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High Tide
Treasure

Synopsis

For actions unbecoming a SWAT
officer, Alex Conrad is suspended for 30 days. Rather than stay in
Toronto and sulk, she decides to go home to Miner’s Cove and spend
some quiet recovery time in a sleepy maritime community where
nothing ever happens. After being away for three years her only
perceived danger was coming back and reconciling with her
father.

While working as a
volunteer for the local police force in Miner’s Cove she picked a
murder case that nobody on the force cared about. It is then that
she discovered clues to an ancient Aztec treasure hidden deep in
the abandoned coal mine under the city. She teams up with a
mysterious and handsome young man from Mexico who is visiting
Miner’s Cove to supposedly investigate drug smuggling routes.

A trip to Mexico
solves many mysterious clues found in the mines. After returning to
Miner’s Cove she ventures deep into the old and deadly mine shaft
in search of the Aztec Treasure. She soon discovers she is not the
only one after the treasure and for those people, murder is not a
deterrent.


Prologue

Laying on the
floor and crumpled in a heap is a SWAT uniform. Three bars on the
shoulder indicate rank of Lieutenant Colonel, First Command Federal
SWAT Team Panther Seven. Only the most elite of any of the Armed
Forces bother attempting to sign up for this squad. Very few of
those even come close to making it. The crossed rifle and knife
insignia on the right shoulder indicates honourable sniper status
and the ability to kill quickly.

 


Folded neatly on a
nearby chair is a white pair of pants. On the back of the chair
hangs a white shirt. Great care has been taken to guard against
creases. On the right shoulder of the shirt is the insignia of
Toronto hospital, Saint Ann. A gold metallic name tag reads; RN.
CPP. Nurse Claymore. On the floor is a pair of white shoes as if
standing at attention ready to respond to an emergency.

 


The bed is in
turmoil and the pillows are on the floor. Sheets are wrapped around
sweaty bodies and one very tired arm is dangling off the bed. His
chest is heaving and trying to recover from the ordeal. He knows
that if these marathons are going to continue he’ll have to work
out more.

 


Her eyes slowly
open and pleasant memories come to mind and body. Right now a more
pressing issue demanded attention. It was a struggle to unwrap the
sheets without waking Greg but when finally accomplished
successfully she tip-toed into the bathroom. When the toilet was
flushed Greg lazily opened one eye. He hoped she would return to
bed and keep his feet warm but instead he saw her walking toward
the bedroom door. He kept his voice low, trying to sound
alluring,

“Alex, come back
to bed.”

 


She is thirty two
years old and as demanded by her profession is in prime physical
condition. Her blond hair is cut short, not touching her shoulders.
Disappointed that she had been caught trying to escape, her bare
shoulders sagged. Reluctantly, she turned to face her lover and
while trying to sound sweet said,

“Why? What else is
there to be done?”

“For one thing,
you can come back here and keep me warm.”

“Wrap the covers
around you then.”

He was persistent
and held out a pleading hand to her.

“Come on Alex, how
about we just talk for a while then?”

“No, I want to
watch my program.”

 


Something inside
Greg was heating up and it wasn’t looking at his naked lover at the
door. She always left the bed right after making love. It wasn’t
that they didn’t hold hands and talk. They often did but never in
bed. While he was disappointed and feeling rejected at her
coldness, she was resentful at his constant hounding for
affection.

 


What was said next
could have been attributed to the pressure of their respective
jobs. He was at an end, confused about her perceived rejection and
although trying to hold back, this time there was no escape route.
He tried not to snap at her but it didn’t work. She certainly
noticed the change of tone from alluring to abrupt.

“You always walk
away from me, never staying.”

She absorbed his
frustration and shot back,

“For what? You did
a good job, I don’t want anymore.”

“There’s no
affection in you. Why can’t you stay and cuddle just for a little
while? You’ve got to learn to bend a bit. It’s like you’re a drill
sergeant or something. This isn’t the army, it’s our bedroom and
there are two people here.”

 


Where he was
looking for sugar and spice, Alex was filled with snails and puppy
dog tails. She took a few quick steps toward him but it was not to
reach out, rather to strike out, snapping,

“Why are you
always talking like that? It’s like you want somebody all girlie
and cute, a breeder of children. I don’t want children. I’ve told
you that before. There is no place in my life and career for things
like that right now.”

And the final word
was the most hurtful of all,

“This is me, take
it or leave it!”

Greg heard and
understood the threat very well.

 


Suddenly the cell
phone on the dresser rang and her hand instinctively sprang out for
it. Looking at the caller ID number and while staying in her curt
mood she snapped,

“What?”

It must have been
a short message for she said nothing else, nodded and hung up.
While still annoyed at Greg, she snapped,

“I’ve been called
to a situation involving gang members in a parking garage downtown.
I have to go.”

 


Defeated once
again, he silently watched as she slipped into her uniform.
However, he felt the need to strike back and so with little thought
to the consequences he blurted out,

“I want a
relationship with a woman, not a man.”

As she turned to
go, just glad to be out of here, she snapped back,

“Jesus man, get
some balls.”

However, he had
the last word, yelling after her,

“Maybe I could use
yours.”

 


As most, this
argument was not satisfying, both once again losers. Dejected, he
sat at the edge of the bed and wondered where this love affair with
Alex Conrad was going. The answer hurt for he now realized that as
torrid as it was, it was going nowhere. It was over. Slowly he
looked to his white uniform hanging on the chair. His eyes lowered
to the white shoes on the floor and like his love for her were also
going nowhere.


Chapter 1

A thirty day
suspension

After members of SWAT team Panther
7 had terminated a gang fight in the parking arcade, Alex and seven
of her team members are back in the precinct and changing into
their civvies. Because she was the only female member of the squad,
she was changing in row three while the rest of the team was on the
other side of the lockers in row two.

 


She was standing
beside her open locker pulling off her Kevlar vest when she heard
the voices of her team on the other side. She recognized Brian’s
voice,

“Jesus Christ she
took out five by herself.”

Seeing the danger
and folly of her actions, another SWAT member was not as impressed.
His mood was foul and disrespectful of his Lieutenant. Intending
for Alex to hear every word, his voice was loud and clear.

“Sure, but we are
supposed to be a team. Her single handed macho action was
inappropriate and dangerous for a SWAT member.”

She ignored the
fact that he was right, that she had acted out of team parameters.
In the heat of the battle she admits that she was filled with both
adrenalin and anger of what had happened just hours before in
Greg’s bedroom. Both were a catalyst for the bad decisions she made
on this assignment.

