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Chapter One

Rachel wrung her hands as she sat on
the cool metal bench in the waiting room of the police station.
After fighting an inner battle with herself for two hours that
morning, she had driven the short distance to the brick building
downtown to … what? She still didn’t really know what she was going
to do. Tattle on her neighbor? Ever since her neighbor had moved in
she’d been feeling … suspicious. There was something not quite
right about the whole situation. She didn’t know what, exactly, it
was that just didn’t seem to ‘fit’, but something didn’t, and it
made her uneasy.

A door hinge squeaked and a man
dressed all in navy blue called out her name.

She let out a deep breath as she stood
and moved towards the door that led to the back rooms. She really
needed to get over her sixth grade feelings that she was being a
worrywart tattletale. That was what they used to call her—as if she
was the one in the wrong and she should’ve just ignored the fact
that they were doing something shouldn’t! Rachel shrugged
internally, trying to shake off the sense of guilt that was
plaguing her and moved through the door and to the room where the
detective signaled.

The chair squeaked as she sat down on
the cushion and the air released from the seat, as if she’d broken
wind. It rattled her. She felt her face heat with
embarrassment.

“I’m Detective Orwitz.
You’re here because of a neighborhood issue?” he said without
looking at her, shuffling through a notebook to find an empty
page.

“Well, yes,” she began and
then paused. Where should she start? Should she talk about her
conviction that her new neighbor that was obviously hiding
something? She wasn’t sure what he was hiding, but she sensed there
was something about him that he was covering up.

“First, I need your
name.”

The question jolted her. Hadn’t he
already called her name when she was in the waiting room? “Rachel
Fuller.”

He wrote it down.
“Birthday?”

She wasn’t sure why he needed that
information, but she gave it to him anyway.

“Do you live
alone?”

“What?” she demanded.
“What does that matter when I’m here to report suspicious
activity?”

“Do you have suspicious
activity in your neighborhood?” he asked and sat back in his chair
and finally looked at her.

“Well, yes, or else I
wouldn’t be here. There is something strange going on in the
neighborhood,” she began and took a breath before continuing. “It
all started when this man moved in to the apartment next door.
He…”

“Is he a handsome man?”
Detective Orwitz asked. He wore a smirk on his face that Rachel
didn’t like. Was he making fun of her?

“Well … I … I don’t know,”
she stammered. Her neighbor wasn’t ugly, by any means, but was he
handsome with his mysterious ways? She certainly wasn’t going to
tell the police she thought her neighbor might be handsome, if he
didn’t dress like such a nerd all the time.

“I imagine that he caught
your attention when he moved in, seeing as how you live alone in
the neighborhood,” he said and made some notes on the paper. She
frowned. She didn’t remember telling him she lived
alone.

And she hadn’t told him anything yet.
What was he writing down?

She sat up straight and tried to read
what he’d scribbled on the legal pad. He looked up and saw what she
was doing and quickly moved his arm over the paper so she couldn’t
read his notes.

Rachel hunched back down in to her
chair. “He’s alright to look at, but I never studied him close
enough to consider if he was handsome or not. But ever
since…”

“But you studied him
enough to know he is doing something illegal in the neighborhood?”
The detective scrawled another sentence on the paper.

What was he writing? She wanted to
know! “I don’t know if he’s doing anything illegal or not. I wanted
to come down here and tell you about my suspicions, in case there
was anything else going on and you needed to know.”

Detective Orwitz studied her and she
began to feel uncomfortable. She suddenly felt like she was back in
sixth grade, when the teacher told her to quit making up stories
about what happened at recess. But Rachel hadn’t made up any
stories. She just told the teacher what she thought she saw on the
playground. She finally quit telling the teacher what she saw
because no one ever believed her anyway.

Rachel shook her head and brought
herself back to reality. “I just have this feeling when I see him
out at night – and he’s wearing sunglasses – that something isn’t
right. He looks like he’s sneaking away with something.”

“Are your TV shows on
today,” the detective asked as he studied her with a smug
expression?

“My shows? I don’t watch
TV,” she said with defiance. Did he think she watched detective
shows on TV and was trying to make up her own?

“Ooooh,” he said, as if
her answer explained a lot. “What do you do then when you aren’t
watching the neighborhood for suspicious people?”

Rachel felt her face heat, partly from
discomfort and partly anger at the sarcasm she thought she detected
in his tone. “Uh, I have things to do, you know. I work at the
library and I read a lot of books—books about real life, not the
fiction stories. I know what happens out in the world,” she said
with bluster. Was he saying she didn’t have enough to do and was
making up stories?

