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Chapter 1




The scent of paint and turpentine mixed with Vivaldi in the air.  Simon, the jeweler’s lens still fitted into his eye checked his reference photos and then moved back to the painting in progress inking the tiny little details that he knew only a handful of people would ever notice. 

Canaletto was never one of his favorites, but Pete had a buyer and work was work.  Simon knew he wasn’t paid to like the paintings, merely to make the forgeries others wanted.  Even as he worked on the Canaletto he wished Pete would get a commission for a Renoir or even a Caravaggio. 

After four Canalettos in a row he would appreciate the dark religious fervor of a Caravaggio. It wasn’t that he minded Canaletto, but the happy scenes of a cleaner-than-reality Venice were a bit like candy. One piece was fine, but after too many he hungered for heavier, meaty fare.

Detail complete, Simon set his brush aside, removed the jeweler’s eye and stretched his back.  He felt a satisfying pop from inside his spine.  Knowing he spent too long hunched over in one position, Simon reached around to rub the small of his back where the ache formed. 

He felt the skin tighten and stretch on his arm and he realized he had gone too long without moving his bad one.  Since the fire it required moisturizer twice daily to return some suppleness to his scarred flesh and he found if he didn’t move it around every once in a while then his bones would start to ache when he did shift.

The small discomfort in his back forgotten Simon concentrated on his arm.  The sleeve covered most of the burns and he left it pulled down.  He knew how bad the scars were, there was no need for another reminder.  On his wrist, a bracelet glittered, the beauty of the beaten metal and glass gemstones designed in the Anglo Saxon style contrasted sharply with the sight of his ruined flesh.

He remembered when Olivia made it for him.  While she was born to be a painter, when training her he covered the basics of other artistic creations.  Sometimes the market for paintings, even for forgers as skilled as they were, was slim and it was always good to have something to fall back on. 

She was good, nearly as good as she was at painting, but preferred to keep the jewelry as a hobby.  She made pieces for herself and for gifts, but they were never really passed off into the market at large. Simon traced the twisting line of braided metal.  It was a birthday gift, given to him two days before the fire. It was the only thing he kept.  He even let Olivia go after the fire.  She thought he died that night and he let the lie stand.  She got on with her life.


‘Built a better one for herself than the one I would have given her,’ Simon thought.  Letting her go, letting her believe her Uncle Simon perished fifteen years ago, was the best thing he could do for her.


Like the scars, it too still hurt sometimes.

Usually he could leave the pain behind, but lately his thoughts kept turning backwards. He knew it was Jacob’s questions that started it and hoped it was idle questions on the younger man’s part rather than leading ones. He knew the past often had a way of coming back, but he hoped this part of his past he left far enough behind for it to never resurface. 

Still massaging his arm, Simon looked over at Jacob’s space.  When Pete found him the studio, he told him the space was too large for him and Pete obligingly found someone looking for workspace and willing to pay him for the use. While Simon owned the building and made modifications he never told anyone about, even his tenant, Simon had to admit Jacob was a good enough sort. 

While Simon concentrated on paintings, Jacob crafted jewelry.  Unlike the faux museum pieces Simon taught Olivia to make, Jacob crafted genuine jewelry often of his own design.  The fakes were the gemstones.  Faux stones so real looking they could pass almost any inspection.

“The man has a gift,” Simon said to himself. 

Thus far the sharing of space worked out well for them both. They worked on their projects and occasionally shared a companionable meal.  They talked to each other when they wanted, and worked in easy silence when they didn’t. 

Then, a few weeks prior, Jacob brought up the subject of bond forgery. 

Simon frowned.  It could have been an idle question, something that naturally occurred to him, and that was how Simon treated it. 

Casually. Dismissively.

Then, a few days later Jacob brought up the topic again.  Simon again hid his suspicions, but when the topic came up a third time, he was almost certain the interest was more than casual. He suspected something might have to be done about his pleasant workroom companion, if not for his own sake, then for Olivia’s.

He just hadn’t quite decided what.

A knock startled him from his thoughts and Simon gratefully left them behind. Violence never came easy to him.  His fight or flight response was heavily weighted towards flight, but this time he thought his options might be limited. There simply weren’t that many places left for him to run. Simon rose and moved towards the door as the knock sounded a second time.

“I’m coming,” he called out as he moved around Jacob’s chair and over to the door.

Simon looked through the judas hole and saw Pete standing in the hallway. He hadn’t quite decided about Pete yet. They had a good working relationship that stretched back decades, but Simon knew Pete would always look after his own interests first. Simon understood and respected that.  

