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Dedicated to anyone who thinks I’m writing about them.

I am.

K’Anne
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As Sandi Pasternack walked into the suite, she was pleased with the nice set of clothes her friend Dolly had insisted she wear to meet the former senator.  She’d heard him speak, he was charismatic, charming, handsome, and she hoped ... rich.  She wanted him to recommend her to some of his more important clients to help her get some outside jobs.  If something more of it came from it, then so much the better.

She didn’t know if he knew people who needed nursing, her kind of nursing, but she could see what connections he had.  If it required her particular touch, then that would make it all worthwhile.

Sandi didn’t know what had happened, but Richard, her husband, had somehow hidden their money so well she couldn’t find it.  What she didn’t know was that Alice had been siphoning it off, and now, she was near bankruptcy and foreclosure on the home she didn’t know had had a loan on it and was panicking.  

She’d worked for Sebastian for a time, enjoying the feel of the power over him in that remaining year, but Artum hadn’t really needed her except for a time or two when his men needed medical attention, and that didn’t pay too well, or at least not up to Sandi’s level of need.

She’d been there the day Alice Weaver and her wife Kathy, and that dreadful brat Emily of theirs had been there; she’d seen them tied up.  While surprised, she had thought if Artum had them, maybe they deserved whatever befell them.  Alice had been in chains, and she relished the thought that they would be tortured.  Unfortunately, one of the thugs had needed her help when he suffered a groin injury, and she’d left the mirrored room where she’d enjoyed seeing the slaps and wished she could have heard what had caused Emily to squirm and cry out, ‘No.’  That little shit had besmirched her own beloved daughter’s name and reputation and deserved whatever she got from Artum’s men.

Sandi had just gotten out of the house, ordered home because she was no longer needed when that house had blown up, and Artum hadn’t been seen since.  She’d heard through the grapevine that he’d been seen after the explosion, but she wondered if he was using that explosion to disappear and form a new identity.  Damn, that had been a lucrative source of income, almost up to what she felt she deserved, but she supposed Richard had paid the ultimate price by being associated with them. If she could just find where he had put their money!

“Senator,” Sandi said charmingly, holding out his hand.

Ken Edwards stared.  Sandi Pasternack looked almost like his dead wife, Cecelia!  Or, she did now that Dolly had dressed her in a matching outfit that Cecelia had been seen in occasionally.  Dolly had been given the photos and done her best to match Sandi to them.  Dolly even showed Sandi how to fix her hair to attract the former senator’s attention.

“You have to dress for success,” she convinced Sandi, trying to get her to follow her plan.  She didn’t like Sandi Pasternack and was her solitary friend, but she only stayed a friend with the bitchy woman because she had anonymously been paid to stay in the relationship.  If that cash kept showing up in her mailbox, she’d stay Sandi’s closest confidant.  She didn’t know what Sandi really did in hospice, but she did know Sandi needed more jobs, and it had been suggested in one of the cash payments, to introduce her to the former senator.  “Make her look like this.”  A picture had been included with the instructions.  “I believe Macy’s will have this type of suit.”  The instructions went on to include suggestions for makeup and then the hairstyle.

“Why do I have to do all this?  I’m going to try and find a job, not a date,” Sandi had complained, pulling at the suit.

“Senator Edwards can introduce you to a lot of influential people,” she reminded her prickly friend, wanting to strangle her.  She was such a bitch, and Dolly would love dearly to drop the friendship, but whoever was paying her would surely stop the cash money, and she found she desperately liked the extra money.  She also knew that whoever it was, was watching, and knew too much about her and Sandi, and it creeped her out.  She would do as she was told, the money notwithstanding.

* * * * *
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If Mrs. Fernandez noticed anything unusual about her employers, the extra bruises, the stiffening of their joints as they walked, she had learned long ago to keep her mouth shut.  She’d helped Alice find another crew to work the grounds, who would keep their mouth shut in exchange for the work the blonde would provide for them.  They were a legitimate crew; through a service this time, a friend of a friend owned the company.

She made their dinners, and when she was there, Alice was liberal with her time off, so she cleaned their home.  Anything else was beyond her, and she kept her nose out of it.  She pretended not to notice the cars always parked down the street.  She didn’t notice when someone slipped a tracking device or a listening device into the car that Kathy had so generously supplied her to get the groceries or for any other errand that the housekeeper must do.  She did her job, and that was all. If she observed anything else, she pretended not to.  