“How long have you worked
at the library? Do you interact with people there or just the
books?” The detective scribbled some more notes on to his paper and
that made her angrier.

“Why are you asking me
questions that don’t have anything to do with what is going on in
my neighborhood? The library is across town. It has nothing to do
with what is going on by my apartment. Don’t you want to know what
is happening in my area?” she asked. So much for the police wanting
to protect and serve those that lived in their jurisdiction! This
man was simply asking irrelevant questions.

“Well, so far you’ve told
me the only suspicious activity going on is that you have a new
neighbor who wears his sunglasses at night. Not so suspicious to
me, yet. Does he have some kind of eye or skin condition where he
needs to wear these glasses?” he asked.

“I don’t know! I don’t
even know the man. He only moved in a few weeks ago. With very
little boxes, I might add,” she said under her breath.

“You watched him move in
then?” Detective Orwitz asked.

Why was he trying to make it sound
like she was the one who was acting suspiciously and not her
neighbor? “I was at home on the day he moved in, so yes I saw him
moving boxes in to his apartment.”

“Did you call in sick to
work that day just so you could watch him?” he asked and furiously
scribbled notes.

“No!” she said with
determination. She wrung her sweaty hands together again. This was
getting her nowhere! Why had she decided to come in this morning
and seek help, anyway? How were they going to help when they
weren’t asking the right questions to begin with?

The detective tapped his pen on the
table and thought for a minute. He seemed to be reviewing his
notes, which Rachel was trying to interpret from seeing upside
down.

“So, you just happened to
be home and notice he only carried in a few boxes that day. Did the
boxes have any peculiar marking on them? Were they labeled with
anything sinister?”

There was the sarcasm
again, just when
she’d begun to think he was taking her seriously! “Not that I know
of. I didn’t just watch him all day. I was cleaning my apartment
and doing the laundry since it was my day off,” she replied,
remembering what she was doing that day. Her first instinct was
that her neighbor wasn’t the nerd he was trying to present himself
as. He dressed like one, granted. But the competent swagger to his
walk just didn’t seem to fit.

“Do you have cats in your
apartment?” Orwitz asked suddenly. He stopped and glanced at her
quickly as if this question was really important.

Rachel thought she heard a chair
scrape outside of the interview room door. Was there somebody
listening in to their interview? Rachel did have ONE cat, but she
wasn’t some single crazy cat lady looking for an adventure. “Do you
think my cat had something to do with this?” Rachel sat back and
blinked her eyes in confusion. Why was he asking these
questions?

“Probably not. How many
cats do you have in your apartment?”

Rachel ground her teeth together
before she answered. “Just one. Would you like her name and
description, too?” she asked sarcastically.

“Sure,” he said and poised
his pen, ready to write. “Fire away.”

“Humpphf!” Rachel
exclaimed and slumped in her chair. She was kidding. She had only
been kidding but he seriously wanted her cat’s
description?

“Description of your cat?”
he repeated.

“Furry. Four legs. Meows
when hungry,” she answered snidely. This trip was going to be a
waste of her time apparently.

“Name?”

“Chloe.” Were there any
other cats on suspect lists, she wondered to herself? Were these
policemen this crazy all the time and asking questions that didn’t
have anything to do with the case they were supposed to be working
on? “Can we get down to business? Don’t you want to know what else
is going on in the neighborhood – the whole reason I came down here
in the first place? Don’t you have a lot of suspicious activity
going on with aliens and criminals in other parts of the city,
too?”

“Not that I know of,” he
said. “I’m just reviewing my notes here. Looks like we’re about
done.”

Rachel almost went out of her mind.
About done? Done? She hadn’t answered any real questions yet on the
potential crimes that could be going on right next door in her
neighbor’s apartment, yet he thought he had enough information?
What was wrong with this man?

“Is there someone else I
should talk to? Somebody who handles suspicious activity in the
neighborhoods?” she ventured. Maybe this guy only asked the
preliminary questions and left the other dirty work to someone
else.

He stopped reading his notes and
looked up at her. “I’m in charge of the suspicious activity
division. Why do you ask?” he asked, raising an eyebrow. Suddenly
she didn’t feel so safe in the neighborhood, especially is these
were the type of cops out protecting her from crime. He wouldn’t
know a crime if it bit him on the ass!

Rachel blew out a breath she didn’t
know she was holding. Maybe she was the crazy one, like he was
insinuating. Had she really seen her neighbor do anything that was
illegal? Wearing sunglasses at night was weird, but not criminal.
And the way he watched when she walked by wasn’t a crime either. It
just made her skin prickle a little because she knew he was
watching.