He just hadn’t decided where Pete’s interest lay at the moment. Even through the distorted image Simon thought Pete looked nervous and a little worse for wear. 

Pete nervous was never a good sign.

Simon opened the door.  Pete looked even worse in person.  There was bruising along his jaw line and his left eye looked red and was starting to swell.  

There was a line of dried blood from a previous nosebleed around his left nostril as well. Simon suspected his time for deliberation was through. Still pretenses had to be maintained.

“Pete, right on time,” Simon said. 

He stepped out of the door way.  Pete smiled back automatically.  He was almost quick enough to hide the wince of pain the expression caused.  Simon felt his pulse speed up as Pete walked through the door.  Simon closed it as Pete looked around the room.

“Just us tonight, Simon?”

“For now,” Simon said.  “I sent Jacob out for champagne while I finished up for the night.”

“Celebrating?” Pete asked.

“Jacob’s idea.  He sold a diamond and ruby set.”  Simon suspected Jacob intended to use the champagne to help loosen his tongue and was already planning to let at least half of his drink slide down his shirt sleeve as a precaution.

Pete shook his head and snorted.  “Never understood how he could make fake stones.  Make glass look like a gemstone, sure, but most everyone knows its glass.  His look like the real thing, even up close.”

“We all have our skills,” Simon replied.  “Two of your Canalettos are over there,” Simon said indicating the two paintings leaning against the wall.  “The third is done, but it needs to dry and spend some time in the oven to gain some age.”

Pete nodded and moved towards the easel where the wet painting still rested. “Ah, Venice never looked so good,” Pete said. 

Simon nodded, but watched him as Pete moved from the easel to the finished and aged paintings.  He tried to hide it, but there was a stiffness to his movements that spoke of hidden pain. Simon suspected there were more than the facial injuries. 


‘Someone worked Pete over.’ Simon knew his time just ran out.


Familiar with the main part of the studio, Pete inspected the paintings, and finding them acceptable, used the waiting brown paper and butcher’s string to wrap them up. When he turned, Pete caught Simon watching him.

“How can you stand that noise,” Pete said, gesturing towards the stereo.  “It makes me wince just hearing it.”

Simon favored him with a half-smile, all he could muster at the moment.  “It’s Vivaldi, you Cretan. I always play Vivaldi with Canaletto, you know that.”

Pete nodded.  “And Beethoven with Rembrandt, I know. “ Pete shook his head.  “I can almost see the logic, but I never understood the Rachmaninoff with Renoir.”

“It is what it is,” Simon said.  He shrugged, trying to look casual. “You had a new job for me?  Please tell me it’s not another Canaletto.”

Pete snorted.  “No, you get to break out the Rachmaninoff.”  He took out a yellow envelope folded around a mass from his pocket.  Simon took the envelope, unfolded it and took out the sheaf of reference photos.

“I’ll need a little time to gather the appropriate canvas and paints to match the era,” Simon told him.

Pete nodded.  “We’ll talk details in a few days then.”  Simon nodded and watched as Pete moved back towards the door carrying the wrapped paintings.  He looked back towards the one still on the easel.  Something like regret flashed across his face.

“Damn, you did good work,” Pete said.

“Did?  I’m not dead yet,” Simon said.  His pulse rate quickened even further and Simon felt nerves begin to dance in his belly.

“True,” Pete replied. “But life is short and very unpredictable.  I’m always surprised to find either of us lived this long.  So many didn’t.”

“True enough,” Simon replied.  He followed Pete towards the door and found himself unable to keep his mouth shut. The words slipped free before he realized they were going to come out.  “Speaking of, Jacob’s been asking about bonds lately.”

Pete looked up at him and Simon was startled by the look of genuine surprise on his face. “Anything specific?” It sounded like more than a casual question.

“Just general.  I think he’s hoping the champagne will help with some details.”

Pete nodded slowly, a thoughtful look on his face.

“You been talking Pete?” Simon asked.

A look of guilt flashed across Pete’s face. “To Jacob?” he asked.  He shook his head.  “No, I keep myself to myself, you know that.”

“Sure Pete, I know that,” Simon said. 

While Simon was willing to believe Pete hadn’t spoken to Jacob. He was positive Pete had been speaking to someone else. “I was just checking.  It caught me a little off guard.”

“He could just think its easy cash without actually printing money.  He wouldn’t be the first,” Pete replied.  This time Simon had to swallow back his own flash of guilt.