* * * * *
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“Oh God, I feel so ugly,” Kathy started to cry, looking in the mirror at the blotches all over her skin.  The doctor had assured her they would go away, but she looked so ill, and when she wasn’t wearing her scarves and hat, the baldness truly bothered her.

Alice heard her and entered the bathroom to take her into her arms.  Kathy struggled only briefly, too weak to really fight anyone, much less someone of Alice’s subtle strength, but let her wife hold her until the tears had gone away.  It took a while.  “Are you done?” Alice asked, and at Kathy’s nod, she positioned them so she could hold Kathy and look into her eyes.  Taking her head in both her hands, she held it still as she reached in for a tender kiss.  “You’re beautiful.  You are the kindest woman I know,” she said softly, sounding suspiciously like she, too, would cry.

Kathy looked at her in surprise.  Alice had rarely cried during the course of their marriage.  The tender kiss was wonderful, but she felt no desire, and for that, she hated the meds she was on.  She was tired of being sick, of feeling awful, but this wonderful woman still loved her.  She started crying again as she grasped Alice to her tightly.

Alice could remember a time when affection like this would have made her distinctly uncomfortable. However, time and familiarity had taught her that it was the receiving that was important.  Kathy needed things like this, and she was more than willing to provide her with the emotional support she seemed to crave.  She tasted the tears that streamed down her wife’s face and across their lips.  Even the wet saltiness of them had changed.  She could tell with the saliva they exchanged that something was different in Kathy’s body, not just the physical changes, but something from within.  She supposed with the different drugs that the doctor was pumping inside of her to fight cancer that, everything was changing.  She only hoped that Kathy could hang on long enough to win that fight.

* * * * *
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“So, you intend to train Emily to be as good as you?” Kathy teased after watching their workout.

Absolutely serious, Alice responded, “Oh no.”  Shaking her head, she lowered her voice and answered, “Better than I ever was.”

Alice had them watch a video of the human anatomy.  “See how if you hit here, here, and here?” she showed, slowing the video down.  She pointed at various points of the body.

“Mom, this is boring; this stuff doesn’t work anyways,” her son dismissed.

“No?” she asked, deceptively calm.

“Come on, Mom, you know all that stuff on TV is fake.  It’s dancing or something.”

She smiled, her eyes beginning to gleam a little.  “Dancing, eh?”

Emily backed away a few inches, realizing her brother had said something absolutely thoughtless.

“It’s not like you’re ever going to use any of this,” he stated, his hands spreading out to show how useless it all was.

“Are you stupid?” she asked him, waiting for a count of three, and before he could really answer, she shook her head.  “No, you’re not stupid; you’re letting your friends influence you, which is foolish.”  She moved quickly, and he thought he was faster, and because he was bigger, he could stop anything she threw at him.  She smiled, seeing him almost, but not quite, flinch. 

He turned to face her.  “Mom, I didn’t mean to insult you, no offense.”  Her eyes were turning an odd shade of color, and growing up in this house, he knew that it meant she was getting angry.

“It’s funny how somebody who says no offense, is offending a person they’re saying it to.  Or those people who say just joking when they aren’t joking in the least.”

“I didn’t mean anything by it,” he defended himself.  “It’s just that I don’t think any of this will really work in the real world.”

“What?  You don’t think I could take out somebody larger than me, taller than me, broader than me?”  She gestured towards him, walking nonchalantly around him.

“I’m sure you could,” he said placatingly, but his voice had a hint of derision.

Alice moved suddenly and jumped onto Sean’s back.  “See, I’m much smaller than he, but that’s to my advantage,” she explained to Emily, who was watching wide-eyed.  “This is why ...” she indicated her legs which were wrapped around his torso.  “I could so easily take him down.”

“C’mon, Mom, there’s nothing you can do,” Sean laughed, about to shrug her off.  “All I have to do is fall backwards, and the air is knocked out of you, game over.”  He really didn’t want to hurt his mother.

“Oh really?” she said in a smooth, sexy, and deadly voice.

Kathy came hobbling up, adjusting her robe, and squinting at the sounds of a workout from the exercise room, or rather, the lack of sounds.  She looked around Emily to see her wife on their son’s back right before Alice delivered a blow.

“But my feet, did you notice their location?” she continued smoothly.