 


A voice suddenly
boomed over the PA system,

“Debrief in one
hour. Have your reports ready.”

What came next was
not a surprise to her.

“Lieutenant Alex
Conrad, my office, now.”

This was not be
the first time she had been called to Commissioner Maddox’s office
for action inappropriate for a SWAT member and so took the command
rather lightly. At the locker room door, she turned to look back at
the rest of her team. They were all standing there watching her
leave.

 


Commissioner
Maddox’s office was typical of most offices of high rank. One wall
was all glass. As usual, the venetian blinds were open allowing a
view of his precinct and officers milling about out there. When
Alex entered the office, he looked up and pointed to a chair on the
other side of his desk. He then flipped a switch and the venetian
blinds closed. She had seen the Commissioner’s stern face before
but that was not what concerned her. She knew that she was in
trouble because he had never bothered to close the blinds
before.

 


Commissioner
Maddox was still a few years from retirement, but looked very much
as if he was ready for it now. He was once as fit as any of the
Panther 7 members but that was a long ago and many pounds later. It
seemed that the faster he gained weight, the more hair he lost. He
often wondered about the correlation.

 


After sitting, she
noticed that her personnel file was on the desk in front of him.
Understanding that she was about to get a tongue lashing she struck
a submissive pose. Her feet were flat on the floor and hands folded
in her lap. Like a good police officer, once again she was prepared
to accept a reprimand. After a brief moment of a staring contest
that she lost, Maddox finally spoke.

“It’s not like you
to go off the page and act alone like this Alex. What’s going
on?”

 


Because of her
work environment, surrounded by machoism, she had always kept her
personal life to herself. There was no way she was going to admit
that a lover’s spat had somehow gotten in the way of strategic
military decision making. She shrugged her shoulders and
replied,

“I don’t know what
you mean Sir.”

Not accepting her
dismissive reply, he patted her personnel file and said,

“This folder is
full of commendable action and devotion to your position as a SWAT
team leader but lately that has not been evident. Today you
completely went off the page and acted as if you were the only SWAT
member in the field. You are distracted by something that is
detrimental to the safety of your team and I cannot have that.”

 


After another
brief staring contest he judged that she was unaware of what he was
getting at. He got right to the point.

“I need you to
take a break Alex, and it’s not a request. I’m ordering you to take
a thirty day stress leave.”

She reacted with
shock. That was not the slap on the wrist she was expecting. She
objected,

“What? Oh, come
on. I had everything under control. There was no need to engage the
rest of my team and put them in danger.”

He was having none
of it.

“Alex, you
deliberately told your team to standby while you charged into the
building alone and without backup. Against SWAT protocol you acted
like an infallible demon charging around and killing five members
of the drug gang.”

She blurted out in
anger,

“They were armed
and returning fire!”

“I’m not
questioning that. What I am concerned about is your seeming lack of
concern for your own safety. It all points to stress. In this unit
and especially from the team leader, that was inappropriate
conduct. Damn it Alex, you know I like you. Shit of the matter is I
am very proud of you. But this bullshit about going off the page
has to stop.”

She knew that Greg
and what happened last night was her personal monster. She also
understood that she had been reprimanded and conceded,

“Okay, I’ll stick
to the page from now on. Don’t worry about it.”

 


He was very
sympathetic to her admission of defeat and even sounded
compassionate while saying,

“No Alex. Not this
time. There is something in you needing to be ironed out. You know
damn well you don’t have to prove anything to me. I picked the best
team leader and I am staying with that decision. However, like most
of us who are under constant pressure, we sometimes need to take a
break. As of right now, you are on a thirty day stress leave. No
argument. This conversation is over.”

 


He tried to
punctuate his authority by crossing his arms across his chest, but
it was futile. He needed either longer arms or a smaller belly.
Feeling rejected she conceded defeat. As she started to slowly
remove her badge strung around her neck he said,

“Stress leave is
not a suspension. Keep the badge and your hand gun.”

In a low tone she
replied,

“And just what
would I need a gun and badge for while sitting around my apartment
for thirty days?”

“I knew you would
do that, go and hide. Alex, you need to get away. Go somewhere and
find yourself. Find out why you need to constantly prove your worth
to the men on the force?”

His next question
was as heartfelt and concerned as if coming from a stress
management councillor.

“What’s wrong
inside you Alex?”

 


He flipped her
file open, scanned it and added,

“It says here that
you’re from a small town called Miner’s Cove. To me, that sounds
like a peaceful and uncomplicated place. Why not go home to your
family, spend thirty days where there is no stress and nothing ever
happens?”

She turned
slightly in her chair, sulked and said,

“Trust me. It’s a
boring small coastal mining town.”

“Boring is exactly
what you need. If you want, I can contact the Chief of police there
and have you assigned as a temporary officer. He is always bitching
about a lack of budget and his small force. I’m sure he’d love to
have you on the force for a month.”

She seemed to
think about it for a moment, moped, and replied,

“Crap.”


Chapter 2

Welcome
Home

While wondering
about the irony of ‘forced stress leave’ for how can it not be
stressful if it is forced, she reluctantly accepted her punishment
for ‘off the book’ conduct. She spent that night in her apartment
with her favourite lonesome companion, a bottle of Jack Daniels.
She made two phone calls. One was to her mother telling her about
her upcoming holidays and how she would like to come home for a
visit. Naturally, her mother was ecstatic.

 


The next phone
call had to wait until 11:30 PM. That was when Greg would be on
duty at the Emergency Ward and not answering his phone. She didn’t
want to talk to him, just to leave a message. While waiting for the
right time, she had run numerous excuses and lies through her mind
explaining why she was going away but none seemed adequate. A few
were even ridiculous. At the right time, she dialed and waited for
the beep. She swallowed hard and reported,

“It’s me. I have
to go away for a while. I need space to think some things over.
I’ll call you later.”

She had intended
to imply that it was stress at work that needed to be thought out
but unfortunately that was not how Greg understood the cold
message.

 


As she was only
planning to stay away for a month, a dejected Alex Conrad left
everything in the apartment the way it was. Perhaps the dishes
should have been done, but there was no hurry, next month would be
fine. What difference could it make? She packed all her clean
clothes and left the dirty ones for when she returned.

 


Where there should
be some sunshine in her heart, going home to see her sister, mom
and dad, there was not. It was a gloomy night in her soul. In the
course of just one day she had lost the only man she had ever loved
and a job that she had coveted from as early as she could remember.
As far as she was concerned fate had dealt her a hand of bones.