“No, he wouldn’t,” Simon replied.  “I’ll work out the details on the Renoir and get them to you in a few days.”

“Appreciate it,” Pete said. 

He continued on to the door and stretched out a hand placing it on the doorknob.  This time, he didn’t bother trying to hide his injuries and Simon saw the limp.  He also saw the bruises on his hands and arms.  They were faint, just starting to come up, but they were there. Pete paused and stared at the doorframe as though not wanting to look at him.

“You have a good night Simon.”  He paused and drew in a deep breath. It wheezed on the end, a sure sign of bruised innards.  “Take care of yourself.”

“Sure, you too Pete.”

Pete nodded, then opened the door, stepping through it as though eager to be gone.  As soon as it closed behind him, Simon threw all three deadbolts and took a quick look around.  His fingers sought out Olivia’s bracelet.  It was still on his wrist. 

Deciding there was nothing else he needed, he crossed the room quickly, reaching the book case against the far wall.  He felt around on the underside of one of the lower shelves and pulled the latch, hearing the lock disengage with a click. 

The book case pulled away from the wall.  In reality it was bolted on to an exit door.  The case was supported so that even though it looked like it was resting on the floor, it was slightly above it so that no scrape marks would be left behind on the floorboards to mark its use. 

Simon stepped into the dark hallway beyond and pulled the case shut.  He heard the click of the lock as it once again locked back into place.  In addition to the usual locking mechanism that allowed easy exit and entry, Simon now threw the six bolt locks that would fix the door in place at various points around its circumference.

 As a final touch he placed the heavy bar into the slots he designed for it. Now even if someone found the discrete locking mechanism it would mean nothing. 

The door wouldn’t budge.  It would be as if the book case was bolted to a solid wall. Even pulling on the book case wouldn’t reveal there was a door behind it. 

Satisfied he would not be followed, Simon made his way quickly and quietly down the back staircase hoping to make it out of the hidden rear exit before whoever worked Pete over decided to put in an appearance.  


Chapter 2




Simon slipped out of the back entrance as he heard the crash from inside.  He carefully shut the exit door and slipped off into the night.

Inside Dave and Xavier took turns battering the bolted door.  Dave held back a little, letting Xavier take more shots at the door.  He did his part, but he let his partner take out some of his aggression on the barrier. 

Jimmy’s orders were specific.  Simon was to be brought in alive and in a state suitable to provide information.  They could hurt him, even make him bleed, anything they needed as long as he was alive and capable of speech when they brought him in.

It was that detail that had Dave partnering with Xavier in the first place.  While Dave knew he wasn’t going to win any University prizes, he liked to think of himself as a cut above the other heavies Jimmy employed.  

Brawn with brains.  

He was big enough and mean enough to take care of the physical aspects of working for Jimmy, but he knew when it was wise to stop, no matter how much fun he was having. 

Xavier didn’t have that off switch. There was no inner voice telling him to stop, to take a breath and remember to follow the orders.  If Xavier had an inner voice it was constantly screaming with rage and ordering him to kill. Dave hoped the door would at least satisfy part of Xavier’s need for violence and he could manage to get Simon back to the boss as ordered. 


‘Keeping him from killing Pete was hard enough,’ Dave thought as there was a mighty crack and the doorframe gave way.


Not for the first time, he wondered why Jimmy chose to pair him with Xavier.  He was certain he could get the information on his own.  But as curious as he was, it didn’t do to question the boss. Jimmy ordered and he obeyed. 

He was smart enough never to question Jimmy.

The door swung wide and Xavier stumbled into the room.  Dave paused on the threshold and when Simon didn’t shoot at them, he took a step inside.  The door had three bolts in it, more than this neighborhood needed.  They were widely spaced and not grouped where an invader would expect them.  The door was reinforced and the locks were top notch.  Both stood up to their battering.  It was only the wood in the frame that gave way. 

It was the weak spot.

Dave smiled to himself.  He liked weak spots.  Everyone had them and he often used them for leverage.  He liked the fact that a locked door could have one too.

Dave turned away from the door and found Xavier stumbling around.  The space was large, airy.  It smelled like metal and paint.  There were large windows to let in the light, workbenches with tools, desks, easels, canvas and paint.

There was no Simon.

Given the openness of the space there were few options for hiding places. Dave walked over to the cabinet against the wall.  It held jars, bottles and boxes.  Dave scanned the labels.