Sean realized, just not in time, as the heels of her feet punched him in the balls before she pulled them back and to the sides.  He immediately went down on his knees.  

Alice rolled away, getting quickly back up on her feet. As she moved in, she wrapped her arm around his neck and, with leverage from being on her feet, began to apply pressure.  “Never underestimate a smaller opponent,” she told her son before he passed out.

“Alice,” Kathy rasped as Sean fell to the mat, still breathing but obviously unconscious.  “I told you to teach the children but not to kill them.  You might have cost us grandchildren,” she indicated her son’s balls that he had been clutching hard and didn’t allow him to bring his hands up to thwart her hold before he passed out.

“I didn’t kick that hard, just enough to bring him to his knees.  He’s tall!” she complained good-naturedly as she rolled him on his back, making sure he was still breathing.  “He’ll be fine,” she assured her wife, looking up with a grin.

“Oh my God, Mom, that was awesome,” Emily said admiringly.

Kathy looked at her excited daughter.  “You think hitting a guy in the balls and rendering him unconscious is awesome?”

“Yeah, I do.  He thought he should go easy on Mom because she’s a woman.  She just showed him that even though she’s smaller, she could be deadlier.”

Kathy couldn’t argue with such logic, but she kept her expression neutral and fixed Alice with a stare.  They all watched as Sean slowly came around.  “Make sure you give him ice to sit on for his balls,” she griped as she turned to go back upstairs.  “Try not to kill the children?” 

Alice grinned at Emily as she watched her wife leave.  “Want me to show you those moves?”

“Oh yeah,” the teen answered enthusiastically.  

* * * * *
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“I don’t think it’s fair that you hit me in the balls,” Sean grumbled later at the dinner table.  He still had ice packs between his legs and was sitting gingerly.

“No, but do you think an enemy will play fair?” Alice asked, handing him the pork chops as they discussed it.

He realized she was right.  He still didn’t like it, though.

“Let me know if you get blood in your urine,” Alice advised, and at Kathy and Sean’s concerned look, she shrugged.  “I didn’t hit him that hard.  He’s gotten harder hits with football, but for everyone, it’s different.”

“He was wearing a cup then,” Kathy pointed out, using her fork for emphasis.

“Sean, do you want to wear a cup in the future when we practice?” she asked, concerned.

He shook his head, grinned, and hefting the first bag, aimed and threw it into the kitchen sink.  The second soon followed.  “Can you show me the counter moves to those?” he asked.

“Of course,” Alice promised, returning her son’s admiring grin.  “I’ll show you where you should hit a woman, too, we have some of the same weak spots, believe it or not.”

“Where’d you learn all that?” he asked, helping himself to a mound of mashed potatoes.

“My father,” she admitted.  “He also had some ‘nam buddies who taught me a few things.”  She mentally shuddered as she recalled some of her ‘lessons’ from a child molester.  He hadn’t gotten far; she was much too quick for him, but under the guise of ‘teaching’, he had gotten in some gropes.

“He must have been a helluva guy,” Sean said.

“Watch your language,” Kathy and Alice said simultaneously.  Exchanging amused looks, they returned to the conversation.

“Sorry, Mom,” Sean said contritely, but to which mother he was referring neither knew nor cared.

“Well, some of what he taught me were good, but no, he was not a helluva guy,” she corrected him.  “He was a monster, and it would have been better if he hadn’t returned from the war.  I think it messed up his brain.”  She gestured at her head and made a circular motion near her temple.

Sean was quiet for a moment, thinking about that.  “Do you not want me to go into the military?”  He had mentioned it once and was still planning to do it.

“That’s your choice.  You can go right to college or whatever you want.  I don’t want you sitting around here taking up space.”  She gestured from the kitchen table where they were sitting towards the living room.  “You’re too intelligent for that, and while video games are fun, they aren’t real life.”

“I know, Mom, I know,” he admitted, starting to eat again.

Kathy looked at Alice with a worried look.

“I don’t want to go into the armed services,” Emily said prissily.

“Why not?” Alice asked.  “There are some fine people that came out of that life.  They learned a lot and have contributed greatly to this society.”

“You want me to go into the military?” Emily asked, aghast.

Alice shrugged.  “Only if that’s your calling.  Sean has indicated he wants to go.”  She gestured at her son, who was shoveling food into his mouth.  “If you wanted to go, we’d support you in that decision.”  Her own fork indicated Kathy and herself.  “Sean, eat like real people do, please?”  