She was wondering what he was thinking
and watching so closely. There were people coming to his apartment
sometimes, but they looked relatively normal and came during the
daytime hours. If they were criminals, would they operate in the
middle of the day like that?

“No reason,” she finally
answered. Maybe she was jumping the gun here and acting like a
crazy cat woman after all?

“Was your neighbor home
when you came down here this morning?” he asked.

Rachel shrugged. “His car was in the
parking lot, but I don’t know if he walked somewhere. His car is
always in the parking lot.”

“Hmmm,” he mumbled to
himself. Maybe they were finally getting somewhere.

“What time do you work
today? Are you going in to the library to work with books again
today?” he asked. The room was starting to feel warm to her. Or
else her temper was really starting to boil over and cause her to
think she wasn’t chilly anymore.

Seriously. Her work schedule had
nothing to do with the suspicious activity, she wanted to
scream.

“I might be. What does my
work schedule have to do with what might be going on? His car is
home when I leave and it’s still sitting there when I return. It
rarely goes anywhere on any day, night or day. Wouldn’t you like to
know about his schedule and what he does?”

“Sounds like you watch him
a whole lot then,” he said. “Not much else to do when you’re
reading a real book?” The detective stood up and walked to the
door. “I’ll be right back.”

Rachel rolled her eyes and shook her
head. She should just leave. This was obviously a bad idea that was
going nowhere fast.

The detective walked in with a big
stack of books. “Here are…,” he started to say.

“Look, this was a bad
idea. Forget I ever said anything about any suspicious activity in
my neighborhood. I’m just going to go home now,” she said and stood
up.

“I just went and got you
some of the books we have in the back room for people who are
sitting in the holding cell if you want to borrow them. Lots of
good…”

“What?” she exclaimed and
looked more closely at the pile he held in his hands. These weren’t
books with pictures of suspects in them. They were fictional books!
Of all the nerve!

“I got something for you
to do while ….”

She didn’t need to hear anymore. She
knew this was a mistake. Rachel grabbed her purse and marched out
of the little interview room. She stalked down the hallway and
towards the other door where she had come in, her cheeks flaming.
She’d never been so humiliated in all of her life! The policeman
was suggesting she didn’t have enough to do and was making this all
up!

“Have a good day,” the
officer called out to her from the front desk as she stalked by.
She only grunted and kept marching outside, where she could get
some fresh air and breathe. She had to calm down!

Rachel climbed in to her car and sat
in the seat, staring ahead out the windshield. Her apartment wasn’t
too far away, but she’d driven anyway because it had looked like
rain when she left.

But that certainly didn’t seem to
matter to her neighbor, because there he was, smack dab in the
middle of the sidewalk in the next block, walking away from her.
Rachel wanted to smack her head in frustration, but she simply
started up the engine and drove in the other direction to
work.


Chapter Two

Detective Orwitz sat at the table and
went over the notes as Ms. Rachel Fuller fled the interview room.
Very interesting woman, indeed, he thought to himself. She liked
books, but didn’t take any that were offered to her to
read.

She liked to watch her neighbor, but
claimed she didn’t watch her neighbor a lot.

So how did she know he was doing
something suspicious if his car was always home, there were no loud
parties going on and minimal traffic to his front door?

“Hey, Witz, you sure made
her mad!” Detective Brady said from outside of the interview room.
He had left the door open on purpose so his partner could hear the
details of this suspicious activity report, but maybe that was a
mistake.

“It seems I did. But I’m
not sure why,” he answered.

Brady stuck his head around the door.
“Seriously? She was making up this crazy stuff just so she could
come down here and see what we do. There’s nothing going on around
this town,” he said.

“Yeah, I figured she was
bored and making it up. She sees all those books and wanted to come
up with a good story herself, so this was the best she could come
up with,” he said distractedly. He kept reading the notes he’d
taken while she was talking, trying to get a handle on what the
real reason was for her visit.

“She was kinda cute
though, in a crazy lady sort of way,” Brady said and leaned against
the doorjamb. “Maybe I can visit and see if she wants to go out for
dinner sometime.”

Orwitz rolled his eyes. He had been
partners with Brady for several years now and the man never let an
opportunity with a good looking woman go by. There was even one
time when they were about to arrest a good looking woman that he
was having second thoughts about just because he wanted to ask her
out for dinner.

“No,” he said.

“No what? She wasn’t cute?
Or you got dibs on her because you saw her first? I guess you can
ask her to dinner and then when you mess it up, I’ll swoop in and
….” Brady was going in to great detail on his plan.

“Stop. You aren’t asking
her to dinner and neither am I. Go find a woman who isn’t in to
making up stories and looking for activity in her neighborhood
because she’s bored,” he said. He stood up and walked to his desk,
hoping that stretching his legs would do him some good.