  “Chemicals of some sort,” he said.  He wasn’t sure what they were used for, but he knew that Simon wasn’t hiding behind the bottles.  The shelves were too shallow.

“Where is he,” Xavier asked.  The words came out half growled.  Xavier had been promised prey, someone smaller and weaker than him that he could hurt.  He was not keen on disappointment.  Dave closed the cabinet door.

“Look around he can’t have gotten far, this is the only door.” He looked around.  There was no Simon anywhere. “Check the window,” he told Xavier.

Xavier stalked to the large windows.  He jiggled them in their frames, but surprisingly didn’t break them. “Window’s locked,” he reported.  He pressed his face against the glass looking down into the street. “Besides I don’t think he could have taken that drop.”

Dave spotted a door off to the side. “Check the back room.”

Xavier smiled and bounded towards the door.  His departure wasn’t long. “Just supplies.  There’s no one here. You think old Pete lied to us?”

Dave shrugged and continued to look around. “If he did we’ll just have another chat with him. Check around make sure there isn’t an exit we missed.  Simon’s a slick bastard.”

Xavier began searching the room. He violently shoved desks and equipment around.  Glass broke, paint spilled and the scent of chemicals grew stronger.  Dave decided not to step into the melee and moved back to the door.  He studied the locks again.  They had definitely been locked.  He twisted the knob moving the bolt back and forth.

They were the kind that locked only from the inside.  Someone had been in here when Pete left. There was no other way this door could have been locked.  Dave frowned. 

He wasn’t a fan of puzzles.  He liked things straight forward. Neat and clean.  Mysteries like this made him feel the prey was smarter than he was and that couldn’t be allowed. 


‘Brain and brawn,’ he reminded himself, flexing the muscles in his shoulders.  He was the smart one.


Behind him he heard crashing and turned.  Xavier grew tired of simply smashing through the desks and materials and started pulling books off of the shelves and tossing them to the floor. He seemed to be looking at all of the various bookcases around the room as he pulled each book.

Dave’s bad mood faded.  If Simon was here, Xavier would have found him.  There was no one here.  Where Simon went was a mystery someone else would figure out. 

Maybe they’d beat the answer out of Pete.

Maybe Jimmy would know. 

Either way, he knew Simon wasn’t here.

“What do you think this is, Masterpiece theater?” Dave said, a sneer in his voice.  “You think you pull the right book and a secret passageway appears?”

“Worth a shot,” Xavier said. His rage faded in the face of the mystery and he looked puzzled.  He held a book. It was as thick as a brick and Xavier let it fall to the floor with a heavy thump. Dave walked over and picked it up.  He looked at the title.

“He’s not hiding behind ‘Art through the Ages’. Although it’s heavy enough you could do some serious damage.” He dropped it on the table, the thump upsetting a small jar of blue ink.  

It spilled across the table top and dripped down onto the floor.  It was bright shiny blue where the overhead light caught it and black where it fell into shadow.

Dave saw a line of ink snaking across the table and he followed it with his eyes as Xavier moved to the stacked canvases against the wall and started shredding them. The sound of tearing canvas was loud in the room. The line of ink moved towards a photograph pinned to a bulletin board behind the desk.  The photo was of two men holding a large fish.  He saw that one of the men was Simon, but the other was obscured by some fallen paint brushes.

Dave leaned forward careful to avoid the spilled paint and shifted the brushes to the side.  The second man was familiar.  Dave frowned in thought.  The sound of shattered glass snapped him from his memory search. 

He looked over and saw Xavier had knocked over several glass jars, the glass shattering when it came in contact with the floor, their contents spilling everywhere.

He backed away trying to keep his shoes out of the sea of spreading multicolored liquid.” Leave it.  Jesus, Leave it. What’s wrong with you?  He’s not here,” Dave snapped.

Xavier stopped and looked over at Dave. “So what do we do?”

Dave looked around and spotted the second desk.  “Simon didn’t work alone.”  He looked back to the pinned photograph.  He smiled and nodded, knowing where he knew the man from.  

“Now, we go back and have another conversation.  I have a few more questions for our good buddy Pete.”

Xavier smiled.  “That sounds like fun.”


Chapter 3




Olivia’s feet pounded the sidewalk with the same rhythm as her heart beat.  Each morning she walked to the park as her warm up, ran the length of her set course and then ran back to her apartment slowly lowering her pace and her heartrate back to normal walking level. 

Most of her body was warm under her running thermals, but the cold air slapped her face, causing the sweat to gel as soon as it cooled.  She was only a few short paces out of the park.  Too early to start her full cool down. 