He looked up, surprised and realized he had been wolfing down his food.  He slowed down and switched how he was holding his fork.  It was no longer held like a shovel.

Emily’s eyes were wide open as she looked at her parents and then at her brother, who had been busy shoveling in his food.  She was certain Alice didn’t want her to go into the military, but they’d been training for a while now.  

“Will you be teaching us how to use gloves?” Sean eventually asked.

“Gloves?  What do you need gloves for?”  Alice frowned a little, genuinely puzzled as to why he needed them.

He shrugged, thinking he had asked a foolish question.  “I’ve seen some of the martial arts that show them wearing gloves over their fists.”

“Well, you could wear gloves if you felt you needed them,” she began musingly.  “But I think it would be better that you learn without them because if it ever came to really defending yourself, no one is going to wait while you fetch a pair of gloves.”

Emily laughed a little, and Sean grinned in appreciation for what she was saying.  She explained it so he didn’t feel stupid for asking.

“Some things I might teach you,” she continued, “Might be harder, or rather you could hit harder with gloves, protecting your hands.  However, in real combat, nah.”  She shook her head.  She wore gloves a lot, mostly to hide fingerprints.  She saw as both her children nodded at her common-sense advice.

As Kathy began to cough over her dinner, having eaten very little, their concerns over their life careers were put on the back burner.  Eventually, Alice helped Kathy upstairs to bed.

* * * * *
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Alice worked with both kids until the end of the school year.  She was seeing a definite improvement in both of their techniques.  Sean still held back because she was his mom and because she was female. She would get him to stop that if she could.  

“You realize any female that realizes your weakness,” she touched him there, there, and there to show him that she could have struck him in those places, “Will take advantage.”

“You don’t think male superior strength ...”

“Has anything to do with someone who knows how to use their body as a weapon,” she finished for him.  “Concentrate,” she told him, finding his male arrogance annoying and wondering at times if she could beat it out of him.  She glanced at Emily before looking back.  “You’re making it too easy for me to ...” she started and missed the sign of the left cross.  He hit her squarely on the jaw, causing her to fly backwards, her legs going up, and she landed painfully onto her tailbone.

“Oh God, Mom.  I’m so sorry,” he began at once, rushing to help her up.

Shaking it off but feeling it on her chin and butt, she waved his apologies away.  She should have seen it coming and paid attention.  She’d been stressing that to both kids.  “Hang on, you got me good.  Let me get my breath back.  Remember, I’m older than you,” she said as though she were admonishing him and yet trying not to get angry.  It wasn’t his fault that she had been distracted.  As he leaned forward to help her up, she entangled her legs in his, hurting the bruise she knew she would have on her tailbone, as she took him down, too.  “All it takes is a momentary distraction,” she said, watching him as he looked at her shocked.

He lay there, shocked at how easily she had taken him down.  “I was trying to help you up ...” he began once he got over his surprise.

“I was trying to explain to you when you socked me,” she countered, laughing.

“Are you okay, Mom?” Emily asked, having seen her head whip around and the spittle flying.

“I’m fine.  I got myself into this,” she stated; although he had gotten her fairly, she kept her anger in check.

“What about me?” Sean asked his sister where he was lying on the mat.

“What about you?  You big ox,” she sneered.

“Oh yeah?” he asked, trying to whip around and ensnare her legs with his, but she did a nice little pirouette and danced out of his reach.

“See, I told you those dance classes would help,” Alice told her dryly and then tried to rise.  She knew she would have a nice little bruise on her backside, and her jaw would be sore for a few days.  “Okay, guys, I want you to practice the moves I’ve taught you so you automatically know how to counter.”

“Aww, Mom, we’ve done this a thousand times,” Emily complained this time; usually it was Sean.  She watched as he started getting up off the mat, Alice following, albeit a bit slower.  

“I’ll bet I’ve done those moves a thousand times, even in bed, as I thought about it.  How I would move or countermove to their moves.  The attack spots, the vulnerable spots, just practice it over and over again.  Look what happened today.  I just looked away for a second, and he got me.  That’s all an opponent needs; one good punch, and you’re down.  You would have been able to get in a few more kicks or punches if we were really fighting,” she complemented Sean, who had been worrying that she was going to be pissed.
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