 


She had packed the
night before and caught an early morning flight to St. John New
Brunswick. After a very smooth hour and a half flight east to the
Maritimes she landed at the St. John International Airport. At the
car rental agency there was no way she was ever going to be caught
driving a small compact car and so opted for a Dodge Ram Laramie
pickup truck for the month. Out in the parking lot she threw her
suitcase and duffle bag into the back of the truck, climbed into
the cab and turned south toward Miner’s Cove.

 


It was a warm
summer day in the Maritimes. The sun was shining with an occasional
dark cloud looming in the distance. That is how it was in her mind
as well. The dark cloud of a few days ago was slowly drifting away
from an unwanted memory of Greg and the mystery of what happened
between them. To escape his unwanted memory she drove faster.
However, as he was trapped in her memory, the distance she was
trying to put between them meant nothing. She had managed to
convince herself that was the way she wanted it, to get home and
forget about him.

 


If she took the
main highway to Miner’s Cove, it would be about a twenty-minute
drive but because of the beautiful day, she opted for the slower
secondary Larimore Road. This would extend the drive by fifteen to
twenty minutes but she didn’t care. The more she drove, the more
she was reminded of the beauty of the countryside and the better
she was starting to feel about this forced stress leave. She rolled
her window down to breathe in the fresh air. It was starting to
smell like home.

 


When she
approached Wicker Hill she knew Miner’s Cove was just around the
corner. And there it was. She looked across the rolling hills to
see a scenic small community in the distance. The origin of the
name was no mystery as the area has been mined for coal practically
since the country had been discovered in the 1490’s. To this day,
the main industry is still coal mining and augmented with the
trains hauling it to the docks over at St. John. Many say that
Miner’s Cove had been built and expanded over the ancient
mineshafts. A local joke was that it was like living on a brick of
Swiss cheese.

 


Rather than drive
straight through town she turned left onto Burstein Avenue, the
bypass road that avoided the business centre. Going to her parent’s
house on the other side of town was not her main priority just now.
She had promised her sister that she would visit her first and drop
in for lunch. As she skirted the town, paralleling the railroad
tracks, she looked to her left and somehow got a warm down-home
feeling when seeing the street was still lined with ancient wooden
telephone poles. She practically felt the weight of stress leaping
off her shoulders.

 


As she continued
driving through the old part of town, she had to admit that some
pleasant memories were sneaking up on her. Miner’s Cove was a small
town where people smiled at strangers with no ulterior motives.
Perhaps Commissioner Maddox was right in telling her that she would
feel better after being home for a while. She was starting to
accept the fact that a month at home was just what the doctor
ordered. For the first time since the suspension, she was looking
forward to the peace and quiet of a small town.


Chapter 3

Lunch with
Max

She turned left on
East Cornwall and slowly drove down the tree lined street while
looking for the address. As were most of the houses in this area,
it was a small brownstone and all the fences were the plastic
coated wire mesh type. She noticed that in most yards there was
evidence of children, scattered bicycles, wagons and various
paraphernalia of playthings. Although the thought was alien to her,
she felt that it was a very pleasant neighbourhood to raise a
family.

 


Because her truck
was too big for the narrow driveway she parked on the street,
opened the gate and walked toward the door. Though there had been
many phone calls and letters between them, this would be the first
time they had met in three years. The doorbell did not work and so
a heavy knock announced her arrival. Eager to finally greet her
sister, she practically stood at attention.

 


Her enthusiasm was
quickly erased when the door opened. The eagerness that had been
boiling over suddenly turned to hate. There, standing in the
doorway was her brother-in-law, Rick. He was very stereotypical of
men working the coalmines, not very tall, perhaps five foot six but
stocky with short black hair. If you were to meet him in a bar, you
instinctively knew better than to pick a fight with him. On his
upper lip was a thin scar.

 


He tried his best
to maintain eye contact with Alex and there was a small hint that
he tried to force a smile. Alex stood frozen and fought the urge to
turn and leave. He was the first to recover. In a dry manner,
lacking all pretence of surprise and warmth he said,

“Alex, what a
pleasant surprise.”

She knew that was
a lie. She forged a smile and replied in false kind,

“Hello Rick. Is
Max home?”

He stepped aside
and as Alex entered, said,

“Since you called,
she has practically been standing in the yard waiting for you. We
just had a little trouble getting Kade down for his nap. I’ll get
her for you.”

No sooner had Alex
stepped into the house than she heard her sister screaming out her
name. Maxine was a couple of years younger than Alex but aside from
Max’s long dark hair, there was no mistaking the sisterhood. Max
came running across the floor and into her arms. It was obviously a
very emotional and anticipated moment for both.

 


While sitting at
the kitchen table, Rick was polite enough to serve the tea and wise
enough to leave immediately after. Alex looked across the table and
eagerly asked,

“Any chance of
seeing my niece and nephew?”

Max then looked
behind Alex and indicated for whoever was back there to come
forward while saying,

“She’s been
waiting patiently to see you.”

Alex turned around
to see little Kenya come running at her, arms extended and ready
for the great big hug she had been promised.

 


Kenya was only a
year old when Alex left Miner’s Cove and so naturally she was
greatly surprised to see how big she had grown. Alex asked,

“So, that was you
I saw playing in the street. I was hoping it was.”

Kenya seemed
apologetic, saying,

“But I’m always
careful.”

After a smile and
a few words, mother told Kenya to go play with her friends, that
there would be plenty of time to visit with Aunt Alex later. Right
now, it was mom’s turn. Reluctantly Kenya shuffled away and Max
turned to Alex saying,

“Don’t mind the
kids playing in the street. The only park is way across town, over
by mom and dad’s place.”

Max continued,

“We’ve had trouble
getting Kade to sleep at nap time lately. You can change his diaper
when he wakes up.”

Both laughed
knowing that was not the introduction Alex had in mind when seeing
her nephew for the first time.

 


Max broke the
cordial moment with an uneasy question.

“Have you seen dad
yet?”

It was clear by
Alex’s sudden and sullen expression that uneasy memories had
invaded her. She shook her head and replied,

“No, I came here
first and thank you for spoiling the moment.”

Suddenly Alex’s
happy reunion had turned a corner and she wanted to get away. She
pretended she had to leave. Looking at her watch she announced,

“I have to go now.
I have an appointment with your Chief of Police for a job interview
before going to see mom.”

But Max was not
finished. Though it sounded like a demand, she in fact meant it as
a halting gesture, not wanting her to go.

“He misses
you.”

 


Alex was half way
to standing up when she conceded her sister’s stalling attempt and
sat back down. There was rudeness in her reply.

“No. I somehow
don’t think so.”