The podcast she chose for the morning was shorter than expected and left her with silence in her ears as she left the park.  She always felt self-conscious about the sound of her breath, as though breathing this heavy in public was somehow a sign of nefarious deeds.

She nodded to the other runners she passed, her eyes always fixed either on their forehead or their nose, never quite able to make eye contact when exercising. 

Olivia already felt too exposed for eye contact. She wondered if the others felt the same way or if it was something only she felt.  It wasn’t the only time questions like that surfaced and she long since learned to keep the questions to herself.

As she moved down the regular sidewalk, Olivia began to slow her pace just a little.  Soon she wouldn’t just be passing other runners, but people out taking their dogs for a walk and she didn’t want to become entangled.  

To her right she heard the crunch of car tires on the street’s asphalt.  The car was moving slow and Olivia risked a glance over her shoulder, wondering if it was someone she should be concerned about. 

Instead of a potential predator, Olivia spotted Cynthia Thornton and dimly wondered if a predator wouldn’t have been preferable.  

They made eye contact and Cynthia’s smile widened.  Olivia knew she was caught.  She stopped running and turned to face the car.  Cynthia rolled her black Lexus to a stop and let down the window.

“Yoo-hoo, Olivia, I thought that was you,” Cynthia said with a high tinkling little laugh and a finger wave of welcome. Her fingernails were red and silver striped for the upcoming Christmas season, like knife blades masquerading as candy canes.

“Morning Mrs. Thornton,” Olivia replied knowing she was well and truly caught.

“Oh, Olivia,” Cynthia chided. “I told you call me Cynthia, at least when we’re away from the school ...and its events and ...things. Well, when we are looking at houses at any rate. Which we are, today after classes.” She let loose another tinkling laugh.

“I remember,” Olivia said.

Not for the first time she regretted mentioning the fact that she was looking to buy a house and move out of her apartment where the Headmaster’s wife and real estate agent extraordinaire could hear her.  Her dim intentions suddenly became some sort of battle Cynthia was determined to win. 

Olivia hadn’t quite made up her mind whether it was that Cynthia viewed other agents as the enemy or if the houses themselves were simply territory they had to conquer.  She did know that when they arrived at a showing, Cynthia was a general and she was more or less a green cadet. 

“Excellent,” Cynthia gushed. “I found a few more listings I think are perfect for you. As long as the others haven’t done anything foolish.”

She frowned and again Olivia wondered to which others she was actually referring and what sort of foolishness could possibly be done. Sometimes figuring out what Cyntha was talking about made her eyes cross.  

Her thoughts were shoved to the side as Cynthia thrust a stack of papers through the open window.  Olivia stepped forward before the wind could snatch them away.

“I’ll see you at the first one, the bungalow on Porter Avenue.  Don’t be late, we have so much to see.”

“I won’t,” Olivia replied.  She jumped back as the Lexus began rolling forward, the window already sliding closed, her audience with the headmaster’s wife concluded now that orders were given.

Olivia managed to keep her feet from being crunched under the tires as Cynthia pulled away.  Deciding it was pointless to go back to running, Oliva walked the rest of the distance back to her apartment.  

She kept the new properties Cynthia wanted her to look at clutched tightly against the brisk wind threatening to snatch them away.

As she walked, she cooled down further.  While she pulled on her running thermals before leaving for her morning run, Olivia always hated running with gloves and a hat.  

Somehow, no matter how cold the weather, she always overheated with them on and had to stop, take them off mid run and clutching them in her hands for the rest of her running time since her running gear didn’t have pockets deep enough to hold them. 


‘At best they hold my keys,’ Olivia thought. 


She shivered slightly.  Her sweat was cooling and the wind was picking up pace, skating icy fingers across any exposed flesh.  She hurried her pace, more interested in keeping moving than in cooling down from her run.  

Olivia reached her apartment.  It was a non-descript brick block of a building built sometime in the late nineteen fifties.  The apartments were renovated sometime in the late 1990s, but it was a cheap and quick renovation. 

Olivia moved here when she first started working at the Academy and wasn’t certain she would stay.  Her temporary term became permanent and somewhere along the way, the apartment became familiar.  

Leaving crossed her mind, usually when the hot water ran out or something unexpected broke, but overall it was a comfortably familiar place to stay. 

A little over a month prior Olivia was surprised to find a notice pinned to her door.  She knew it wasn’t personal as everyone else had the same notice pinned to their door.  