Brady followed him and sat in his own
desk chair, which faced Orwitz’s desk and chair.

“Has she been down here
before with stories? I didn’t get a chance to look for a file on
her, but I think if she was a repeat reporter, I would’ve
recognized her,” Brady said and then jumped up to search in the
file cabinet.

“That’s the part that
bothers me,” he said, scratching his chin. “It seemed like she was
making it up to get back here, but why was she suddenly making up
stories? Does she want attention from this guy in the neighborhood
and figures reporting him to us is the best way to get
it?”

“Well, it would certainly
get my attention if one of my neighbors was reporting me to the
police and I hadn’t done anything wrong,” Brady said and pulled a
manila folder out of the metal drawer. “Fuller, Rachel. Let’s see
what you have in this incredibly thin folder.”

“She does have a file?”
Orwitz asked and leaned back in to his chair. The hinges groaned as
the wheels kicked him back a few inches.

Brady ignored him but read over the
sheet entered in. “Well, this is no help. It seems she was in a car
accident three years ago. Not her fault. It’s the only thing
included in her file,” he said in a voice that sounded pretty
happy. “Maybe she isn’t crazy after all.”

Orwitz didn’t say anything for a
minute as he watched his partner sit down with the file.

“I still have to check it
out, you know,” he murmured. “It was a report made and I have to
check it out, under the law. You know that. Crazy sounding or
not.”

Brady shrugged. “Good luck, then. You
never asked her where she even lived,” he pointed out.

Crap. Orwitz snapped up in his chair
and his mouth gaped open. “What?” He rifled through the notes he’d
taken and furiously read them, trying to find an address for the
woman.

“You were too busy trying
to figure out what she was all about and you ignored where she
was from,” Brady
said in a mocking manner. He had a glint in his eye that Orwitz
didn’t like. Once Brady got a hold of a piece of information, it
was never a good thing. Especially if that information was wrong,
like he was insinuating now.

“I do not like that
woman,” he said out loud.

“I didn’t say you did,
really. But did you say it out loud to convince me or yourself?” he
said.

This was exactly what he’d feared.
Brady was getting it all wrong. All he was trying to do was get
information from a woman who liked to entertain herself with
stories at their expense, and now he was being accused of liking
the girl.

“I have a duty to carry
out for this town just as you do. We were sworn to protect and
serve everyone—the story tellers, the men, the women, the young and
the old. I simply forgot to get her address because I thought the
front desk did before she made it back to the interview room,” he
answered with a partial truth. Sometimes the front desk did get all
of the information from the interviewees. However, it was his job
to verify that the information was correct and there.

“Well they didn’t,” Brady
pointed out.

“I see that,” he snapped.
Just then, he had a bright idea.

“What?” Brady asked as he
kicked both of his feet up to the corner of his desk. “That look on
your face tells me you just figured something out.”

Why did his partner have to know him
so well? Couldn’t he have any secrets around here? “Yeah. Yeah, I
did just figure something out. I might not have her home address,
but she said she worked in the library. How many libraries are in
this town?” Ha. He could act like it was all planned in front of
Brady and that he didn’t need her home address because he had her
work one.

“One, in this town. But if
she works in another town, there are four or five,” Brady said with
a smirk on his face. “You going to chase her down at all of those
places, too?”

Orwitz groaned inwardly. He was
assuming she worked in this library. But wait, hadn’t she said she
worked in the library that was across the town from her
neighborhood? Maybe she wasn’t even in his jurisdiction? If she
wasn’t, then it wasn’t his job to check out her cockamamie
story!

“She works in this town or
she wouldn’t have come to this station. I’m sure of it. I’ll make a
trip out to the library soon and get some more answers from her,”
Orwitz said decisively.

“Make sure you get her
home address, too,” Brady said snidely.

“Well, if it turns out she
works here and lives in another jurisdiction, then she ain’t our
problem!” Orwitz snapped, wadding up a piece of paper and throwing
it at his partner. “Ha ha. It was simply an oversight that no one
up front got her address and neither did I. But you can’t get out
of following this up so easy. Be ready to go tomorrow morning when
the library opens up and we will ask some more questions,” he said,
feeling a lot smarter.

“I’m not going on this
wild goose chase. It’s a waste of time and you know it. There’s
nothing going on in this town, illegal aliens or otherwise, that
needs attention right now,” Brady said and sat up straight in his
chair.

“Maybe there is, maybe
there isn’t. But we have a duty to find out for sure,” Orwitz said
and smiled at his friend and partner.

Brady just shook his head and swore
under his breath. “An entertainer, that’s all she is.”
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