“Well, I know he
does.”

Very quickly Alex
went from defensive to forlorn and after a deep breath
admitted,

“I’m sure he does.
It’s just that he has a funny way of showing it. If you don’t mind
the criticism, I think these pleasant surroundings, a husband and
family have erased some of your bad memories. Many times I wish I
had somebody, a family that I could hide behind and erase some of
the hate, but I don’t.”

 


Max was taken
aback by her sister’s hurtful statement. Max searched for eye
contact but it was not to be. Alex was watching her fingers knit
into a tense jumble. Slowly and with sincerity Alex mumbled,

“Sorry, you know I
didn’t mean that.”

Max thought Alex
was going to cry, her look of despair bearing down hard.
Emotionally reaching out for her sister, Max whispered,

“Honey, because
you were always the stronger one, there was no doubt that you
suffered more than I did. At least I understood what was happening
and fought it. You did not. For some reason, you believed dad.
There was something in you, a lot of dad I suspect, and that’s what
made you accept his stupid military regimen. You accepted his
training as a way of life and that competitive edge is still in
you. You still have a ravenous desire to be the best and strongest.
And trust me, that is what is destroying you.”

 


Alex remembered
her time in the academy and her fierce desire to be the best. At
times it drove her to both mental and physical exhaustion. Perhaps
her sister was right, that is why she had struggled so hard, fought
bias and ridicule to become a SWAT member. She was the only female
to ever pass the rigorous training of the elite Panther 7. Now,
after her sister’s abrupt slap of reality, she questioned who she
was doing all this for, herself or her dad.

 


Max snapped Alex
out of her silent reflection with a comment that seemed very
surreal and did not fit into her reason for a tormented life,
saying,

“You’re his
daughter, he has to love you. It is a basic rule of parenting.
Parents love their children no matter what. That’s why you left
Miner’s Cove. You wanted to get away from dad didn’t you? But you
know what? It didn’t happen did it? It was as if dad came right
along with you wasn’t it? Well, I guess you have finally come back
to face your demons. Are you strong enough to do that? For goodness
sake, stand up to him. Show him the strength he drilled into
us.”

Knowing that her
sister was right, Alex looked up, locked eye contact, smiled and
said,

“You know I hate
you, right?”

“Yeah, I
know.”

 


Because this was
not the direction she wanted the happy reunion to go, Alex quickly
changed the subject, asking,

“So, how are you
and Rick getting on?”

In a proud fashion
Max said,

“He’s a good man
Alex.”

Alex saw in her
sister’s eyes the spark she had for her husband and knew she was
telling the truth. She also noticed a heavy emphasises on the word
‘good’. Max continued,

“He loves the
children very much and would do anything for us, as I would for
him. We have a very nice home here.”

 


Alex accepted her
sister’s declaration of happiness. As if to confirm that they were
alone, Max then looked over Alex’s shoulder and softly added,

“Okay, I’ll admit
he is not the best looking man in Miner’s Cove.”

Alex almost choked
on her tea. Through a snigger she managed to say,

“Amen to that one
sister.”

Ignoring the
teasing jab Max continued,

“But good looking
men are hard to find in this damn coal town. Hell, it took a long
time just to train him. In the beginning he was out of our bedroom
so fast to watch TV and leaving me to finish the job on my
own.”

She then asked
Alex an innocent but very hurtful question nonetheless.

“So tell me, is
Greg a good lover? Does he stay in bed and talk? Does he cuddle and
fall asleep in your arms?”

 


Suddenly Alex
regretted the conversation. That is exactly what Greg had accused
her of not doing, lingering and cuddling. She was the one who ran
out and watched TV. Now, seeing the other side of the coin, an air
of gloom washed over her. By the way Alex answered, Max knew that
she was lying.

“You know men and
how they feel about things like that. They never want to hang
around and just stay warm. Yeah, Greg was always the first one out
of bed, especially if there was a hockey game on.”

The weight of
lying to her sister pressed hard into Alex.

 


Desperately
wanting to change the subject, wanting to keep the levity going,
Alex sheepishly backed away from the lie and said,

“I think you’re a
very brave woman to marry Rick.”

“Oh I don’t know,
I think you’re the brave one, taking on a job where you have to
dodge bullets all the time.”

Alex smiled and
replied,

“I’m pretty sure
I’d rather duck a bullet than wake up to that mug every morning.
Who’s the brave one now?”

 


After a few more
laughs, a few tears and a few cups of tea, it was time for Alex to
leave. She was permitted to sneak into the nursery and gaze upon a
sleeping Kade. While looking down on the baby, a strong and unknown
desire prevailed and she gave into it. It was as if she was forced
to slowly reach down and gently stroke his cheek with her finger.
Something inside Alex was stirring and she knew what it was. Before
it could take control, she surprised her sister when abruptly
turning and leaving the nursery.

 


After promising to
make up for lost time, more dinners, more being just like sisters
should be, Alex left Max at the front door. As she turned to walk
toward her truck, she was surprised and greatly annoyed to see Rick
standing beside it. Swallowing hard, for she was determined not to
make a scene in front of Max, she boldly walked up to him and
sternly asked,

“What’s going
on?”

She was taken
aback by his boldness, looking her straight in the eye and
saying,

“You know, I love
your sister very much.”

Her hatred of him
was strong and therefore was not melted by his confession. She
returned the stare and coldly threatened,

“You better.”

She then heard
something she never thought she would hear from him.

“Look, I’m sorry
for what happened. I was young and stupid. I saw sex as a conquest,
something for the taking at that time.”

 


Struggling with
control, wanting to strike out at him, Alex hissed,

“You couldn’t get
me so you went after my sister, is that about right?”

His reply was
quick and clad in a strong assertion.

“You don’t decide
who you fall in love with. But do believe this, I’ve never done
anything like that again.”

She did not
respond, continuing her hateful glare. He tried his best to ignore
it, continuing,

“I’ve changed. I
just wanted you to know that.”

There was no
holding it back. Again she wanted to yell at him, but knew if she
did, her sister would hear. Fighting the urge to scream it out she
gained control and between clenched teeth spit out the venom,

“You tried to rape
me!”

He was forced to
avert his eyes while saying.

“You don’t need to
forgive me. I’m not asking you to do that. I just want you to know
that I love your sister and despite the fact that I live here too,
I want you to come by often and see her. She missed you very much
you know.”

 


Alex looked toward
the house to see Max still standing there. Turning back to Rick,
she asked,

“Does she
know?”

His reply
surprised her.

“Yes.”

“How does she
know?”

“I told her.”

