the door behind her.
“Where the hell did you find that character?” Alex asked.
“Who, Minnie?  She’s fabulous, isn’t she?  Met her when I was in college,” Kara waved at the air, “But I think we have more important topics to cover, don’t you?”
Alex nodded yes ever so slightly.
“Okay.  Well – yes, you did lock me in the panic room.  And yes, I did stay in there and watch everything that was happening.  I watched you hide in the cabinet, I watched you stab that first man and lay him on the floor of the bedroom.  Then I saw the creep playing with himself in the second room.  Where the hell did the senator find that asshole?”  Kara looked off in the distance, thinking about it for a moment, then shook her head and continued.
“I saw everything that happened downstairs and then I saw you run out of the house, trying to get out of range to use the cell phone.  However, when I saw the senator and that other asshole pull you back into the house and toss your seemingly lifeless body onto the floor of the kitchen…I nearly died.”  Tears sprang into Kara’s eyes and she squeezed Alex’s hand. 
Alex squeezed back and pulled Kara’s hand up to her lips, kissed her hand and said, “I’m here now.”
A few tears fell from Kara’s watery eyes and she let out a burst of air that sounded like a mix between a laugh and a guffaw.
Damn she’s so beautiful, inside and out.
“I watched you on the screen for what seemed like an eternity.  I didn’t even notice that the senator, excuse me – Dick Dick, and his number one goon were outside the panic room door.  I just stared, Alex.  I thought you were dead!” Kara sobbed loudly, wiping the tears from her face.
Minnie opened the door with a fiery mischief in her eyes, but Kara held up her hand, causing Minnie to pull back and shut the door again.
Kara continued, “So when you finally moved, I did a happy dance because I knew you were alive.  I thought it strange you didn’t leave.  I didn’t realize that you found the cell phone signal disrupter thingy.  Then when you laid back down in all that blood, I thought you passed out again or something.  I realized that the men were coming back down the stairs to go wake you up.  I listened to the conversation that you and Johnson had and I knew I couldn’t stay in that room.”  Kara stared into Alex’s good eye and said, “I knew he wasn’t going to let us live and I didn’t know we had any cavalry coming to our aide.”
“So, you left the room?!”  Alex shifted uncomfortably in her hospital bed.
“Yes,” Kara said haltingly, “I left the room. I left the room right after you killed Vincent or whatever.  I hid in the cabinet I had seen you crawl into.  I heard you and Dick come into the bedroom, then I waited until I was one hundred percent certain that neither of you could hear me crawl out of the cabinet into the hall.  That was when he was shouting at me to open the door.”
“When I heard a shot ring out, my heart skipped a beat – I thought he had killed you.  Of course, then I heard a litany of swears come out of your mouth.”  Kara smiled and caressed Alex’s hand.  “I figured you were going to press the door’s trigger, and when it slid open to show that I wasn’t inside the room…” Kara trailed off.  “I just knew he wouldn’t need you anymore.  I’d thought I’d lost you so many times that night, I couldn’t handle actually losing you.  So I crept along the hallway to surprise him from behind,” Kara explained.  She continued more quietly, “But then I saw him shoot you…twice.  It was like I had no control over my own body – I fired every single bulled in that gun.  I fired them all into his back.”  Kara wept again and covered her face.
“I thought you were dead.  The look on your face…” Kara said in between sobs, “It was horrific.  Utter shock maybe?  From finding the room empty?”  Kara asked, knowing that Alex didn’t really know the answer. She continued, “I guess he shot you once in the vest and once in the shoulder.  You slid down the wall and passed out.  Probably from blood loss.  Your hand, your face, your shoulder,” Kara sniffled, touching Alex’s face. “But I got him.  I got him for you.”  Kara laid her head in Alex’s lap and continued to cry softly.
“Hey, hey… I’m not dead. I’m right here, thanks to you.  I saw your press conference, I might’ve done some heroic stuff, but you are my hero.  You saved me.  If he had gotten off another shot, I’m certain I’d be dead.”  Alex lifted Kara’s chin – forcing her to make eye contact. “You are my hero.  You saved me…. In more ways than one, got that?”
“Yeah, I got it.  I got to see Bret at the police station.  He gave me a special message from my wounded hero,” Kara said shyly.  Taking great care not to bump anything that shouldn’t be bumped, Alex scooted over the best she could, allowing Kara enough room to climb into her hospital bed. 
Alex asked, “So what’s a hero gotta do to get kissed around here?”
Kara raised herself up on her elbow and looked down at Alex, “You don’t look so good, you sure you can handle it?”
“Baby, I’m gonna have to handle it for the rest of my life, better get started right now,” Alex said smiling slightly so as to not re-crack her lip.
Kara stared deeply into Alex’s good eye and smiled the knowing smile of a woman in love.  She bent down to gently kiss Alex’s beaten face, and Alex squeezed her hard with her right arm, causing her to hoot loudly with laughter.  She uncurled her arm and said, “So my private nurse – thanks for that by the way, she’s crazy and funny as hell – she thinks I gotta rest to heal… and now that you’re here and safe… I think I can sleep without waking up in a sweaty panic.  How about taking a nap with me?”
Kara replied, “Baby, I’m gonna do it for the rest of my life, so I better get started right now,” and winked at Alex.
Kara carefully snuggled closer to Alex and for a few minutes they both talked about their future together, joking about how it would be filled with far fewer hospital beds, gunshots, and car chases.
Ten minutes later, Minnie entered the hospital room to find the two women snuggled together, sleeping soundly.
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