Their building was sold, the new owners were tearing it down and they had each been given a timeline to find some place new to live.  The clock was ticking.

“And thus Cynthia entered my life,” Olivia said as she fitted the key into her lock and pushed the door open, a maneuver that required an extra bump from her hip as the moisture in the air was causing the door to stick.

“Rain’s on the way,” she told herself as she stepped inside.  She thought about the temperatures as she closed the door.  “Snow is more likely I suppose.”

She locked the door automatically, never comfortable leaving it unlocked. She dropped the new real estate pages onto the coffee table, adding to the stack Cynthia had already given her.  She moved directly to the small kitchen and turned on the coffee pot she prepped the night before. 

While the coffee brewed in the kitchen, Olivia walked back to the bedroom, stripped off her running gear and went directly into the shower.  There she used the hottest water her pipes would give her.  At first it felt nearly scalding on the more exposed parts of her skin, but the shock of the temperature difference felt exhilarating.  

As today, the last day before the Christmas Holidays began, featured a series of final exams and handing back graded essays, the shower was likely going to be the most exhilarating thing about her day. 

Gradually, the temperature difference eased and the warmth felt soothing rather than scalding.  Olivia washed with a body wash that made her skin carry the scent of a cinnamon bun into the work day.  

It made thoughts of stopping by the bakery on her way to work dance in her head, but she knew she didn’t have time for that.  By the time she got there the line would already be too long.  Hot cinnamon rolls from the bakery were a treat she could indulge in once the school holiday began.

Body clean, Olivia reached for the shampoo.  Unlike her indulgent body wash, her shampoo and conditioner smelled more like a high end salon and less like a bakery.  

The products reminded her that while on break she would need to schedule a visit to the actual salon as well.  During work she kept her dark hair tied up in a neat French twist, but it was in desperate need of a trim.


‘Soon it won’t fit in the twist if I don’t,’ she reminded herself. 


Already the clips she was using strained against the weight of her hair.  She rinsed out the shampoo’s lather and reached for the conditioner.  When it too was washed out, Olivia considered herself clean for the day.  She rinsed off what little suds remained and turned off the water. 

Olivia stepped out of the shower and into the steamed up bathroom.  She wrung out her hair and reached for a towel.  Before wrapping it around her hair, she wiped off the mirror.  If there was anything sneaking up behind her, she wanted to know.  

She wrapped up her hair to start the drying process, toweled off and wrapped a large bath towel around her body before leaving the bathroom and walking to her small bedroom closet. 

All of her work out and casual clothes were folded in the chest of drawers on the opposite side of the room.  The small closet held a row of work clothes and a few dresses she kept on hand for something that required an outfit dressier than jeans.  

As she had yet to do her week’s laundry, Olivia was left with just two work outfits.  The black skirts were identical; both pencil skirts that reached below her knees and two blouses.  One was white and one was white with light gray stripes.  There was a black jacket that went with both of the skirts. 

Aware that the headmaster liked festive appearances this close to the holidays, Olivia decided that the white with gray stripes was as festive an option as she had at present and chose it to go under the black suit coat.

“I have a green enameled holly pin I can add to the jacket,” she decided.  “That should pass as festive.”  Clothing selection made, Olivia dressed, put on her makeup, dried and styled her hair and emerged from the bedroom looking professional in her chosen outfit.

The coffee brewed while she took care of her personal appearance and Olivia dispensed some into a travel mug before pouring the rest into her thermos.  She doctored both containers with cinnamon spiked creamer and put the lids on.  

After double checking the lid on the thermos, Olivia added it to her work bag.    Her heels clicked across the kitchen tiles, the sound muffling when she stepped onto the worn industrial carpet of her living room. 

She picked up the latest real estate sheets and walked them back to the kitchen where her satchel occupied one of the kitchen chairs.  She added the pages to the case. 

“I’ll have to read those sometime today,” she reminded herself. She flipped through the contents of the bag making sure everything was there.

“Graded term papers. Check. Extra credit note cards. Check.”  She tapped the side of the thermos. “Survival juice. Check.”

Confident in the bag’s contents, she fastened the straps and straightened.  Leaving the bag in place for the moment, Olivia once again crossed the not so great expanse of kitchen and living room to open the coat closet.  While her long black wool coat was in place, no amount of searching turned up her hat, gloves and scarf.  The coat closet wasn’t large and most of the space was taken over by packed up boxes.  They had been in the space long enough that she paid them no attention. 
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