Disbelieving, Alex
wanted confirmation of the confession.

“You told my
sister you tried to rape me.”

“Yes.”

She was amazed at
his bold honesty for she knew it must have taken a lot of courage
to confess that to her, or at the very least, a lot of love. She
nodded her approval and curiously asked,

“How did she take
it?”

“She was shocked
of course. She cried for you, understanding the trauma you must
have gone through.”

“Did she forgive
you for attempting to rape me?”

“No, not at
all.”

 


He attempted a
clandestine glance toward his wife but Alex noticed it nonetheless.
Max was aware of his great discomfort, that the look was a plea for
her to come running and save him from this awkward moment. Max
stood strong, staying her ground waiting for them to work it out.
Realizing that he was trapped between a rock and a hard place, at
least between the sisters, he settled for neutrality.

“Look, what I’m
really trying to say is that I want you to look past your hatred of
me and continue to come visit your sister and our children. I just
think that if you two talk, many issues can be resolved. If you
want, phone before you come and I’ll leave the house but don’t stay
away just because of me.”

 


She looked long
and hard into his eyes and he stood strong, letting her see his
determination to end the hostility. Then something happened,
something she never thought she would feel. There was no possible
way on this Earth that she would ever forgive him for attempting to
force himself on her but she did feel that perhaps she could put
the incident behind her for the sake of the family. He was
obviously repentant and had only his wife’s well-being in mind.
What she was going to say now was for her sister, not for him.

“Okay, that’s a
start. Let’s let it go at that.”

Rick tried very
hard not to smile and that effort contorted his mouth somewhat. She
added,

“For a start, you
can wipe that goofy grin off your stupid face.”

 


He grew
embarrassed and absently reached up to gently feel the scar on his
upper lip, perhaps trying to erase the nervous grin. More to gain
the upper hand she asked,

“How many teeth
did you lose?”

The question did
not surprise him.

“All my uppers on
that side. How did you know I lost some teeth?”

“When I got home
there was one lodged in my elbow.”

“You are a very
strong woman. I had to lie to my friends saying I was in a fight
with three guys. It felt like it too.”

Feeling that this
was as far as she wanted to go she said,

“Like I said, this
is a start. I’ve got to go now.”

“Why don’t you
stay for lunch? It’s my turn and I put on a pretty good
spread.”

“No, maybe next
time. Right now I’ve got a meeting with Captain Ringling about a
job.”

At the mention of
the Captain, he seemed to brighten up a bit, saying,

“I know him very
well. Tell him you are related to me, it might help.”

She cast him a
strange glare and said,

“I’m not sure I
want to admit that yet.”

 



Chapter 4

Rags

While driving down
the main street of Miner’s Cove Alex was astounded at what she saw.
This was not the downtown she remembered. Bishop Street used to be
a place where everybody went for an evening of entertainment. On
the weekends this was where people got dressed up and dined at De
Marco’s and then off to the theatre. She remembered the two
nightclubs that used to be here, The Cave and Jimmy’s Dive. She
remembered a specific conflict with the Bouncer at the Cave, how
she almost won that confrontation before being, well, bounced.

 


There used to be
two exclusive boutiques on this street as well, one offering the
latest designs from the fashion houses of New York. Women came here
just to browse and touch the silk dresses, perhaps bringing forth
fantasies of things that could never be. A sad thought suddenly
surfaced from a place Alex had stored bad memories. She remembered
why she never wanted to go into those boutiques. Places like that
were not for her. It was only now, after her talk with her sister
that she understood why she never wanted to wear fine dresses.

 


She wondered what
could possibly have happened to cause such a drastic turnaround to
a once prosperous street, and so quickly. Sheets of plywood clung
to display windows that once proudly advertised their wares. De
Marco’s, once relished for its European cuisine, was now another
vacant building. The theatre was gone, torn down and now an empty
lot overgrown with tall grass and obviously was now a place to dump
garbage.

 


While looking up
the street, she saw a commotion and it very quickly became clear
that a mob had gathered to watch a fight. She didn’t want to be
late for her meeting with Captain Ringling but her police instinct
turned the truck in that direction. From her truck and past a few
spectators, she saw three men beating up on who she thought was
nothing more than a boy. Jumping out of the truck, she ran to his
aid.

 


She pushed a few
spectators aside and saw that the boy was beaten to the ground and
curled up in a fetal position. He was obviously trying to protect
his head from the many vicious kicks of his attackers. The crowed
seemed to be indifferent to the beating, some even laughing at the
boy’s pain. A quick look at them confirmed that they were all
street people, a few so drunk or soaked in drugs that they probably
didn’t know what they were watching. It was clear to Alex that all
of them treated the confrontation as a source of entertainment,
that it was just something to break the monotony of long days on
the street.

 


She guessed that
the attackers were enforcers for a local gang and the one on the
ground was being punished for whatever infraction of a street code.
A boy no more than sixteen was swinging a bat but not accurately as
most of the blows was hitting the sidewalk first. Another was ugly,
his face pitted as if he had looked into a volcano just as it
erupted. The other was so obese that he was huffing and puffing
just from kicking the boy.

 


She decided not to
charge into the scuffle flashing her badge and demanding order.
This was not going to be settled by the power of a badge. Besides,
adrenalin was surging and a fight was something she was looking
for.

 


The young one
swinging the bat was the first to notice that somebody was pushing
through the crowd to stop the punishment. He was not pleased to be
disturbed while teaching the price of breaking street law. With the
bat raised high, he was set to swing at the intruder. When he saw
Alex was a woman, he stopped and sneered,

“Beat it bitch. I
don’t beat up on girls.”

Alex was quick
with an angry reply,

“Neither do I”

 


Insulted, he ran
at her and ready to crush her skull with a wild swing of the bat.
In a flash, so fast that it was hard to see, Alex turned sideways
to the charging boy and at the same time reached up for the bat.
When it was firmly in her grip, she turned some more and that
slammed the boy into her back. His arm was now over her shoulder
and firmly in her grasp. The crowd gasped when hearing a snap and
seeing the arm bend in the opposite way.

 


The ugly one
charged at her but a boot to the groin dropped him to the ground.
Some in the crowd thought they heard two testicles pop. The obese
one stood dumbstruck but only for a brief moment. Like a raging
bull he actually snorted and charged full tilt at her. While still
in the process of disarming the boy with the bat, she kicked so
high that her boot slammed into his chest stopping him as surely as
a speeding locomotive had slammed into a concrete wall.

 


With all three
attackers incapacitated she knelt beside the victim and checked for
injuries. She was shocked to see how young he was, no more than
fifteen. He had long knotted blond hair and very much the dirty
look of a street kid. He moaned in pain but was able to raise his
head and choke out the words,

“Thanks.”

It was then he
realized that Alex was female. Somewhat startled he uttered,

“Wow.”

Feeling slightly
complimented Alex, with a certain degree of embarrassment
replied,

“Thanks for
noticing.”

 


He staggered to
his feet and prepared to walk away but she held out her hand and
said,

“Whoa there, maybe
I should get you to the hospital and get you checked out.”

“No, I’m good,
just got the air knocked out of me.”

Not being familiar
with the resilience of street people, she accepted his proclamation
and gave him a quick scan from head to toe. Just the way he was
standing, it was clear that there were no broken bones. Blood was
trickling from his nose but it was not broken. It was however very
evident that he would wake up tomorrow in great pain and with two
black eyes. Other than that, he seemed to be okay.

 


As he turned to
go, she asked,

“Do you have a
name?”

Without looking
back, he blurted out something incoherent. Because it did not sound
like a name, she was not sure that she heard him correctly.

“Did you say
Rags?”

There was no reply
and so she called after him,

“Okay Rags, you
owe me one.”

He then
disappeared into a narrow alley.

With no more
entertainment value, nothing else to see, the crowd slowly
dispersed. Apparently nothing else was going to happen here to fill
their mundane existence.

 


Standing tall over
her three fallen conquests she reached for her cell phone and
called for an ambulance. When it finally arrived she identified
herself to the two paramedics. The one that seemed to be in charge
was a tall skinny man with red hair. He gave her a look that she
could only define as having a bad attitude. He didn’t seem pleased
having to attend to street people.

 


Later, when all
three were in the hospital and the final medical diagnosis was in,
the young one had a broken clavicle and an arm broken in two
places. The obese one was diagnosed with one broken sternum, three
broken ribs and a punctured lung. Much to the relief of the nurses
in the hospital, it was announced that the ugly one with the
crushed testicles would never be able to sire children.

 


As she walked back
to her truck she again scanned the once busy and renowned Bishop
Street. She was still shocked to see the degradation. There, across
the street, although boarded up and the signs removed, she still
recognized The Penny and Dime Store that was so popular with the
locals as a place to buy inexpensive household items. The side of
the building caught her attention and so she crossed the street to
inspect the oddity.

 


Because of its
great age, the building was not constructed in the fashion of its
neighbours, concrete and brick, but rather of wood. In those days
the exterior walls were boards nailed onto a wooden frame. That’s
what caught her attention. The planks on the sides of the building
were missing, standing as bare as a skeleton. She thought it odd
that street people would bother to rip boards off a building and
wondered what on earth they needed them for.

 



Chapter 5

Job
Interview

The police station
was in a new building on Huron Street. As she had no parking
privileges, she parked on the street and reluctantly fed the meter.
Looking down the street at the endless line of parked cars and
parking meters, she spotted a female police officer inspecting the
meters and writing tickets as fast as she could. Making sure that
she was not going to be humiliated with a parking ticket, she
double checked her meter.

 


As she entered the
building, she thought to hang her badge around her neck as a
declaration announcing a fellow colleague. A second thought
prevented it. She did not want to walk into a new situation
bragging about coming from the big city and flaunting a higher rank
to the local constables.

 


The front counter
was attended by a beautiful woman with dark hair done up in a tight
bun. Surprisingly, at least for Alex, she was wearing an official
police uniform. She thought she must be a Reservist. The
receptionist looked up and in a polite enough fashion waited for
Alex to announce her intention. Alex said,

“I have a 14:30
with Chief Ringling.”

She spun around in
her chair, looked at the appointment book and asked,

“Name please?”

“Second Lieutenant
Alex Conrad.”

 


With her back to
Alex and confirming the appointment, Alex was surprised to see a PC
32 Wilson Repeater, holstered on her belt. As reserve police are
not permitted to be armed, she was left to wonder why a
full-fledged police officer was assigned to the reception desk.
After signing in, the receptionist pointed to the elevator and
said,

“Room 303.”

 


At the third floor
Alex stepped out into the main police precinct, paused and scanned
the area. She was hoping to see a vacant desk by the window. She
groaned, understanding that as a rookie, at least to this
assignment, she would be lucky to be assigned even a small school
desk. She counted twelve desks and two officers in the room. One of
them looked like he might have a bad case of dandruff for he was
constantly scratching his scalp. He looked up to see a beautiful
woman standing in the entrance and beamed a salacious grin. She had
seen that sexist expression many times and learned to accept it for
what it was. She hated that look.

 


The other officer
also looked up to see Alex standing in the doorway. He was probably
her age with dark curly hair. He flashed a welcoming smile. She had
a brief thought about returning the smile, but opted to stay
professional, replying with a slight nod instead. She said,

“I’m looking for
room 303.”

He pointed to his
left and said,

“Just knock and
walk in.”

 


She knocked and
entered. Surprisingly, there was another uniformed female officer
at the desk. She was in her mid-thirties and looked fit enough to
account for herself in a dangerous situation. This was the second
time she had seen an armed uniformed female officer sitting at a
desk. According to her name-tag, this was Sergeant Karen Hogan.
After ID confirmation was completed Alex was directed to the inner
office.

“Just go in and
have a seat, he’ll be with you momentarily.”

 


The inner office
was very decorative and, as she though, opulent for a Police Chief.
It certainly must have stretched what was usually a tentative
operating budget for a small town police force. Without knowing
Chief Ringling, she mentally formulated a character profile of him.
Despite the favourable report from her brother-in-law, she knew
right away that she wasn’t going to like him. She heard a toilet
flush from behind a door across the room. Obviously this over
budgeted office was also equipped with a private bathroom. A moment
later the door opened and out came Chief of Police Fred Ringling.
He was in the act of doing up his zipper when seeing her standing
in the middle of his office but did not look surprised or even
embarrassed at her presence.

 


She was correct in
her character profile. He was easily sixty, black greasy hair and
glowing with arrogance. She had never met anybody with a pencil
thin moustache before and always thought that it advertised
sleaziness. While admitting that it was a television cliché, his
thin moustache fit this profile perfectly. On the way to his desk,
he gave her a lecherous inspection from knees to chest. After
sitting he pointed to the other chair, indicating that it was now
her turn to sit.

 


Rather than
introduce himself or allow Alex to do the same, he ignored the
usual amenities and got right to business. With a perceived flare
of indifference he rather flippantly opened her file and scanned
it. She grew agitated at his lack of manners, feeling more like an
exhibit at a dog show and evaluated by pompous judges. He finally
looked up and said,

“That’s an
impressive file you have there, Conrad. You do understand of course
that with my very limited budget, there is no SWAT Team here in
Miner’s Cove.”

At the words,
‘limited budget’ she looked around his office and forced restraint.
He continued,

“Plus I do not
have the authority to hire an extra officer. That’s the mandate of
the Mayor and city council.”

She countered,

“I understand, but
if you read just a little farther down the qualifications you’ll
notice that the Ontario PD is picking up the tab.”

 


Not pleased at
being told to be more efficient, his forehead curled and an
arrogant eye was cast at her. He lowered his gaze and read some
more. After an awkward moment Alex finally heard,

“I see. And why
were you granted this leave of absence? Is there something I should
know?”

“No, not at all
Sir. As it plainly states, I have been granted a month stress leave
from SWAT. In my profession it’s a mandatory leave and imposed
every six months of duty.”

She knew she was
lying and was surprised that there was no remorse attached to it.
Unlike lying to her sister, this one seemed almost pleasurable. She
continued,

“As I’m still on
the Provincial payroll, Commissioner Maddox suggested that I earn
my keep. Ergo his request for you to use me on your force and he
will pick up the tab.”

 


Once again she was
subjected to that creepy gaze and she returned one of nonchalance,
trying her best to show that it didn’t bother her. He nodded and
said,

“Very well Conrad,
I certainly have no objection to being offered a free addition to
my force. I have another pro bono officer running around here
somewhere. I suppose you will meet him soon enough. There are also
plenty of other female officers here. I’m sure we can find
something for you to do.”

While picturing
herself as a receptionist, an air of defeat surrounded her. She was
sure that she was going to regret this transfer, as temporary as it
was. Somehow, she just could not see herself sitting behind a desk
or being assigned parking meter duty.

 


Chief Ringling
continued,

“It’ll take a few
days to get you a uniform. On your way out why don’t you leave your
measurements with my secretary - - -”

Understanding that
the woman out there was a qualified police officer, Alex greatly
objected to the insult of referring to her as a secretary. The
Chief continued,

“- - - meanwhile
I’ll put out a notice stating that you have joined our force, shall
we say, on a culture exchange basis? Now, there is the matter of
your rank to be settled. You understand that I cannot allow you to
exercise it here, far outranking my own men. From now on, at least
while a member of my police force, you shall be demoted to a
Constable.”

Knowing that it
was only a pseudo-demotion she nodded her approval.

 


Commissioner
Maddox had made it clear this was more of a reprimand than a stress
leave. What was the alternative, to sit around the house and listen
to her dad extol the virtues of army discipline, something she had
learned to hate, or to work with a bigoted Chief of Police? The
choices were mulled over and the pros and cons greatly evaluated.
It was not an easy decision. The Chief asked,

“Do you still have
your badge?”

“Yes Sir.”

“Until you get
your uniform hang it on a lanyard around your neck, at least while
in the precinct. Are you armed?”

“No Sir.”

“Can I presume
that is by your own choosing?”

“Yes Sir.”

“Very well. Feel
free to wander around a bit and get to know your fellow female
officers.”

 


With the
humiliating interview out of the way and with the blessing of the
Chief she exited the inner office. Sergeant Karen Hogan looked up
at Alex and said,

“Welcome to the
force Lieutenant.”

Alex understood
that somebody had obviously been lending an ear to the conversation
and was polite enough to address her by proper rank. Alex returned
the greeting,

“Thank you
Sergeant Hogan. Perhaps we’ll get to know each other.”

Karen flashed a
friendly smile and said,

“I’d like
that.”

There was
something lingering, something Alex needed to understand and
asked,

“Tell me Sergeant.
Are you new here as well?”

“No, I’m actually
a senior officer here.”

Not wanting to
seem like she was prying into matters that obviously did not
concern her she let it go. However, it stayed on her mind for many
days. Why were females officers relegated to office and meter
duty?

 


She hung the badge
around her neck and entered the precinct. She was looking for the
handsome one who had directed her to the main office. As she
approached, he saw her badge, stood and stuck out his hand
saying,

“I’m Karl
Lewinski.”

After she had
explained her temporary position here he said,

“Welcome aboard
honey. We usually - - - ,”

She suddenly
cringed and he did not need a Master’s Degree in body language to
understand the icy glare. He showed a tinge of wisdom by instantly
stopping and taking a defensive step back. She explained,

“Listen, if we are
going to be friends, I’ll have to ask you to drop that ‘honey’
crap, okay.”

As if he had been
accustomed to being put in his place he never even flinched,
saying,

“It’s a deal. Like
I was saying Alex, after we finish our shift at 16:30, we usually
all go down to Brooks Bar for a little attitude adjustment, if you
know what I mean. Why don’t you join us? I’ll introduce you
around.”

 


Alex turned and
once again scanned the precinct looking for an empty desk. There
were none. Her anticipation of being a contributing police officer
had been dashed by the Chief of Police and his chauvinist attitude
toward the female officers. Clearly that wasn’t what the Chief had
in mind for her or apparently any other female officer on this
Force.

 


Alex gravitated to
the bulletin board near the far wall. It was cluttered with
post-notes attached to ongoing case files. While scanning the cases
she was quickly reminded how small this community really was. The
most important case was of a missing person. Apparently a
distraught wife had waited five days before reporting that her
husband was missing. Alex saw no urgency here. Another case was of
a repeated marital abuse. Mr. Dawkins was once again hit in the
head with a frying pan by his wife. It became clear that there was
not much need for her specialty here in Miner’s Cove. Reluctantly
she decided to take the case of the stolen Ford Mustang. As she
pulled the case file off the board she saw a picture of another
unsolved case hidden underneath and almost vomited.

 


While staring at
the horribly graphic picture, Alex slowly replaced the stolen car
case on the board. She was looking at three morgue pictures of a
young male, no more than a boy. She pulled all three off the board
to study them closer. His whole body was so badly lacerated that
she thought it must have been run through a shredder. One of the
pictures was a close up of his face, or at least what was left of
it. It was cut, lacerated and shredded to almost a lump of meat
with traces of skull poking through. A note was scribbled at the
bottom, “Case Unsolved and closed. Release John Doe for
cremation.”

 


It came to her
that she was holding pictures of what she could only presume to be
a gruesome torture murder, yet by the footnote, the case was
unsolved and closed. As if nobody cared, it had been hidden behind
a supposedly more important case of a stolen vehicle. She might
have left the case alone except for one thing, the words, “John
Doe.”

 


Confused by the
note and with pictures in hand, she turned and looked around the
room. Karl Lewinski was at his desk ever attentive to his paperwork
and ignoring her, at least pretending to. The other officer was
still continually fiddling with his hair. He had been caught
looking at her and guilt made him snap his head back to whatever he
was pretending to be doing. She walked over to Karl and asked,

“This case here?
Is the victim still unidentified?”

 


The picture was
afforded no more than a glance and she thought it might have been
because of the revulsion. She was surprised at his rather casual
and lackadaisical response.

“Yeah, that’s the
body of a street kid found floating in the Bay a few days ago.
Those lacerations are from barnacles. We think he OD’d, fell off
Fisherman’s Dock a few miles up the coast and got caught between
the pylons. The way the tides rip through in that area he was
probably dragged between them.”

After cringing at
the callous analogy she said,

“I just hate to
see anybody put away as a John Doe. Where is his case file, I have
a few days before my uniform comes, and I’ll look into it.”

“There is no case
file. Like I said, he is just a street kid.”

 


She was stunned.
The whole conversation flew in the face of convention. A body had
been located, yet there was no investigation and no attempt to
identify him. She asked,

“Has murder been
ruled out?”

It was obvious
that Karl was annoyed with the pushy newcomer digging into
something that clearly amounted to nothing. Rather abruptly, he
said,

“Look, he’s just a
street kid who probably OD’d and fell off the dock, okay.”

Alex was much more
sensitive to the case and said,

“Don’t you think
there are parents in Miner’s Cove who would like to know what
happened to their son?”

“There are no
reports of missing kids in Miner’s Cove. He’s a street kid, a
vagrant from somewhere else. When it comes right down to it, nobody
cares about a missing boy on Bishop Street.”

 


Karl then returned
to his attention to the paperwork in front of him and judging from
his body language, the conversation was over. She wanted to do
something for the lost soul. It just didn’t seem right that a boy
should disappear off the face of the earth and go to heaven with no
name. She chanced annoying Karl further.

“Do your computers
have a ‘Victim ID’ program that I can use?”

“No.”

How about a DNA
Identity Link?”

Again, he
responded in his usual blasé mind-set.

“No. Victim
Identification Programs and a link to CODUS cost money. As you have
probably surmised after seeing the Chief’s office, money is
tight.”

 


She was not
willing to give up just because the police force had.

“Okay, how about
maybe an Ident Artist? Somebody who can reconstruct the face? I’ll
walk up and down Bishop Street showing it around on my own time.
Who knows, some of the other homeless might recognize him.”

Reluctantly Karl,
eyes still to his paperwork, held up his hand, asking for the
picture. She asked,

“You’re the
artist?”

“I suppose
so.”

 


Pleased that she
was getting at least a little cooperation, she stroked his ego,

“I knew there had
to be a sensitive side to that handsome exterior of yours. The beer
at Brooks Bar is on me.”

“Meet me there in
an hour. I’ll have it ready by then.”

She walked out of
the precinct thinking that this might not be a bad relocation after
all. On her first day she had a case to investigate and been
introduced to somebody that just might take her mind off Greg.

 


Alex passed the
time getting something to eat at a café just across the street from
the police station. She was not surprised to see that it was a
police hangout as half the patrons were wearing uniforms. After a
bowl of chicken soup and a ham sandwich it was almost 16:30. Time
for, as Karl put it, ‘an attitude adjustment’. She had only to ask
one officer where Brooks Bar was.

 


Strangely, Brook’s
Bar was owned by a Korean man whose real name was Chen Xu Yang but
because he had now become a successful businessman he wanted a more
distinguished Anglican name. As proof positive that he had been
watching way too much TV, he changed his Korean name to Clark Kent.
He had purchased the bar from Adam Brook, a middle aged and very
nervous man who on the advice of his doctor sold the bar. It was
not the stress of running a marginally profitable business that
made him nervous. Apparently, Adam Brook’s nerves were tested to
the edge whenever a police officer looked at him. Conscience and
guilt from a few indiscretions in his youth were catching up to
him. Every time a constable came into the bar, he thought he was
going to be arrested.

 


When Alex walked
in, her badge dangling from her lanyard, she was surprised at the
number of police officers sitting at the tables in full uniform.
The whole police force must have left the restaurant and come here
for afterhours drinks. She thought that if there was ever a good
time to rob a bank, this must be it. Clark Kent was milling through
the crowd, doing what he referred to as ‘working the crowd’ but
most of the customers saw it as just annoying. Upon spotting a new
source of revenue entering his bar he grinned and with hand out,
approached Alex. In his broken English he welcomed her and in
keeping with tradition, offered all new officers a free watered
down drink.

 


Through the crowd
she spotted Karl sitting at the bar seemingly buried in his drink.
Slipping up beside him, nudging his shoulder and forgetting about
somebody back in Toronto she coyly teased,

“So, how is the
best looking officer on the force doing?”

He gulped down a
Gin and Tonic and asked for another. While waiting, he reached into
his pocket and handed her a piece of paper. It was an excellent
drawing of a handsome young boy. Karl had managed to catch the
essence of innocence in his blue eyes that were seemingly begging
for somebody to discover his name.

 


She put the
picture away and looked back to her main target. She was glad to
see that he was already well into adjusting his attitude, perhaps
his third drink. She sat next to him and offered to buy his forth.
He turned to her and he slurred the words,

“You know Alex,
you have just about the second sexiest pair of blue eyes I have
ever seen.”

Then the decisive
factor, the one that did her in,

“Damn, you’re a
beautiful woman.”

 


Visions of what
she wanted to do with a pair of handcuffs floated through her
imagination. Then, just as her drink was touching her lips she
realized what he had said, ‘second pair of sexiest blue eyes’.
Hoping that the question would not spoil the moment, she hesitantly
asked,

“Who has the
first?”

She was hoping
that he might be referring to a model or sultry buxomly actress.
However, he rather flippantly answered,

“Why my wife of
course.”

 


Suddenly he took
his eyes off her to look at somebody behind. He was still smiling
when she suddenly understood that the smile was no longer meant for
her. Looking in that direction, she saw Karen Hogan, Chief
Ringling’s receptionist approach. She brushed past Alex and planted
a kiss on Karl’s lips and Alex’s eyes bulged. Karl then turned to
Alex and announced,

“Honey, you’ve
meet Constable Alex Conrad haven’t you? She’s from Toronto and
joining the Force for a while.”

Karen greeted her
with a handshake and said,

“Yes, we met at
the office.”
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